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“There's no such thingl" Alice was beginning 
very angrily, but the Hatter and the March Hare 
went “Shi shl" and the Dormouse sulkily re¬ 
marked, “If you can’t be civil, you’d better finish 
the story for yourself.’* 

--Lewis Caroll: Aliceas Adventures in 
Wonderland 
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PART ONE: PRELIMINARIES 

Je commis ce que toujours je considerai comme 
une inconvenance: des le potage, je ra'exprimai 
en termes abstraits. 

—Maurice Barres: “Le Jardin de Berenice"' 

Wagner discovered that an opera had much 
better be melody from end to end, and the realis¬ 
tic school following on Wagner's footsteps dis¬ 
covered that a novel had much better be all 
narrative—an uninterrupted flow of narrative. 
—George Moore: “Confessions of a Young Man" 
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PROGRAM 


It IS my purpose in this book to trace certain outstanding 
features of form in the twentieth-century novel in English. 
The reader will understand from the start that this is not 
a general critical study of the twentieth-century novel. It 
is me ant for a study in the evolution of novelistic tec h¬ 
nique. 

It is of course impossible to discu ss novelistic technique 
w ithout some regard for the subject-matter, the intentions. ^ 
of the writ ers considere d. For obviously t he object o f. 
tec hnique is to help realizTlhe linTstic iiuenFibn , and we 
s hall server and over again how the specihc effect sou^^ ht 
by the artist determ ines the technical methods consciou sly 
or unconsciously chosen.pB ut there is a tendency in all the 
"a ns for craftsmeiTof a given period to show a preference lor 
s uch and such subject-matter, to share such and such artist ic 
aims, and to choose their methods according ly. And while it 
is all-important for a novelist to have fine intentions and 
to realize them adequately, and w hile the ultimate bu si 
ness of criticism is to appreciate the author’s intentions 
a ndnetermin¥Tdu^ far he Tjayr ea feeTtlT^^^ tlie TactT?~ 
mains that his technique is th^ means 5 ^ which he does 
realize themTand that the study of technique is a usefuF 
preparation for th e bminess of criticism, as well as an in¬ 
teresting thing in itself. It is a preparation foFtEcTTtiUSi - 
ness which has been much neglected by critics , with the re* 
suit that not merely does great contusion prevail in the 
criticism of novels—which is more or less the normal con- 
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dition of criticism in all the arts—but not even have 

a vailable for the Hp^trripn'nn nf nmzpli<;tir te chnique ter ms 
a pproximately prec i se and generally understoo c^ 

This is not a state of things peculiar to contemporary 
criticism. Indeed, there has never been a time m the his¬ 
tory of the nov el when s o much attention has been paid 
as at present t o matters of technique , and the prospect is 
that t hey will be much be tter understood in the futur e 
t han th ey have been i n the past " We might almost say that 
the only English writer in the past who has given extended 


a nd detailed conside ration to qu estions of technique i s 
Henry James. What Fielding was most often occupied 
^Hth in the critical essays prefixed to each book of “Tom 
Jones” was truth to nature, and that was the virtually 
exclusive concern of Thackeray, of George Eliot, of 
Meredith, in the frequmt critical apologies thrust into 
the text of their novels/^range to say, th e novelists most 
in terred in techniqu e—that is, in the way the story was 
told-^^fore the time of James, were probably Dickens 
and ^ mfkie Colli ns, novelists w hose regard for truth 
t o nat ure was so slight that we might not suppose they 
w ere concerned with anything so serious-sounding as tech - 
nigue^As a matter of fact, as I shall try to show farther on, 
th c^ very want of concern for truth to j^ture—their want 
of reali sm— was one reason for th eir taking technique 
seriousl^ 

As for the French naturali sts, whose i nfluence b egan to 
be so st rongly felt in England in the e ighteen-nineties , 
while t hey were no doubt great technicians, and had sig¬ 
nificant things to say here and there on the subject of 
structural technique (see Chapter XII below), w hat they 
most frequently discussed was either the “ hum^ docu¬ 
ment” (Zola, t he Goncourt. broth ers), or the^recise, the 
unique word (Maubert, Maupassant)—the one a matter 


oiscien inic fVu th a nd ttic other, as I should classify it, 
2( _matter of style. And these, I imagine, were the great 
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preoccupations of George Moore in his novels written 
under the influence of the French school. 

Si| ;]i^e 1920, the situation has radical ly changed. There 
have appearecT t ln-eer fine books specially de > 

v oted to the stud^^f technique in the noV el, Percy Lub> 
bocks “The Craft of Fiction* (1921), Carl H. Grabo’s 
“The Technique of the Novel’* (1928), and Edwin Muir’s 
“The Structure of the Novel’* (1929). And besides these 
there is considerable incidental reference to technique in 
studies of a broader scope, such as “ The Writing of Fic - 
tion,’’ by Edith Wharton {1925), “Aspms of the Novel/’ 
b ^E. M.~Torst er (i9^7)> “T he History of the NovcTTn 
Errand,’* by Robert Mo rss Lovett and Helen Sard Hughe s 
(1932), and, naturally, iiTnearly everything that has been 
written about James Joyce since the appearance of 
“Ulysses’* (1922). Many other important books on the 
novel, on both the technical and the historical side, I have 
listed in a bibliographical note at the end of this study. 

It is impossible to discuss the subject of technique at the 
present day without making acknowledgments in partic¬ 
ular to Mr. Percy Lubbock. No one has written so beauti¬ 
fully on^this special subject as he, and no one has given 
so complete an o utline of what falls within its scope ^libF^ 
welT-Talanced, nor so critically sober. But, as Mr. LubBbcF 
in~sevefairpTaces lets us know, he has not undeftakerT to 
work out the ffetairs of the subject which he has so maSiS*- 
fuTIy^oujli ned, buTTias left untouch^dlSahy impo^^ 
pern oft^ craft of figio n^And on^~^mg^pro - 

posTlorltnyself—to fill in some of tITe details,Togo mor e 
minutely int o what we may call the mechanics o f the art . 
And then, Mr. Lubbock’s is a general study of the^craft of 
fiction without regard to particular periods and countries, 
and the latest ot the novels discussed by him, James’s “Am¬ 
bassadors,” was published in 1903. Whereas what I propose 
is a study of the novel in English in the twentieth century, 
with earlier periods and foreign fiction used for back- 
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ground and terms oi comparison; and it is the later novels 
ot James, and more particu larly *‘The A mbas sadors/* which 
form my p^oint oF departure, as theyformed the goal, the 
limit, of the evolution traced by Mr. Lubbock. 

The whole of Mr. Lubbock’s book is concerned, in the 
last analysis, with the balance and interplay of what he 
calls the pictorial (roughly, the expository, descriptive, dis¬ 
cursive) and the dramatic (scenical) elements of the novel. 
And, having set forth the method by which James, in “The 
Ambassadors,” turns pictorial matter into drama by strain¬ 
ing it through the consciousness of the leading character, 
he concludes that here “the art of dramatizing the picture 
of somebody’s experience . . . touches its limit. There is 
indeed no further for it to go.” On the very next page, 
however, he guards against the possible notion that James, 
by touching the limit in this direction, has exhausted the 
possibilities of technical evolution. Through the work of 
the various men he has been discussing, “the range of 
method,” he says, “is permanently enlarged; it is proved, 
once tor all, that the craft of fiction has larger resources 
than might have been suspected before.” And he ventures 
the guess that 

the newel may now be starting upon a fresh life, after the 
tremendous career it has had already. The discovery of the 
degree to which it may be enhanced dramatically—this may 
be a point of departure from which it will set out with vigour 
renewed; perhaps it has done so by this time. [He was writing 
the year before Ulysses, and he ignores Conrad.] Anyhow it is 
clear that an immense variety of modulations, mixtures, har¬ 
monies of method yet untried, are open to it if it chooses to 
avail itself. . . . Th ere is still so much to be done, after a 
co uple of centuries of novel-wTiiing without a pause; there- 
are u nheard-of experiments to be made. A novel such as The 
Am Fassadors may giv e no more than a hint of the r ich and 
p rofound ettects waiting to be achieved by the laying of method 
u^n method, and criticism may presently be calTe'y^on to 
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analyze the delicate process much more closely than I now 
a^ttemptTit is to be hoped so indeed. 

There are, says Mr. Lubbock, un heard:^of exp er iment s 
to be made . . . . T hey have al reaHynS^eeiT made, some of 
them, by Joseph Conrad, D_. H. Lawrence, Dorothy Rich¬ 
ardson, Tames JoyceT VirgliiiarWoQTT johh Dos Passos, to 
name a few of the experimenters. And already yitici s m is 
cal led on to analyze the delicate proce ss. But c uriously 
enoug^h, m anj of the se unheard-of experiments havetalen 
,their start just from that paradoxical^rtrexemplihed by 
James, of '^dram atizing the picture of somebody*s experi* 
> encc** b y straining it through the consciousness of tile char 
»acter himself. They have taken their start at the point 
w here James left and they hsTve carried the process fu r» 
ther At least, they have invented such novel means of pic¬ 
turing the conscTousTiess'^t the character tha t it amounts to^ 
a turther extension ot the method. A nd so it turns out that, 
in a sense, the method does not ^'touch its limit" in James. 
There actually was further for it to go. 

But if the new experimenters have carried further this 
special technical feature of James (and his school), which 
evidently they found to their taste, there are other features 
of the school which they quite as evidently did not like. 
And the e xperimental type of novel represents in about 
e qual proportions an intensification of jamcs’s methods 
a nd a reaction against them . So that on the whole, the novel 
since, say, 1920 has an aspect as distinct from that of James 
and his school as the novels of that school have from those 
of Dickens and Thackeray. 

Now, the novel^of James whic h represent the culm ina- 
tion of his method are products of the twentieth century. 
StilTmOre obviousTy'of"our century are the novels of his 
leading disciples: Edith Wharton’s “Age^f Innocence," 
for example, dating from as late as 1920, and Joseph Herge* 
sheimer’s ‘‘CytherealLand "Thc _Bright Sh awl" from 1922. 
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So that the school from which the newer experimenters 
have reacted falls well within the scope of our inquiry. And 
as there are many aspects of this general school of writing 
which Mr. Lubbock has left out of consideration, I have 
no hesitation in beginning with an extensive account of 
this type of novel—which I call the well-made novel. 

''T he well-made nover ' is a term I have invented for my 
own convenience. It is obviously modeled on the familiar 
lerm “the well-made play.” “T he well-made pla y” is a term 
applied especially to certain French dramatic contraptions 
of the nineteenth century notable not so much for their 
\seriousness as for the perfection with which they were con- 
Istructed for their dramatic ends. They were perhaps called 
I well-made plays because that was about all that could be 
l^said in their favor. So that the term carries with it a slight 
sense of disparagement. But that is not the sense which I 
wish to convey by the term “well-made novel”: I should 
1 ike to have it free from either disparagement o r approval;' 
except i n so far as it does lay stress on careful tashioning 
iiTa strictly fc^maTway. I use thisTSSToTiK^ 

^hdehciei in form weB exemplified, tor example; irr-^^The 
"Amb assadors” and “The Ap;e of Innocenc e.” 

TrTthe same way I shall use the term “ expressionjitic” 
to apply to the tendencies in genera l which mark a reao 
t ion against the well-made novel , a going beyond it, at least 
such oFthe m ^ an be associated more or less with Joyce’s 
“ Ulysse s.” It will be understood that I am not using the 
term “expressionistic” in a precise scientific and historical 
sense. Even in Germany, where it was definitely applied to 
^ 3 . school of wr iting \^ich flourished approximatel y be- 
* { tween 1913 and 1925, it is impossible to give a definition 
^o f thelterm whiclTw^ aTTthe manifestations of the 
I impul^ i n question. G erman expressionistic poetry is a 
different-tiling from-exprgssionistic drama, and the drama 
q uite differehtTrbnTthe ^ ose faction. l lrc~novels i n Eng-^ 
lish which I discuss under this heading have probably a 
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c loser kinship to tlie German poetry and drama ^ of expres¬ 
si onism than to the typical fiction of that school. In generaF 
the English novels have a m ore realistic^ y^p rh an the Ger- 
man, aricT they are very seldmn characterized by the strong 
religious and emotional tone of tlie German writers. 

The term was derived from painting and then applied 
by analogy to the allied arts of sculpture, music, and litera¬ 
ture. In origin it referred to those various movements in 
painting, French, Italian, Russian, German, which consti¬ 
tuted a reaction against impressionism . They were all char- 
actenzed by the desire not to be bound to tlie literal ren¬ 
dering of outward appearances in nature, but to make art 
a vehicle of the artist’s personal reaction—an expression, 
as the Germans say, of his own spiritual life. And so, as the 
Germans go on to say in their metaphysical manner, they 
wish to subordinate the merely superficial and accidental 
aspect of things to the absolute, the essential, the inner 
reality. The movement begins with painters like Cezanne, 
Gauguin, and Van Gogh, with their freer handling of 
forms and colors, organized according to a rhythm which is 
more personal to the artist than imposed by the subject. 
It passes into the more arbitrary futurism of painters like 
Kandinsky, in which it is vain to seek for any precise sub¬ 
ject taken from nature. And it reaches its extreme logical 
development in the cubists, who deny the validity of sensu¬ 
ous appearances as a subject for art, but aim to make an 
artistic abstraction of the essential forms found in nature. 

In applying terms like ** expr e ^ipnism” and *'imp res- 
signism’^t o works of fiction,Tw^foTaggest the rougEIy~ 
parallel development in our time of the several arts, being 
as they are but varied manifestations of the same spiritual 
life, the same cultural evolution. In using the term “ex- 
pressionistic,” or sometimes “post-impressionistic,” I have 
particularly in mind the notion of abstract composition 
derived from painting. And si nce my subject is technique , 

I am more especially concerned with departures from the 
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c onventiona l type of novel on the side of form. I call cer¬ 
tain writers e xpressi o nistic by w ay o f i ndicating the ex¬ 
treme freedom and unconventionality with which they 
handle and reorganize the subjec t-matter offered the m by 
1 ife; traii so^dihg bylhHhod s pnmaril\rte<^ the mOT e 

or less r^ aHstir jitiiff in which they work . 

2 

Once again I must remind the reader that this does not 
pretend to be a comprehensive history of fiction in the 
period covered. Of necessity I have been obliged to om it 
detailed consideration of many writers of distinction, sucFT 
as Somerset Maug ham. E . M. Forster, Frances Newman, 
and Pearl Buck, either because th e writer in questioh d oes 
n ot stand tor anything specially distinctive in the evolu tion 
of technicjue, o r oecause what he stands for is sufficiently 
exemplified in other novelists discussed. 

In general I have Jeft out o f account novelists of a 
strongly romantic cast, like W. H. Hudso n, and in par¬ 
ticular writers of histor ical roman ce, because they would 
too^greatly complicate the subject. The air of reality sought 
b^ornan^rs may often mean a high effort of the imagina¬ 
tion, and it has its bearing, in books like “Green Man¬ 
sions,” on certain questions of technique like that of the 
limited point of view. But it is, after all, a very different 
matter from the reality sought by writers who are dealing 
with contemporary and familiar thing s. Conrad i s a special 
case, since his personal experience brought him into 
such close contact with picturesque and exotic material, 
and his passion to get to the bottom of human motives 
gives a depth and seriousness to subjects which, with 
most writers, could be classified as simply romantic. But it 
does not follow that we need clutter up our discussion with 
references to writers like H. M. Tomlinson, F. Brett 
Young, and William McFee, however good they may be in 
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their way, and however much tiiey may remind us of tech¬ 
nical procedures of Conrad. 

What I propose to do, then, is to trace first the tend¬ 
encies culminating in the well-made novel, and then the 
reaction—the tendencies culminating in the expressionistic 
novel. Among the forces of reaction against the well-made 
novel, I include such disparate figures as Dreiser, whose 
impatient naturalism brings him back to an earlier, less 
rigidly formal composition, and Conrad, tireless experi¬ 
menter, for whom the novel is a plastic form to be con¬ 
stantly reshaped in accordance with his ever changing in¬ 
tention and design. 

In thus tracing an evolution, I wish to avoid the implica¬ 
tion, so likely to creep into criticism of any of the arts, that 
what we are observing is an advance in the sense of an 
improvement on what went before. Let no one suppose 1 
am wishing to imply that the novels of the 1920’s are better 
work than the novels of the 1900’s because they come later, 
or that the novels of the 1900’s are better than those 
of the 1850’s or the 1750’s. Altogether apart from tech¬ 
nique, one must take into account the stature of the man 
and we do not meet every day a man of the stature of 
Fielding or Hardy. I do not even mean that the later work 
is be tter t echnic ally. For technique must be judged by 
r^erence to i ntention, an d the intention of a Fieldi ng 
oTj ^ardy rs^~verv different thing from that of a Gal s¬ 
worthy or a Dos Pa ssos. And most often, where there is a 
positive gain in technique, there may be some loss to match 
it, even a loss in technique. The discovery of a new device 
does not necessarily mean a technical improvement, since 
it is possible for the discoverer, and still more his imita¬ 
tors, to overdo it, to exaggerate it, to misapply it, and 
to produce an ingenious technical monstrosity rather than 
a work of art. 

Still, it is obvious that, wi th the passing of time, ne w 
technical de^n'ces are discovered and tried out, and that he 
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wh o comes later has at least the advantage of the exp eri¬ 
mentation of his predeces^ rs. He is free to profit , if he 
their successes and m istakes; and among the various 
procedures^ the art, to choose those which best suit his 
particular needs. He may, if it suits his need, make use of 
procedures unknown to Dickens or Meredith, and so pro¬ 
duce a better novel than he at least could have produced 
in 1850 or 1870. For him, at any rate, the passing of time 
involves progress, an evolution for the better. 

There is one circumstance that tends to create the dubi¬ 
ous impression that what we are following is a progressive 
improvement in the art of the novel. In tracing the tend¬ 
encies that produced the work of the 1900’s, or again the 
reaction of the 1920’s, we are obliged to put ourselves at 
the point of view of the writers concerned. We have to con ¬ 
sider what it was that they found unsatisf actor y in their 
prede ^sors, rhnng £>s„ ..iI iRy wisherTm bring about , 

what particular improvements they were making. So that 
the e mphasis, at least in th e begin ning, is all on the side of 
progress made rather than of .^ound do^ ThisrTs^~anTcti- 
larly true for the men of the 1920’s. In the case of the well - 
made novel, we have at least the reaction of the 1920’s to 
serve as “control.” In the very act of tracing this movemenfT 
\<Fe make n^essarily the critique of the well-made novel. 
B ut in the case of the e^pressiouj^c novel there is ^ 
l ater reaction to serve as control; at any rate, none suffi¬ 
ciently well defined, vigorous, and lon^tandmg , to amoun t 
tc Tmuch tor this purpo se. I here we have nothing to fall 
back upon bufour knowledge of the classics and our native 
critical sense. 

But native critical sense is notoriously inadequate to 
deal with strictly contemporary work. We breathe the same 
air as these men. We are part and parcel of the social, the 
philosophical, the esthetic complex out of which they have 
taken shape. We cannot see them in perspective. Their tri¬ 
umphs are our triumphs. Their novelty is still novelty for 
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us. Their experiments—it is as if we were in the labora¬ 
tory with them, waiting on the result of their still uncom¬ 
pleted experiments. We are too busy making out wliat 
they are after to be able to judge of their success. And we 
are accessory to their crimes. If, at times, measuring them 
by the standards of Fielding or Hardy, we are inclined to 
wonder if they are decadent artists, we know that in that 
case we are decadents with them. And we have the ptide of 
what we are. We had ratlier be damned with our own 
people than be saved with the dead. 

On the whole, we shall do better to abjure the attempt 
at absolute criticism, at least for the time being. We shall 
be quite well enough occupied with a less ambitious pro¬ 
gram. \Vhat we want to study is certain procedures in the 
making of fiction, and the kinds of effect associated with 
those procedures. We shall not for a moment suppose that 
technique covers the whole ground, but we shall try to see 
how much ground it does cover, how far we can say, of such 
and such an artistic intention, it is best served by such and 
such a procedure. Necessarily we shall at times be obliged 
to consider the philosophical background, the temper of 
the age, since that has so much to do with the intention, 
and the intention determines the technique. The work of 
Joyce implies a different psychology from that of Edith 
Wharton; the work of Dos Passos a different social slant 
from that of George Eliot. But such considerations will be 
quite incidental to our main object. Our main object will 
be, over a limited field, to get at the effects intended and 
the technical means by which these effects are secured. 
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In A bird’s-eye view of the English novel from Fielding 
to Ford, the one thing that will impress you more than any 
other is the disappearance of the author. In Fielding and 
Scott, in Thackeray and George Eliot, the author is every¬ 
where present in person to see that you are properly in- 
fornv?^^ on all the circumstances of the action, to explain 
the Vn^haracters to you and insure your forming the right 
opiniv. of them, to scatter nuggets of wisdom and good 
feeling^l^long the course of the story, and to point out how, 
from theC failures and successes of the characters, you may 
form a satne and right philosophy of conduct. 

When rhe had finished “The Heart of Midlothian,” Sir 
Walter^was evidently worried over his having featured the 
unhal/Aowed love-affair of Effie Deans and her bandit lover, 
and (^specially having got his frivolous lassie legally mar¬ 
ried ptid brought into high society. This happy outcome of 
herAff^ii" was demanded to fill up the cup of happiness of 
hf.'t virtuous sister Jeanie and to shed a rosy light over the 
(concluding pages of the romance. The good baronet had 
taken pains to point out that even marriage and social exal¬ 
tation did not make a happy couple of these sinners; but 
even so, he was afraid that a careless reader, some heedless 
girl, might be more dazzled by the melancholy great lady 
than by her contented sister married to the Scotch minister, 
and he felt obliged to add, in large capitals, an admonition 
to die Reader; 

This tale will not be told in vain, if it shall be found to illus¬ 
trate the great truth, that guilt, though it may attain temporal 
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splendor, can never confer real happiness; that the evil conse* 
quences of our crimes long survive their commission, and, like 
the ghosts of the murdered, forever haunt the steps of the male¬ 
factor; and that the paths of virtue, though seldom those of 
worldly greatness, are always those of pleasantness and peace. 

This tradition has survived even in the work of a novelist 
so thoroughly of our time as Mr. Ford Madox Ford. At 
least, in his dedicatory epistles, Mr. Ford does not hesitate 
to explain what it is he has been attempting to say, as for 
example in “A Man Could Stand Up’’: 

T his is what the late war was like: this is how modern fight¬ 
ing of the organized, scientific t\pe affects the mind. If, for 
reasons of gain or, as is still more likely, out of dislike for col¬ 
lective types other than your own. you choose to permit your 
rulers to embark on another war, this—or sf)mething very ac¬ 
centuated along similar lines—is what you will have to put 
up with! 

But the resemblance here is superficial. It is only in his 
comment on the book that Mr. Ford permits himself to 
point out the moral of the thing. It is only there that he 
is the philosopher. Within the limits of his story, in his 
striking series of w^ar novels, he does not appear at all. The 
story tells itself; the story speaks for itself. The author does 
not apologize for his characters; he does not give an ac¬ 
count of them; he does not describe them; he does not even 
tell us what they do, but has them tell us, themselves. 
Above all, he has them tell us what they think, w^hat they 
feel, what impressions beat in on their minds from the 
situations in which they find themselves. “To this deter¬ 
mination—to use my friend’s eyes as a medium [he is speak¬ 
ing of his central character, Tietjens]—I am adhering in 
this series of books." “And you have here his mental re¬ 
actions and his reflections—which are not, not, not pre¬ 
sented as those of the author." 

This is a great outstanding feature of technique since 



i6 THE TWENTIETH-CENTURY NOVEL 

the time of Henry James, that the story shall tell itself^ 
being conducted through the impressions of the characters. 
It is this which finally differentiates fiction from history 
and philosophy and science. For the most part in the old 
masters English fiction, and French fiction too for that 
matter, is a branch of philosophy or history. It is, to be 
sure, constantly tending to escape into the state of pure 
fiction, which is a moving picture of life itself, and the 
vivid imaginations of the great novelists are forever mak¬ 
ing us forget that it is anything but fiction pure and simple. 
But the intellectual and moral seriousness of the authors 
is working in the opposite direction—their responsibility, 
their sense of what they owe to the high calling of letters, 
not to mention the desire to make a display of their own 
excellent qualities: good sense, refined sentiment, humor, 
and a subtle understanding of the springs of human na¬ 
ture. It was an excellent device of Fielding to collect his 
sundry reflections and speculations into the introductory 
essays of each book, thus leaving the narrative portions of 
the story relatively unencumbered with this irrelevant ma¬ 
terial. Irrelevant, that is, from the point of view of story, 
of the illusion of life; relevant enough from the point 
of view of moral philosophy. With Scott and Thackeray, 
with Trollope and Meredith, this essay matter is scattered 
through the narrative, where it tends to reduce greatly the 
dramatic tension, the illusion of life. That is the point of 
objection. We cannot be the worse for the wisdom of these 
big men, these large souls. But, for better for worse, the 
fashion has changed; we like fiction unadulterated; we like 
the sense of taking part in an actual, a present experience, 
without the interference of an authorial guide. 

In that series of chapters which constitutes the dramatic 
climax of “The Heart of Midlothian,” Scott presents the 
meeting of Effie and Jeanie Deans in the Tolbooth prison, 
and the trial of Effie for child-murder. It is within the 
power of Jeanie to secure the acquittal of her sister if she 
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will but swear to an untruth—if she will testify that Effie 
confessed to her before the birth of her child. Effie cannot 
understand why her sister will not do so little as that to 
save her life. And during the trial, through all the legal 
expositions of the counsel, w^e w-ait in suspense to see if 
Jeanie cannot overcome this fatal scruple of conscience. 
This is the stuff of drama; emotional stuff of the highest 
power; and these scenes can hardly be read even by a fas¬ 
tidious reader brought up on Conrad or Stevenson without 
some sense of their force. But their force is many degrees 
less than it might be had Scott been content to let the story 
tell itself—simply to present, for example, the impressions 
of Jeanie, or those of Effie, or those of the pious father who 
feels so profoundly the disgrace to his name. Instead of 
this, with the ranging view of the historian who is equally 
well at home everywhere, he tells us something of how each 
character appeared, something of how each felt, something 
of how the audience were impressed in the trial scene, and 
the judge, and the lawyers—dispersing our interest over 
too many different people for it to maintain any intensity. 

But worst of all, he indulges freely throughout in those 
elegantly patronizing terms of conventional pity for the 
characters that render not the agony and tenseness of the 
situation to those taking part so much as the good heart 
and correct sentiments of the author. Efhe is not Effie but 
the prisoner, or the unhappy prisoner; she and her sister 
are not Effie and jeanie but the mourners; the gaoler is the 
hard-hearted turnkey. Especially is the trial scene decorated 
with such easy phrases of sentiment. Scott talks about the 
awful scene; he commends the judge for sharing in the 
general sympathy. On Jeanie's truthful declaration which 
means the condemnation of her sister, “A deep groan 
passed through the Ck)urt. It was echoed by one deeper 
and more agonized from the unfortunate father. The hope 
to which unconsciously and in spite of himself, he had 
recently clung, had now dissolved, and the venerable old 
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man fell forward senseless on the floor of the Court-house, 
with his head at the foot of his terrified daughter. The 
unfortunate prisoner, with impotent passion, strove with 
the guards betwixt whom she was placed.” ^ 

There are two great offenses here against narrative art. 
In the first place, the scene is presented in tabloid. There 
has been no proper focusing of attention on either the old 
man or his daughter, no preparation of the reader by those 
little forward-looking references that arouse suspense. And 
when the bit of physical action comes, as, presumably, the 
climax of the scene, it is so briefly and conventionally dis¬ 
posed of that it sounds like a mere stage direction. You 
have but to compare this with some of the critical moments 
in Hardy or Mooie to realize how completely Scott here 
neglected his opportunity, failed to meet the challenge of 
a scene to be presented. And his phrases of sympathetic 
description, which are the merest apology for neglecting 
his duty as a story-teller, are in themselves another offense 
to the present-day reader, with his notions of how a story 
should be told. For the author, instead of making us feel 
the poignancy and dramatic power of the scene, instead of 
making the action carry its own emotion, must needs tell 
us, himself, how we are to feel about it. 

This manner of writing continues right down through 
the masters of the novel in the nineteenth century. Among 
the worst offenders are several of the greatest novelists. 
They seem to think it more elegant to refer at regular in¬ 
tervals not to Jeanie Deans or Eleanor Bold or Isabel 
Archer, but to “our heroine.” And they do love to spill the 
phials of their pity over the gentle victims of their sym¬ 
pathy. Thackeray’s Amelia is ‘‘our gentle Amelia.” Trol¬ 
lope’s Mr. Arabin is “poor Mr. Arabin”! George Eliot, in 
particular, makes lavish use of this ingredient of expressed 

1 In this passage, as in a number of others quoted throughout the book, 
I have italicized certain words which I wish to call particularly to the 
reader’s attention. 
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pity in the sauce witii which she smothers and serves up 
her excellent and erring people. Dorothea Brooke is the 
poor child; Rosamond Vincy is poor thing; there is poor 
Lydgate and poor Mrs. Bulstrode, and God knows how 
many other suffering bundles of protoplasm. Maggie Tulli 
ver in “The Mill on the Floss” is poor Maggie, by natural 
right as misunderstood and persecuted woman. In “Adam 
Bede,” there is of course poor Seth, and (for the drunkard 
who was so providentially taken off) poor wandering father; 
and Arthur Donnithorne and Hetty, on the point of suc¬ 
cumbing to sin—“Poor things! It was a pity they were not 
in that golden age of childhood when they would have 
stood face to face, eyeing each other with timid liking, 
then given each other a little butterfly kiss, and toddled 
oft to play together.” Above all is Hetty always and every¬ 
where “poor little Hetty,” “poor wandering Hetty,” etc. 

In the case of Hetty Sorrel, George Fliot's sympathy is 
by no means unmixed. This great bluestocking, this Vic¬ 
torian philosopher and companion of philosophers, this 
scholar with a face like a horse, could not regard with un¬ 
qualified sympathy a creature so frivolous, so shallow, so 
brainless, and—let us not forget—so pretty as Hetty Sorrel. 
And Mary Ann Evans, living nobly and conscientiously 
in a state of sin, pioneer as she was of a responsible and 
rational attitude toward the relation between man and 
woman, could not but stiffen, with irony and scorn, the 
sympathy she felt for this rudderle.ss little craft. One of the 
most remarkable instances of the Victorian passion for the 
edifying is that chapter entitled “The Two Bed-Chambers,” 
in which George Eliot takes occasion to bring in vivid con¬ 
trast the weak and selfish girl putting on her glass earrings 
before her mirror and the pious and beautiful soul, Dinah 
Morris, lost in silent prayer and troubling herself over the 
state of her erring sister. This is likewise an instance of the 
disposition to stack the cards against the one of whom we 
are not to approve 
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How pretty the little puss looks in that odd dress! [exclaims 
the author with the face of a horse.] It would be the easiest folly 
in the world to fall in love with her: there is such a sweet baby¬ 
like roundness about her face and figure; the delicate dark 
rings of hair lie so charmingly about her ears and neck . . . 
Ah, what a prize the man gets who wins a sweet bride like 
Hetty! 

And there follows a long page of such ironic commenda¬ 
tions; for it is thus that Adam Bede was taken in. And then 
the author makes her apology for Adam. 

Before you despise Adam as deficient in penetration, pray 
ask yourself if you were ever predisposed to believe evil of any 
pretty woman—if you ever could, without hard, head-breaking 
demonstration, believe evil of the one supremely pretty woman 
who has bewitched you. No: people who love downy peaches 
are apt not to think of the stone, and sometimes jar their teeth 
terribly against it. 

There are three things to be noted in such passages of 
George Eliot—three major tendencies of the Victorian 
novel which have, for good or ill, gone largely out of fashion 
in the twentieth century. There is the disposition to be 
edifying in a moral way. There is the fondness for talking 
the characters over with the reader, taking sides, and letting 
the reader know what attitude he should take. And there 
is the scientific passion for explaining the character, mak¬ 
ing us understand how the particular phenomenon before 
us illustrates the laws of human nature in general. These 
tliree tendencies are closely related and they are generally 
found together. Thackeray wishes to make us realize the 
sufferings of Amelia when she is neglected by George Os¬ 
borne, and at the same time he points out how her pre¬ 
dicament is typical of that to which women are reduced by 
our social ordinances: 

To whom could the poor little martyr tell these dail) 
struggles and tortures? Her hero himself only half understood 
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her. She did not dare to own that the man she loved was her 
inferior, or to feel that she had given away her heart too soon. 
Given once, the pure, bashful maiden was too modest, too 
tender, too trustful, too weak, too much woman, to recall it. 
We are Turks with the affections of our women, and have 
made them subscribe to our doctrine too. We let their bodies 
go abroad liberally enough, with smiles and ringlets and pink 
bonnets to disguise them, instead of veils and yakmaks. But 
their souls must be seen by only one man, and they obey 
not unwillingly, and consent to remain at home as our slaves 
—ministering to us and doing drudgery for us. 


It is in a similar vein that all these Victorians are prone 
to apologize for their characters’ conduct, to defend them 
to us and put us in a better humor with them. George Eliot 
thinks it necessary to make a plea for die clergyman Mr. 
Irwine, because, though a man of pure Christian feeling, 
he had no theological enthusiasms. Trollope in the same 
way begs his reader not to be too hard on the Rev. Mr. 
Arabin. And when his heroine has been so impulsive as to 
box the ear of the odious Mr. Slope, he thinks it a proper 
occasion to devote a long page to her defense. 

To the reader fresh from the novels of the year, or, let us 
say, from those of Conrad or James, of George Moore 
or Arnold Bennett, there is something quaint about this 
Victorian manner. And he is often apt to forget that he is 
dealing here with masterpieces of fictional art perhaps 
greater than any that have since been produced. It is so hard 
to maintain one’s perspective, one’s historical sense, one’s 
sense of the relativity of values, in dealing with a school 
of art that has gone out of fashion. I am not at all certain 
that the development I am tracing may not even be a kind 
of degeneration—accompanying the gradual decline in 
vigor and spontaneity. We are doubtless incapable of 
rightly appraising the art of our own day, an art which is 
expressive of our own state of mind. The best we can do 



22 


THE TWENTIETH-CENTURY NOVEL 


is to make out what is the artistic principle involved in our 
preference for a different method of story-telling. 

What bothers us in the Victorian treatment of character 
is that it is a talking about the characters instead of a pres¬ 
entation of them; or that if they are presented, it is from 
without instead of from within. The author tells us as 
much as we need to know of the thoughts or motives of his 
people in order to understand their conduct; but he does 
not tell us, he does not make us feel, how the situation 
presents itself to these people themselves. Trollope, for 
example, is fond of telling us that such and such a char¬ 
acter, at such a moment, is or is not in love with some one. 
He assures us, at a certain point in the story, that Eleanor 
Bold is not in love with the odious Mr. Slope. He tells us 
that Mr. Arabin is not in love with Eleanor, and then, in 
due course, that Mr. Arabin is in love with her but doesn’t 
know it. On several occasions he feels it incumbent on him 
to analyze the feelings of Mr. Arabin. Thus we read: 

Mr. Arabin had heard from his friend of the probability 
of Eleanor’s marriage with Mr. Slope with amazement, but 
not with incredulity. It has been said that he was not in love 
with Eleanor, and up to this period this certainly had been 
true. But as soon as he heard that she loved some one else, he 
began to be very fond of her himself. He did not make up his 
mind that he wished to have her for his wife; he had never 
thought of her, and did not now think of her, in connection 
with himself; but he experienced an inward indefinable feel¬ 
ing of deep regret, a gnawdng sorrow, an unconquerable de¬ 
pression of spirits, and also a species of self-abasement, that 
he~he Mr. Arabin—had not done something to prevent that 
other he, that vile he, whom he so thoroughly despised, from 
carrying off this sweet prize. 

Well, you say, this is all very good—precise, succinct, 
orderly, complete. It is a perfectly satisfactory general state¬ 
ment of the situation as it is known to the logical faculty. 
But it is in no sense an imaginative presentation of the 
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facts; and to the imagination, to that faculty demanding 
that the stoiy shall be told, it seems an empty and perfunc¬ 
tory substitute tor the real thing. It is as arid and superficial 
as an algebraic formula. You cannot make us feel that 
your characters are heart-whole or that they are in love, 
by telling us that one or the other is true. And if you do 
make us ieel that it is true, there is no need at all for telling 
us so in these prim and conventional words. 

D. H. Lawrence has, first and last, I suppose, had as many 
men and women subject to the attraction of sex as any 
other English writer; and he generally satisfies his readers 
ol the reality of the experience in question, however the 
readers may like it or dislike it. But I fancy that he has had 
very little to say about people’s being in love. He does not 
tell us that people are in love, but he describes their sensa¬ 
tions. 

A da^e iiad come over his mind, he had another centre of 
consciousness. In his breast, or in his bowels, somewhere in 
his bod), there had started another activity. It was as if a 
strong light were burning there, and he was blind within it, 
unable to know anything, except that this transfiguration 
burned between him and her, connecting them, like a secret 
power. 

Now, there are no doubt features of this writing which 
will some day seem quite as quaint as the writing of George 
Eliot, and perhaps much less sane and wholesome, into the 
bargain. With the vanishing of the author, there has van¬ 
ished humor, irony, the prophylactic salt of common sense. 
And yet Mr, Latvrence is, in his own way, characteristic of 
our time; and he has made here a sincere and not unskilful 
effort to present a phase of truth in which the Victorians 
did not interest themselves—to render the very feel and 
texture of an erotic experience; not to tell about it in in¬ 
tellectual generalizations but to give the items of which it is 
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composed. And this is the constant occupation of our clev¬ 
erer writers of fiction: to render the very feel and texture 
of experience, not merely erotic, but of all experience that 
comes within the compass of the author’s subject. 
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One ptipcipal way in which the author may intrude 
hi m^TflBetween the reader and the storv is by what~we call 
ps ychology. _ Psychology in some form is essential to any 
hut the simplest type of story. To begin with, a story is a 
series of acts or events. It is a series of events involving 
people or acts performed by people, and in any narrative 
that pretends to anything more than the most elementary 
form of interest, we are concerned in the acts of people as 
characteristic. We accordingly wish to know what the peo¬ 
ple are like: what their past history has been (exposition), 
what they look like (description), what sort of people they 
are (characterization). The means by which the author 
presents his exposition, his description, and his characteri¬ 
zation of people, are important differentiae of varying tech¬ 
niques, and will all be referred to later on. 

But ordinary e xposition , des c ripti o n, and characteriza¬ 
tion are no t generally suffirient for the p urposes of the seri- 
o us writer of fictio n, especially in our day, or indee" 3 ~al any 
time since 1850. The reader wishes to know from time to ■ 
time more partic ularly how the chara cter feels in a given 
situation, how hie reacts to a particular predicament, what 
conflicts arise in him with regard to _hi s course of actio n, 
what ar e his motives tor acting^ he does—and so in gen¬ 
eral hov^his feeli ngs and mental processes in a ^en situa- 
tion refle ct the general character of him which has bee n 
Tendered in the charac terizatio n. This detailed presenta^'H 
tion o f his feelmgs'and ment^processes Ts^v^^ m Ecti dfi B 
is called psycholo^. It may be a very different thing from IJ 
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psychology as understood by the professors of the science. 
But the origin of the word is clear, and its application in 
fiction is legitimate enough if we do not try to relate it 
too closely to the scientific use of the word. Psychology is 
that element in the narrative art that concerns the psyche — 
that is, the subjective aspect of experience. 

The disposition to concern oneself with the subjective 
aspect of experience has been growing more and more 
dominant in fiction, at least in English fiction, since about 
the middle of the nineteenth century. It reached a peak in 
the novels of Henry James, but it did not there reach its 
extreme limit. And Joyce and Virginia Woolf and their 
school are even more extensively and intensively concerned 
with psychology than James and his school. To such a de¬ 
gree that critics right and left are bewailing the complete 
disappearance in such work of plot—that is, of the objec¬ 
tive element in fiction, of the series of events and acts 
which makes the story to begin with. And yet, curiously 
enough, there are certain of the devices and procedures 
of nineteenth-century psychology which were almost alto¬ 
gether abandoned by James and his following, and which 
have not been taken up to any extent by Joyce and his 
school. 

One of these procedures is what is called psychological 
analysis. This consists in the author’s explaining what, in 
general or at a given juncture, were the motives determin¬ 
ing the person’s action, especially when the motives are 
complicated or obscure and require some ingenuity to dis¬ 
entangle or bring to light. This procedure did not originate 
in the nineteenth century, but may be found from time to 
time in eighteenth-century novelists and especially in that 
great philosophical and satirical writer Fielding. In “Tom 
Jones,” for example, he wishes us to understand why that 
mean fellow Blifil, knowing that Sophia Western disliked 
him, and not being properly in love with her himself, still 
insisted on paying court to her. 





To say the truth, Blihl had passed sentence against Sophia; 
for, however pleased he had declared himself to Western with 
his reception, he was by no means satisfied, unless it was that 
he was convinced of the hatred and scorn of his mistress: and 
this had produced no less reciprocal hatred and scorn in him. 
It may, perhaps, be asked. Why then did he not put an imme¬ 
diate end to all further courtship? 1 answer, for that very 
reason, as well as for several others equally good, which we 
shall now proceed to open to the reader. 

Though Mr. Blifil was not of the complexion of Jones, nor 
ready to eat every woman he saw; yet he was far from being 
destitute of that appetite which is said to be the common 
property of all animals. With this, he had likewise that dis¬ 
tinguishing taste, which serves to direct men in their choice 
of the object or food of their several appetites; and this taught 
him to consider Sophia as a most delicious morsel, indeed to 
regard her with the same desires which an ortolan inspires 
into the soul of an epicure. Now the agonies which affected the 
mind of Sophia, rather augmented than impaired her beauty; 
for her tears added brightness to her eyes, and her breasts rose 
higher with her sighs. Indeed, no one hath seen beauty in its 
highest lustre who hath never seen it in distress. Blifil there¬ 
fore looked on this human ortolan with greater desire than 
when he viewed her last; nor was his desire at all lessened by 
the aversion which he discovered in her to himself. On the 
contrary, this served rather to heighten the pleasure he pro¬ 
posed in rifling her charms, as it added triumph to lust; nay, 
he had some further views, from obtaining the absolute posses¬ 
sion of her person, which we detest too much even to men¬ 
tion; and revenge itself was not without its share in the 
gratifications which he promised himself. The rivalling poor 
Jones, and supplanting him in her affections, added another 
spur to his pursuit, and promised another additional rapture 
to his enjoyment. 

Besides all these views, which to some scrupulous persons 
may seem to savour too much of malevolence, he had one pros¬ 
pect, which few readers will regard with any great abhor¬ 
rence. And this was the estate of Mr. Western; which was all 
to be settled on his daughter and her issue; for so extravagant 
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was the affection of that fond parent, that, provided his child 
would but consent to be miserable with the husband he chose, 
he cared not at what price he purchased him. 

For these reasons Mr. Blifil was so desirous of the match that 
he intended to deceive Sophia, by pretending to love her; 
and to deceive her father and his own uncle, by pretending 
he was beloved by her. In doing this he availed himself of 
the piety of Thwackum, who held, that if the end proposed was 
religious (as surely matrimony is), it mattered not how wicked 
were the means. As to other occasions, he used to apply the 
philosophy of Square, which taught, that the end was imma¬ 
terial, so that the means were fair and consistent with moral 
rectitude. To say truth, there were few occurrences in life on 
which he could not draw advantage from the precepts of one 
or other of those great masters. 

There are many significant points to be observed in this 
early example of psychological analysis, all of them illus¬ 
trating the sort of thing which does not greatly characterize 
either the well-made novel nor the expressionistic novel, 
but which grows out of the conception of the novel as a 
philosophical essay. It is clearly the author here who is 
talking about his character; there is no attempt to identify 
himself with the character nor in any way to “dramatize’* 
his feelings or mentality. There is that reference to the 
reader which indicates that the author is addressing him¬ 
self directly to him as one philosopher to another. The 
author is dealing with an unsympathetic character; he is 
frankly outside of him, explaining him to the reader with 
a tone of scornful irony. The psychology of the character 
is generalized so that the reader may see how his reactions 
to the present situation fall in with his general moral make¬ 
up. “Though Mr. Blifil was not of the complexion of 
Jones . . . yet he was far from being destitute of that 
appetite . . .“ 

His psychology is analyzed; that is, in this case, the author 
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enumerates the several motives involved, and further dis¬ 
tinguishes for us certain subtleties, or refinements, in his 
reactions. There were two seeming paradoxes in the way 
in which Blifil meets the situation. He finds Sophia all the 
more attractive because of her distress; and he desires her 
all the more ardently because of her aversion to him, so 
that there is a complication or multiplication of his pleas¬ 
ure. 

Besides all this, the author refers the motives and reac¬ 
tions of his character to the general laws of psychology 
which they exemplify. Blifil was not “destitute of that ap¬ 
petite which is said to be the common property of all ani¬ 
mals.” It was natural for him to find Sophia more attrac¬ 
tive in her present state of mind, since “no one hath seen 
beauty in its highest lustre who hath never seen it in dis¬ 
tress.” 

And then also, the author will not let pass the oppor¬ 
tunity to give an incidental thrust at certain vicious phi¬ 
losophies which he has more elaborately exposed in an 
earlier part of the book. 

This philosophical tone is one of the things for which we 
prize Fielding; the soundness and humanness of his char¬ 
acterization are among the chief reasons for placing him so 
very high in our pantheon. There is no doubt that he him¬ 
self regarded his philosophy as what gave weight to a lit¬ 
erary form which was generally so frivolous and negligible. 
In one place he describes his introductory essays as a “kind 
of mark or stamp, which may hereafter enable a very indif¬ 
ferent reader to distinguish what is true and genuine in this 
historic kind of writing, from what is false and counter¬ 
feit.” The point is that the ordinary light-weight novelist 
is incapable of producing a serious essay, as incapable as 
the ordinary essayist is of prefacing his compositions with a 
Greek or Latin motto, like “the ingenious author of the 
Spectator.” 
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Fielding was distinctly the mdst philosophical of 
eighteenth-century novelists, and we do not again encoun¬ 
ter anything comparable to his psychological analysis until 
we come to those highly philosophical novelists of the nine¬ 
teenth century George Eliot and George Meredith. These 
writers are indeed infinitely more given to psychology 
than Fielding, who makes by comparison the impression of 
being a bold and simple narrator of action. These Victo¬ 
rians are so anxious about the morals of their people; there 
is a more romantic cast to their sentiment; and in many 
ways their general complexion is such as to distinguish 
them sharply from any eighteenth-century writer. There is 
something in their tone which is indeed irritating to read¬ 
ers to-day where Fielding is not irritating; there is some¬ 
thing in their manner of analyzing psychology which inter¬ 
feres more with the flow and naturalness of the story, and 
which inevitably produced the reaction toward a more 
“dramatic” technique. And yet, when they are examined 
closely, we distinguish the same features of psychological 
analysis as we have found in the passage about Blifil. ° 

George Eliot often goes behind the apparent motive to 
something lying deeper in the consciousness which is the 
main determinant of conduct. Thus in the reflections of 
Arthur Donnithorne in “Adam Bede” she points out how 
behind such an explicit resolution lay an implicit one of 
which Arthur was hardly aware, or how, still deeper down, 
there was a motive at work” under such and such an atti¬ 
tude, “which had a sort of backstairs influence not admitted 
to himself.” 

But it was in “Middlemarch” that George Eliot did her 
most remarkable work in this line. She had evidently been 
studying the science of psychology as it then existed, and 
was not unaware of the light to be thrown on psychological 
processes from the study of physiology. Most interesting is 
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her analysis of the mental processes of Mr, Bu/strode. ffe 
is a wealthy banker of a deep and sincere religious faith, 
whose fortune was founded in a dishonest line of business 
and diverted to him from the person who should rightly 
have inherited it. He is not a plain hypocrite, but at all 
stages of his career has been obliged to persuade himself 
that what he was doing was really to the glory of God. This 
process of “rationalizing,” as we should now call it, is care¬ 
fully analyzed in Chapter LXI, for example. 

Then at a certain point in the story there turns up a 
drunken character named Raffles. He is the only one who 
knows of Bulstrode’s wrong-doing, and is capable of expos¬ 
ing him to his wife and the whole country-side. Bulstrode is 
compelled to tell some lies to prevent his wife's learning 
the facts from Raffles, and this is a cause of great distress 
to him. 

For Bulstrode shrank from a direct lie with an intensity 
disproportionate to the number of his more indirect misdeeds. 
But many of these misdeeds were like the subtle muscular 
movements which are not taken account of in the conscious¬ 
ness, though they bring about the end that we fix our mind on 
and desire. And it is only what we are vividly conscious of that 
we can vividly imagine to be seen by Omniscience. 

Here is a notion, wherever George Eliot picked it up, 
strongly suggestive, not merely of a psychology well aware 
of the physiological bases of behavior, but also of the Freud¬ 
ian theory of the Unconscious. This notion is more or less 
carried through in the account of the spiritual predicament 
in which Bulstrode now finds himself. It would be greatly 
to his interest if Raffles were dead. And Raffles is now^ in 
Bulstrode’s house critically ill. Dr, Lydgate has specially 
warned against his being given any alcoholic stimulant. 
And Bulstrode cannot help thinking how fortunate it 
would be if Raffles were given something to drink and put 
out of the way. It is now that the doctor makes a visit, and 
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Bulstrode has an opportunity to make a favorable impres¬ 
sion on him by agreeing to assist in a hospital project 
which Lydgate has much at heart. 

He did not measure the quantity of diseased motive which 
had made him wish for Lydgate’s good-will, but the quantity 
was none the less actively there, like an irritating agent in his 
blood. A man vows, and yet will not cast away the means of 
breaking his vow. Is it that he distinctly means to break it? 
Not at all; but the desires which tend to break it are at work 
in him dimly, and make their way into his imagination, and 
relax his muscles in the very moments when he is telling him¬ 
self over again the reasons for his vow. Raffles, recovering 
quickly, returning to the free use of his odious powers—how 
could Bulstrode wish for that? Raffles dead was the image 
that brought release, and indirectly he prayed for that way 
of release, beseeching that, if it were possible, the rest of his 
days here below might be freed from the threat of an ignominy 
which would break him utterly as an instrument of God’s 
service. 

And so in the end it is the image of Raffles dead that wins 
out over the intention to do right, and Bulstrode connives 
at the carelessness of the nurse who does give Raffles his 
much desired alcoholic stimulant. 

“The desires which tend to break [his vow] are at work 
in him dimly.” Here again is an expression that suggests 
the modern theory of the Unconscious. Similar suggestions 
are sometimes found in Meredith and Butler. The mech¬ 
anism made use of by the unconscious will for securing re¬ 
sults not approved of by our conscious self is exhibited in 
a remarkable passage in “The Way of All Flesh.” It will be 
recalled that Ernest Pontifex, by a long process of grilling 
on the part of his parents, was induced to let them know 
many facts about his fellow-pupils at school which he felt 
bound in honor not to reveal. His father was determined to 
turn over all this information to the school authorities. He 
had got hold of a school list, and he copied out the names 
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of the boys, on a card arranged in tabular form so that he 
could mark in little squares after the name of each boy 
whether he was guilty of smoking, of drinking beer, or of 
swearing and using obscene language. But even this was 
not enough to satisfy the inquisitorial passion of Ernest s 
father and mother. 

No matter how awful was the depravity revealed to them, 
the pair never flinched, but probed and probed, till they were 
on the point of reaching subjects more delicate than they had 
yet touched upon. Here Ernest’s unconscious self took the mat¬ 
ter up and made a resistance to which his conscious self was 
unequal, by tumbling him off his chair in a fit of fainting. 

8 

“The Way of All Flesh” (1902) is a delightful and highly 
significant book, but it is hardly a novel at all in the ordi¬ 
nary sense. It is autobiography thinly disguised, and it is 
written in the historical manner, with a maximum of gen 
eralized narrative, here and there sprinkled with brief and 
vivid anecdotes and episodes. Besides, it is too frankly and 
baldly philosophical to conform to the customary formula 
of fiction. Butler dumped so much of his note-books into 
each chapter that little room was left for the development 
of story or drama. 

The want of all pretensions to novelistic technique is 
one reason why we so readily swallow Butler's psychology 
along with the other philosophical elements. Another rea¬ 
son is Butler’s tone, which is the dry tone of the rational¬ 
istic eighteenth century, and not the romantic tone of the 
Victorians. 

In the Victorians what often irritates us is the strange 
mixture of the rational and the sentimental. In George 
Eliot, the psychology itself is highly interesting and il¬ 
luminating. What bothers us is the sense we have of her 
being there, outside the characters, examining them for our 
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benefit. It is the moralistic, often tearful tone in which the 
whole investigation is conducted. It is her attitude toward 
the characters and toward us. Toward us she has so much 
the air of teacher, pointer in hand. Toward the characters 
she has the air of an anxious motherly hen, concerned 
about the safety of her chicks. 



IV 


PSYCHOLOGY: MEREDITH 


One of the peculiarities of George Eliot as a psychologist 
is that she was concerned with the physiological mechanism 
of the processes which she was exhibiting. Meredith was 
not, so far as I know, concerned with this technical aspect 
of psychology. But he was even more given than George 
Eliot to tracing the subtle “twists of the heart” wherein lies 
the comedy of the sentiments. His analysis is more difficult 
to follow and much more difficult to describe. 

With Eliot, the thing desired by the character, the ulti¬ 
mate goal of the process, is some selfish gratification, some 
familiar and tangible good, easily definable in the ordinary 
terms of plot. In Meredith the psychological process is a 
much more sophisticated affair, involving what he calls 
highly “civilized” people, that is, people more than ordi¬ 
narily concerned with purely subjective values. What they 
are after is not so much a definite and tangible worldly 
good, in the interests of which they are willing for the mo¬ 
ment to hush up their consciences. The ultimate aim of 
their endeavor is something subjective; it is the satisfaction 
of their own moral vanity. They are sentimentalists. What 
they seek more than all else is to feel good about them¬ 
selves, and they do not depend on the ordinary objective 
standards for measuring their own worth—they are past 
masters in the art of manipulating their sentiments so as to 
give them the appearance of the utmost elevation and re¬ 
finement. 

Sir Austin Feverel, for example, is never really so much 

3.5 
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concerned to take the course which will be best for his son 
Richard as to persuade himself that he has taken that 
course. His famous System is a means not so much for turn¬ 
ing out a perfect human product as for flattering the moral 
and intellectual vanity of Sir Austin. When he learns of 
Richard’s infatuation for Lucy, he is obliged to take an 
attitude of severity toward the young people in o>der to 
think well of himself and his System. 

The same situation repeats itself in aggravated form 
after the unauthorized marriage of Richard and Lucy. And 
Meredith devotes an entire chapter, entitled “Nursing the 
Devil,” to a study of Sir Austin’s reactions to this second 
and irreparable intrusion on his experiment, following 
round and round the “twists of the heart” by which he 
maneuvers himself into the position that is most comfort¬ 
able for himself, at the same time that it makes him respon¬ 
sible for the tragic outcome of the story. 

“The Egoist” is not a tragedy. But here we have the same 
processes of sentimental sophistication. It is necessary for 
the moral comfort of Sir Willoughby to persuade himself 
and the world that he can be content with nothing but the 
best. And so, when he finds that he cannot have Clara, he 
is obliged to make himself think that Laetitia is the woman 
to be preferred; and, moreover, that it would be a generous 
act to hand over Clara—very fine woman but not the 
paragon—to his cousin Vernon. 

Forthwith he set about painting Laetitia in delectable 
human colours, like a miniature of the past century, reserving 
her ideal figure for his private satisfaction. The world was to 
bow to her visible beauty, and he gave her enamel and glow, 
a taller stature, a swimming air, a transcendency that exorcised 
the image of the old witch who had driven him to this [the 
fear of being known to have been a second time jilted?]. The 
result in him was, that Laetitia became humanly and avowedly 
beautiful. Her dark eyelashes on the pallor of her cheeks lent 
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their aid to the transformation, which was a necessity to him,, 
so it was performed . . . 

But already [some pages later] he had begun to regard the 
deed as his executioner. He dreaded meeting Clara. The folly 
of having retained her stood before him. How now to look on 
her and keep a sane resolution unwavering? She tempted to 
the insane. Had she been away, he could have walked through 
the performance composed by the sense of doing a duty to him¬ 
self: perhaps faintly hating the poor wretch he made happy 
at last, kind to her in a manner, polite. Clara's presence in the 
house previous to the deed, and oh, heaveni after it, threatened 
his wits. Pride? He had none; he cast it down for her to 
trample it; he caught it back ere it was trodden on. Yes, he 
had pride: he had it as a dagger in his breast: his pride was 
his misery. But he was too proud to submit to misery. “What 
1 do is right." He said the words, and rectitude smoothed his 
path, till the question clamoured for an answer: Would the 
world countenance and endorse his pride in Laetitia? At one 
time, yes. And now? Clara’s beauty ascended, laid a beam on 
him. 

We are on board the labouring vessel of humanity in a 
storm, when cries and countercries ring out, disorderliness 
mixes the crew, and the fury of self-preservation divides: this 
one is for the ship, that one for his life. Clara was the former 
to him, Laetitia the latter. But what if there might not be 
greater safety in holding tenaciously to Clara than in casting 
her off for Laetitia? No, she had done things to set his pride 
throbbing in the quick. ... He might hold to her for venge¬ 
ance; but that appetite was short-lived in him if it ministered 
nothing to his purposes. "I discard all vengeance," he said, and 
thrilled bumingly to a smart in his admiration of the man 
who could be so magnanimous under mortal injury: for the 
more admirable he, the more pitiable. He drank a drop or two 
of self-pity like a poison, repelling the assaults of public pity. 
Clara must be given up. It must be seen by the world that, 
as he felt, the thing he did was right. Laocoon of his own 
serpents, he struggled to a certain magnificence of attitude in 
the muscular net of constrictions he flung around himself. Clara 
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must be given up. O bright Abominablel She must be given 
up: but not to one whose touch of her would be darts in the 
blood of the yielder, snakes in his bed: she must be given up 
to an extinguisher; to be the second wife of an old-fashioned 
semi-recluse, disgraced in his first ... As the instinct of self- 
preservation whispered to Willoughby, the world, were it requi¬ 
site, might be taught to think what it assuredly would not think 
if she should be seen tripping to the altar with Horace De Craye. 
Self-preservation, not vengeance, breathed that whisper. He 
glanced at her iniquity for a justification of it, without any de¬ 
sire to do her a permanent hurt: he was highly civilized: but 
with a strong intention to give her all the benefit of the scandal, 
supposing a scandal, or ordinary tattle. 

“And so he handed her to his cousin and secretary, Vernon 
Whitford, who opened his mouth and shut his eyes.“ 


I have transcribed only a very small portion of this chap¬ 
ter, which is almost entirely given over to Meredith’s vari¬ 
ety of psychological analysis. 

Meredith’s variety includes all the features of Fielding’s 
and George Eliot’s, with certain specialties of his own. 
Some of his specialties tend in the direction of “dramatiza¬ 
tion,” but the philosophical and authorial features are so 
much more marked than even in George Eliot that Mere¬ 
dith must have been still more the despair of novelists 
who held the ideal of distinguishing the art of fiction from 
that of history, philosophy, the essay, or any other form of 
exposition. The author is there with a vengeance, general¬ 
izing the psychology of his character and analyzing his feel¬ 
ings, distinguishing what he thought he felt from what he 
really felt. He stands to a large extent outside the mind 
of the character, looking in; he may not be scornful in his 
irony, but he joins with the comic spirit in watching the 
fun of a fine mind gone wrong. “His retinue of imps had a 
revel.” More extensively than George Eliot he refers the 
reader to the general laws of human nature which are 
exemplified by the antics of his character. He is never 
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through telling us about Sentimentalism in the abstract 
or quoting from the Book of Egoism. He does not hesitate 
any more than another Victorian to address the reader di¬ 
rectly, and not seldom in the vein of exhortation, in the 
prophetic vein of a Carlyle. 


2 

The mention of Carlyle brings over one with a rush the 
realization of everything in Meredith that leads one at 
times to assert that he is not properly a novelist at all. Of 
course the novel is a form of infinite plasticity, and one 
that can be put to the greatest variety of uses. A genre 
which can be allowed to include “The Three Musketeers” 
and “Remembrance of Things Past,” need surely not 
hesitate to extend its hospitality to “Richard Feverel” and 
“Diana of the Crossways.” And with a writer as brilliant 
and as wise as Meredith we are obliged of course, in the 
end, to take him as he is, and, for his shortcomings, to re¬ 
gard them simply as the defauts de ses qualites. 

Still, there is nothing to prevent us from noting the fea¬ 
tures of even a great writer which irritate us. In approach¬ 
ing any writer your satisfaction or disappointment depend 
on what you are looking for. In the case of Meredith, there 
was a time when I came to him looking for wisdom, and 
was completely satisfied. He gave me wisdom, and he gave 
it in a form that stimulated me by its originality and its 
gnomic subtlety. His cleverness I loved, his pyrotechnic 
display of verbal ingenuity. When people spoke of the 
faults of his style I would not listen. 

In recent years I have returned to Meredith looking 
not for wisdom but for story, for that modest and self- 
effacing record of the ways of men which I had found in 
Maupassant and Sigrid Undset, in Jane Austen and Thomas 
Hardy. And this I did not find, or I found it so involved 
with intellectual gymnastics, with didactic intention, that 
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I had not the patience to disentangle it. I had been spoiled 
for Meredith by writers more humble in the presence of 
words and in the presence of facts. 

The style of a novelist is always a technical consideration, 
since it determines the emotional tone of the story, and 
so the feeling with which one regards the characters. 
It becomes a particularly urgent problem of technique 
wherever it interferes with the right approach to the char¬ 
acters. ''The lady gathered her mouth” may fairly well suit 
Lady Blandish, though I believe Meredith meant us to 
take her more seriously than that, in spite of her ill-chosen 
name. But certainly we do not approach the love-making 
of Lucy and Richard with the right feeling when we are 
asked to think of a kiss as a seal closing a rosy gate. And it 
does not help us to understand the psychology of Sir Wil¬ 
loughby to read that he was the “Laocoon of his own ser¬ 
pents” and that, in general, "the Egoist is the son of him¬ 
self.” 

One of the peculiarities of Meredith, as compared with 
George Eliot, is his penchant for parable and symbolic ab¬ 
straction. He began with sheer fantastic allegory in "The 
Shaving of Shagpat.” His first novel was "The Ordeal of 
Richard Feverel,” and it is perhaps there that the disease 
is most virulent and does the most harm to a story of tragic 
human interest. It begins with the burlesque elaboration 
of Sir Austin’s System of education, with its great Shaddock 
Dogma, its anticipated Ordeal, and its ample provision of 
periods in a boy’s development fancifully named, the "Blos¬ 
soming Season,” the "Magnetic Age,” and so on. But that 
is only a beginning. In this story, nothing goes under its 
own name, and no one under his. A mute misunderstanding 
between Sir Austin and Richard is a dialogue between Cold 
Blood and Hot Blood. Richard humiliated is the Foolish 
Young Fellow; in action he is the True Hero. Richard and 
Lucy in love are Prince Ferdinand and Miranda; they arc 
also Adam and the First Woman. Sir Austin is generally 
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referred to as the Scientific Humanist; Lady Blandish is the 
Autumn Primrose; Adrian is the Wise Youth; Mrs. Mount 
is the Enchantress. 

The symbol is a means of giving concreteness to abstrac¬ 
tions, but when it comes to concrete things and to persons, 
the symbol is a dubious help to the imagination. It is likely 
to remove the subject one degree farther from reality, to 
put one veil more between us and the breathing world. It 
often seems as if Meredith wanted faith in things, in the 
eloquent appearances of life, as if he could not trust them, 
like other writers, to speak for themselves. It was, I take it, 
the aim of the French naturalists to render things so per¬ 
fectly in themselves that they were their own sufficient com¬ 
mentary. They aimed to give a speaking likeness of their 
subject. But Meredith, somehow, does not rely on the speak¬ 
ing likeness. He does not take the pains to make it speaking, 
to render things so well that no commentary is necessary. 
He likes to furnish the commentary himself. In short, he 
is forever interfering with the subject. 

One of the distracting features of Meredith is his un¬ 
certainty of tone. This is felt in all his work, but in “Rich¬ 
ard Feverel,” where it is particularly unfortunate, we can 
trace its very origin. “Richard Feverel“ obviously started on 
a burlesque tone. The early chapters, so much cut down 
in the second edition (now the current version), present a 
purely ridiculous Scientific Humanist, surrounded by a 
court of farcical female idolaters. But the subject was too 
serious for the tone on which he started. Sir Austin and 
Lady Blandish, his “crucible woman,” refuse to be crea¬ 
tures in a farce, and the reader feels throughout the in¬ 
compatibility of the name “Blandish,” modeled on the 
names of the cruder Restoration comedy, with her essential 
dignity and the serious part she has to play. Then come 
Richard and Lucy, so much more human and so much more 
tragic than the burlesque subject calls for, and quite upset 
the scheme. But still Meredith has begun with a burlesque 
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treatment of Sir Austin and the momentum of this start 
carries him more or less through the book. 

The trouble with this method, apart from the mere tire¬ 
someness of the artificial style, is that it surrounds with its 
poisonous sophisticated air characters whom it is important 
that we should approach in all simplicity—not merely Sir 
Austin and Lady Blandish but Richard and Lucy them¬ 
selves. The burlesque comedian never gets over the irony 
of the fact that these healthy young souls are accomplishing 
so much better by mere instinct what Sir Austin is labori¬ 
ously working out with his System. And the whole love- 
making of Richard and Lucy is served up to us in an odious 
sauce curiously compounded of tender sentiment, whimsical 
patronage, enthusiastic nature-description, sententious phi¬ 
losophy—and burlesque humor! It is worth while quoting 
a rather long passage, that describing the first meeting of 
the young lovers, to show how a superbly conceived scene 
and the finest sensitiveness to beauty may be almost alto¬ 
gether spoiled by the intrusion of philosophic humor a 
la Carlyle. And note that I have chosen here not the ex- 
tremest example of this phenomenon, but rather the pas¬ 
sage in which Meredith comes nearest to simplicity in the 
presentment of human beings. The passage is introduced 
by the chilling philosophic generality, “When nature has 
made us ripe for love, it seldom occurs that the Fates are 
behind-hand in furnishing a temple for the flame.” And 
then comes the set piece: 

Above green-flashing plunges of a weir, and shaken by the 
thunder below, lilies, golden and white, were swaying at anchor 
among the reeds. Meadow-sweet hung from the banks thick 
with weed and trailing bramble, and there also hung a daugh¬ 
ter of earth. Her face was shaded by a broad straw hat with 
a flexible brim that left her lips and chin in the sun, and some¬ 
times nodding, sent forth a light of promising eyes. Across her 
shoulders, and behind, flowed large loose curls, brown in 
shadow, almost golden where the ray touched them. She was 
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simply dressed, befitting decency and the season. On a closer 
inspection you might see that her lips were stained. This bloom- 
ing young person was regaling on dewberries. They grew be¬ 
tween the bank and the water. Apparently she found the fruit 
abundant, for her hand was making pretty progress to her 
mouth. Fastidious youth, which revolts at woman plumping 
her exquisite proportions on bread-and-butter, and would (we 
must suppose) joyfully have her scraggy to have her poetical, 
can hardly object to dewberries. Indeed the act of eating them 
is dainty and induces musing. The dewberry is a sister to the 
lotus and an innocent sister. You eat: mouth, eye, and hand 
are occupied, and the undrugged mind free to roam. And so 
it was with the damsel who knelt there. The little skylark went 
up above her, all song, to the smooth southern cloud lying 
along the blue; from a dewy copse dark over her nodding hat 
the blackbird fluted, calling to her with thrice mellow note: 
the kingfisher flashed emerald out of green osiers: a bow-winged 
heron travelled aloft, seeking solitude: a boat slipped toward 
her containing a dreamy youth; and still she plucked the fruit, 
and ate, as if no fairy prince were invading her territories, and 
as if she wished not for one, or knew not her wishes. Surrounded 
by the green shaven meadows, the pastoral summer buzz, the 
weir-fall’s thundering white, amid the breath and beauty of 
wild flowers, she was a bit of lovely human life in a fair setting; 
a terrible attraction [an allusion to the Magnetic Age]. The 
Magnetic Youth learned round to note his proximity to the 
weir-piles, and beheld the sweet vision, 

I cannot think this is great art, though there are great 
elements of art brought together to the making of it. The 
natural description is at points unsurpassed: there is an 
outdoor freshness and magic to the atmosphere which only 
Meredith could evoke. But every time he has begun to 
cast his spell over one he breaks it up with some unhandy 
and self-conscious move. It is largely the System that is 
to blame. It is the System which requires that the girl should 
be a daughter of earth and a sweet vision and a terrible 
attraction, and that the boy should be the Magnetic Youth 
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It is the System which reduces him from Richard Feverel, 
a boy whom we know and are interested in, to the inferior 
rank of “fastidious youth, which revolts at woman plump¬ 
ing her exquisite proportions.’* Here enters with a ven¬ 
geance the burlesque style taken over from Sir Austin. “The 
damsei” is pre-Raphaelitism out of place. “Making pretty 
progress to her mouth” is mere Victorian self-consciousness 
and bad taste. But “this blooming young person” is Vic¬ 
torian bad taste “wedded to the System” and begetting a 
progeny of intolerable burlesque. 

Meredith always has some system or other with which he 
is playing, and it generally results in a dubious complica¬ 
tion of tone. It is this very feature which gives his work so 
much more “modern” an air than, say, that of George Eliot 
or Anthony Trollope. It is partly this, too, which gives so 
much sparkle and variety to his effects, saves them from 
“flatness” and monotony. There are many pages in which 
this mixed tone is handled with perfect tact and results ii\ 
a peculiar beauty. But his tact is anything but sure, and 
he is apt at any moment to break out in that falsetto that 
is so fatal to the illusion. 


3 

The case in which his complication of tone is most rele¬ 
vant to the present discussion is that of his psychological 
analysis. For here we find him passing from the outside 
point of view of an author explaining the motives of the 
character to the inside point of view of a character think¬ 
ing his thoughts in terms natural to his own mentality. So 
we have reached the border line between psychological 
analysis proper and the “dramatization” of consciousness 
which is the aim of the well-made novel. For Meredith does 
do a good deal of such dramatizing, and it is this which 
marks his advance over George Eliot as well as renders him 
more difficult to follow. 



PSYCHOLOGY: MEREDITH 


45 

In the long passage about Sir Willoughby, for example, 
there is an insensible transition from the author’s statement 
about the character to the direct rendering, without com¬ 
ment, of the thoughts and imaginings of Sir Willoughby: 

He dreaded meeting Clara. The folly of having retained her 
stood before him. How now to look on her and keep a sane 
resolution unwavering? She tempted to the insane. Had she 
been away, he could have walked through the performance com¬ 
posed by the sense of doing a duty to himself: perhaps faintly 
hating the poor wretch he made happy at last, kind to her in a 
manner, polite. Clara s presence in the house previous to the 
deed, and oh, heaven! after it, threatened his wits. Pride? He 
had none; he cast it down for her to trample it; he caught it 
back ere it was trodden on. Yes, he had pride: he had it as a 
dagger in his breast; his pride was his misery. 

And so forth, to the end of the paragraph. Note that it is 
Sir Willoughby himself, .not Meredith, who says (to him¬ 
self) that he has no pride, and then takes it back. Yes, he 
says, he has pride; it is a dagger in his breast. 

Meredith has for a moment allowed Sir Willoughby to 
do his own thinking without any explanations by the au¬ 
thor, but now, in beginning the next paragraph, he feels 
impelled to explain the situation to us. “We are on board 
the labouring vessel of humanity in a storm,” etc. After 
this philosophical reminder he is soon again inside the 
consciousness of Sir Willoughby. “But what if there might 
not be greater safety in holding tenaciously to Clara than 
in casting her oflE for Laetitia. No, she had done things to 
set his pride throbbing in the quick.” And so he goes on, 
page after page, half the time in the mind of Willoughby, 
half the time hovering above it with his philosophical 
ironic comment. And then there are times when the reader 
is not sure whether it is the author or the character whose 
view is given. “Self-preservation, not vengeance, breathed 
that whisper. He glanced at her iniquity for a justification 
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of it, without any desire to do her a permanent hurt/' Is 
it the author making a distinction, or Willoughby defend¬ 
ing himself in the court of his conscience? 

This is one of the reasons for the relative ineffectiveness 
of the method. So strong is Meredith’s dramatic instinct 
that his own statements of the character’s reactions must 
be colored by the mentality of the character; so inveterate 
is his philosophical bias that the inner picture of the char¬ 
acter’s consciousness must be colored by the author’s irony, 
the author’s didacticism. The inner and the outer view 
continually penetrate each other in a subtle, sometimes 
fascinating, often bewildering manner. There is much in 
Meredith’s way of turning to the light the consciousness 
of the characters that reminds one of his contemporary 
Browning; but there is seldom that purity of dramatic 
presentment that one has in poems like “My Last Duchess’’ 
or “Caliban upon Setebos.’’ He shares all the obscurity of 
Browning—the obscurity which derives from the dramatic 
manner of projecting psychological processes. And he has 
the added obscurity that comes of mixing the dramatic 
with the philosophical, of passing back and forth constantly 
and without warning between those different planes of 
vision, planes which it is so hard to get into the same 
picture. 

But the main reason for objection to Meredith’s method 
is not the obscurity. The main objection is that the in¬ 
trusion of the philosopher in Meredith so constantly de¬ 
stroys the illusion created by the dramatizing of conscious¬ 
ness. He is forever worrying and badgering the creatures 
of his imagination. He takes away with one hand what he 
gives with the other. With one hand he creates a living 
being and with the other he deals the mortal blow of in¬ 
discreet dissection. So that we might say that his analysis 
almost cancels the effect of his imagination. That is what 
we might say, if it were not for the characters, like Rich¬ 
ard Feverel and Clara Middleton, whom he so largely 
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exempts from the operation of his analysis, and for the 
excellent stories in which he generally involves the whole 
of his dramatis persona;. It is perhaps the movi&g stories 
which save the people of Meredith from being what he 
tries so hard to make them, psychological specimens. 
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TThere is one great work of fiction of the twentieth cen¬ 
tury, universally judged the French masterpiece of its time, 
which is very hard to classify, or to fit into any account of the 
evolution of the novel. This is Marcel Proust’s series of books 
going under the general title, “A la Recherche du temps 
perdu,” 1913-26 (in English, “Remembrance of Things 
Past”). It seems to stand there as a perpetual warning 
against generalization. For, to begin with its outward form, 
it is not, properly speaking, a novel at all, but a collection 
of memoires. Only these are the memoires of a person pos¬ 
sessed of all the gifts of a novelist, a man with extraordinary 
powers of observation, extraordinarily sensitive to esthetic 
impressions, apt for the registration of social niceties, and 
given to acute analysis of psychology and to wise disserta¬ 
tion upon it. 

Never was writer of fiction—unless it be Laurence Sterne 
—who was less in a hurry to get somewhere, more given to 
digression. He will begin with some historical circum¬ 
stance. This suggests a reflection on the general principles 
of human nature involved, and leads to a comparison with 
analogous circumstances, which lead perhaps in turn to 
further reflection, and so back at last to the point of depar¬ 
ture. Each one of these features is developed at great length, 
and the whole evolution occupies many pages—sometimes, 
one might almost say, a whole volume. Thus the impression 
given is that of a series of digressions, one digression sprout¬ 
ing another, until at last the final one of the series brings 
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the reader back to the point from which the first one 
started. 

It is not exact to speak of digressions where all is digres¬ 
sion. But I use the term as it would apply if the object were 
to arrive somewhere in a story. Everything is digression 
which does not contribute to an understanding, or to the 
movement, of the action. But with Proust the object is to 
recapture the whole of experience, including any circum¬ 
stances brought to mind in the course of the narrative, 
and all the reflections which at the time of writing he is 
moved to make on the past from the accumulated wisdom 
of the present. There is, to be sure, a main thread of in¬ 
terest, constituted by the sentimental relations of the sup¬ 
posed writer to Gilberte, the Duchess de Guermantes, and 
Albertine. But Gilberte is the daughter of Swann’s wife; 
and belonging to the family of the Duchess de Guermantes 
are the Marquis de Saint-Loup and the Comte de Charlus. 
So that, before we can have the history of Gilberte, we must 
have that of Swann and the woman of the demi-monde 
whom he married; and the interest in Madame de Guer¬ 
mantes brings in the sentimental history of Saint-Loup and 
the erotic history of Monsieur de Charlus. And all these 
side issues consume volume after volume of this multi- 
voluminous chronicle. It is true that there is a sort of 
thematic relation between the case of Swann and that of 
the narrator, as there is between the perversions of Charlus 
and Albertine. So that perhaps the key to the composition 
is to be found in an elaborate contrapuntal develop¬ 
ment of themes; and this way of regarding it would enable 
us to associate the art of Proust with the work of such di¬ 
verse novelists of our time as Huxley, Gide, Wassermann, 
and Dos Passos. 

But at least in exterior semblance, the work of Proust 
is a rambling autobiographical chronicle, which acknowl¬ 
edges no obligation to the “economies” and adjustments 
of fiction. He has time for anything he wishes to include; 
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and one thing which he particularly likes is dissertating 
upon psychology. Sometimes it is psychology in the strict 
sense of the word. There is, for example, a delightful four- 
page excursus on the sense of hearing. It begins with a 
description of the sounds made by a grate fire heard through 
a closed door. Not knowing what they were, the character 
concerned did not associate them with a fire. 

Something was being moved about, something else was being 
let fall; I had the impression that the room was not vacant but 
that there was some one there. In reality it was simply the fire 
burning. It couldn’t keep quiet, it kept moving the sticks 
around, and that most clumsily. I went in; the fire let one 
stick roll over, and another one smoke. And even when it 
didn’t keep making movements like ill-bred people, it kept 
emitting sounds which, from the moment that I saw the flame, 
appeared to me indeed the sounds made by a fire, but which, 
if I had been on the other side of the wall, I should have at¬ 
tributed to some one blowing his nose or walking back and 
forth. 

He now sits down and looks around him. 

I heard the tick-tock of Saint-Loup’s watch, which couldn’t 
be far from where I was sitting. This tick-tock kept coming 
from different directions, since I couldn’t see the watch; it 
seemed to come from behind me, from in front, from the right, 
from the left; and sometimes it would grow faint as if a long 
way off. Suddenly I discovered the watch on the table. Then I 
heard the tick-tock in that one place, from which it did not 
budge. At least I thought I heard it in that place; I really didn't 
hear it there, I saw it there; for sounds have no location. 

Beginning so, the discussion passes to the sensations of 
a sick person temporarily deafened, to the psychology of 
love, and finally arrives at the sound-world of the deaf, or, 
rather, the silent world of fairy-like manifestations which 
stand to the deaf in place of sounds. 

Here is a pleasant kind of musing, and the reader may 
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enjoy himself a good deal wandering down tliese flowery 
lanes, provided he has a long evening before him and is not 
in haste to get on with the story. Observe that what we have 
here is the psychology of sensations, which is on the other 
side of Pater from Meredith and Fielding. Pater deals 
mostly in the analysis of esthetic impressions, which stands 
midway between the analysis of sensations on the one side 
and, on the other side, that of the sentiments, including 
the moral sentiments. Proust deals extensively with esthetic 
impressions too. And, moreover, he has a good deal to say 
of the psychology of the snob, of the motives that govern 
people in the game of “society.” 

But commonest of all in Proust, no doubt, is the analysis 
of the sentiments, particularly the sentiments involved in 
love. Here as elsewhere he indulges his penchant for re¬ 
ferring the particular case to the general law. Love, he 
never tires of telling us, is a creation of the imagination, 
and often has little to do with the qualities actually present 
in the beloved object. The love of his hero for Madame 
de Guermantes is a case in point. It is a by-product of the 
glamour taken on in his childish imagination by the name 
Guermantes. Thus we come to the general subject of the 
prestige of names. 

At the age when Names, in presenting us the image of the 
unknowable which we have poured into them, at the same time 
that they also denote for us an actual place, force us by that fact 
to identify the one with the other to such an extent that we 
start out to find in a certain city the soul which it cannot possess 
but which we no longer have the power to expel from its name, 
it is not simply to towns and to rivers that they give an indi¬ 
viduality, as allegorical paintings do, it is not simply the physi¬ 
cal world which they tint with various color and people with 
marvels, it is likewise the social world: so then every famous 
hotel or chateau has its lady, or its fairy, as the forests their 
genii, and the waters their divinities. Sometimes, hidden in the 
depths of her name, the fairy transforms herself in accordance 
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with our imagination which nourishes her; it is so that the 
atmosphere in which Mme. de Guermantes existed in me, 
after having been for years nothing but the reflection of a magic 
lantern slide and a church window, began to lose its colors, 
when altogether different dreams came to impregnate it with 
the misty dampness of torrents. 

However, the fairy dies out if we approach the real person 
to whom her name corresponds, for the name then begins to 
reflect this person and she contains nothing of the fairy; the 
fairy may be born again if we go to a distance from the real per¬ 
son; but if we stay near her the fairy dies once for all and with 
her the name, as with that family of Lusignan which had to 
come to an end on the day when the fairy Melusine disap¬ 
peared. And so the Name, under the successive retin tings of 
which we might end by finding, below all, the fine portrait of 
a stranger whom we have never known, is no more than the 
photographic identification card to which we refer to see 
whether we know, whether or not we ought to recognize, a per¬ 
son who is going by. But let a sensation from some former time— 
as with those recording musical instruments which keep the 
sound and the style of different artists who have played on them 
—let this sensation cause our memory to make us hear this name 
with the special timbre which it then held for our ear, and this 
name seemingly unchanged, we feel the distance which separates 
from one another the dreams which its identical syllables sig¬ 
nified successively for us. 

This is but a beginning of the dissertation on the psy¬ 
chology of names and the degrees by which, with personal 
acquaintance, the name of Guermantes gradually lost its 
original coloring for the young man in question. It is of 
course impossible to do justice in my translation to the 
rare quality of the original, which is more like that of Pater 
than of any other English writer. Only the nicest adjust¬ 
ment of the two idioms will prevent these interminable in¬ 
volved sentences from seeming ridiculous or from break¬ 
ing down altogether, in spite of the suppleness and sure- 
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ness of balance which, in the original, keep them floating 
so securely. 

It will be obvious that Proust goes much farther afield 
than Meredith into the realm of general psychological re¬ 
flection, and the question will be asked: why are we not ir¬ 
ritated with Proust as we are with Meredith? Why do we 
not find it in his case a well-nigh fatal fault in method? 

And the answer is, I think, mainly this. In Proust there 
is no effort to construct a dramatic story. There are no mo¬ 
ments of rapid action, in which the issues are urgent; no 
tightness of suspense to be relaxed, nor tenseness of feel¬ 
ing to be interrupted. There is, compared with Meredith, 
no immediate dramatizing of the consciousness of the 
actors with which the author may interfere by his philo¬ 
sophical indiscretions. Proust’s work is frankly reminiscent, 
leisurely, and reflective. The general reflections are of its 
essence. If they bore us, we are not obliged to go on read¬ 
ing. But if we do go on reading, it is because this is what 
we expect and what, in this work, we are seeking. This time 
we have set our hearts on something in the vein of Hazlitt 
or Pater, or something in the vein of Saint-Simon. It is 
precisely because Meredith is giving us something so much 
more like fiction that we object to the intrusions of the 
philosopher. 

And besides, there is such a world-wide difference in 
tone. Not that Proust’s tone is absolutely preferable to 
Meredith’s; that would seem to put the disillusioned world¬ 
ling above the hopeful “humanist.” But the hopeful hu¬ 
manist is so much more liable to faults of manner than 
the sensitive worldling. And it happens in this case that the 
worldling—the scientific determinist and hedonist—main¬ 
tains a certain serious gravity of approach to his human 
subject which contrasts favorably with the frequently forced 
note, the jocularity and facetiousness, of the romantic 
moralist. Meredith is a magnificent example of the vicious- 
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ness of the romantic prose manner pushed to extremes— 
the want of simplicity, the passion for expressiveness, the 
disposition to be forever in costume and on parade. 

French writers of fiction have in general a certain ad¬ 
vantage for art over the English of the Victorian period by 
virtue of their bias in favor of determinism and scientific 
objectivity. Writers like Eliot and Meredith hold so strongly 
the Saxon faith in the power of the will to direct behavior 
and control the conditions of life that they cannot leave 
their characters alone. They are forever cheering them on 
in the good life, admonishing them, warning them, point¬ 
ing out their mistakes, and telling them how different 
things might have been if only . . . etc. We are inclined 
to resent this know-it-all attitude on behalf of both the char¬ 
acters and ourselves; and we begin to doubt even the truth 
to human nature of showmen so anxious to be edifying. 

Ic IS true that these English authors are more bracing in 
their moral tone; they do not discourage us with their 
fatalism, nor make us feel that good and bad arc indif¬ 
ferent in a world over which we have no control. And tliere 
must be some esthetic gain involved in this stronger moral 
tone. But there is also a great I(}ss esthctically. We so often 
lose the drama in the doctrine, and die very illusion of 
tr\itY\ is in danger of going by the board. That is one rea¬ 
son why the psychologizing of a Marcel Proust is for some 
readers more acceptable than that of a Meredith. 
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TTHERE have always been novelists who were not satisfied 
to leave their work a dramatic picture of human nature, 
but have felt impelled to make it the obvious vehicle of 
their general philosophy of life. Such was Victor Hugo in 
his time, and such in our time are Romain Rolland and 
H. G. Wells. 1 do not include novelists like Hr. ^oVtuson 
and Voltaire, whose philosophic studies 2L\e so 
unrealistic that they belong obviously in a class related as 
much to the allegory as to the novel. It is worth having in 
mind, however, that the eighteenth century was partic¬ 
ularly rich in philosophic novels—witness Goethe and 
Rousseau—as if, in its origins, the novel were not well dif¬ 
ferentiated from philosophy nor constituted a literary form 
in its own right. 

Let us consider for the moment only writers like Hugo 
and Wells, who have taken the novel as it came to them 
from the hands of Scott and Richardson, Dickens and Eliot, 
and made it bear a greater w^eight of reflective wisdom than 
even those serious writers. These philosophic novelists are 
often extremely able story-tellers. But it is evident that it 
is not to the story that they attach most importance, but 
to the social, the economic, the political lesson which is to 
be derived from it. Generally speaking, these novelists, in 
spite of their often extraordinary talents and qualities of 
mind, do not occupy a very high place in the estimation 
of literary critics, although they may be very widely read 
and are likely to be better known abroad than more bvgbVj 
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esteemed contemporaries. And it is worth considering why 
such popular writers, who have so much to offer by way of 
“criticism of life,” are relegated by fastidious critics to the 
limbo occupied by such as Alexander Dumas. 

Let us take the case of Hugo’s “Les Miserables” (1862). 
This is a combination of exciting story with social and 
political philosophy in liberal proportions. It is the history 
of Jean Valjean, an escaped convict. In origin an ignorant 
country fellow, he was condemned to the galleys for stealing 
a loaf of bread in order to feed his sister’s starving children. 
He was not by nature bad, but the galleys have gone a long 
way to make him so. What proves stronger than the cor¬ 
rupting influence among criminals is the Christ-like treat¬ 
ment of him by the good bishop. Monseigneur Bienvenu, 
soon after his escape from Toulon. Even after the convict 
has rewarded his hospitality by stealing his silver plate, the 
bishop continues to have faith in him. He tells him to take 
the candlesticks too, bidding him use this silver to become 
an honest man. “Jean Valjean, my brother, you belong no 
more to evil but to good. It is your soul that I have bought 
from you; I take it away from black thoughts and the 
spirit of perdition, and I give it to God.” 

Some years later this same Jean Valjean turns up as “le 
pere Madeleine,” wealthy mayor of Montreuil, who has 
proved the benefactor of the whole district by the introduc¬ 
tion of new methods in manufacturing. He becomes the 
protector of a poor girl, whom he saves from a life of 
prostitution and enables to bring up her daughter Cosette 
in the country. But in order to save the life of a man who 
has been identified as the escaped convict Jean Valjean, 
the real Valjean has to give himself up to justice; and then, 
escaped from prison, he loses himself in Paris. There he 
is old Monsieur Leblanc. He has with him Cosette, who 
passes for his granddaughter. Her mother is dead, and he 
has come to love her as his own child. But there is a certain 
bloodhound of a police officer, Javert, who gets on his track. 
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Jean Valjean is pursued through the streets of Paris and 
has to take refuge in a convent. The convent gardener turns 
out to be a man whom he has befriended in earlier days, 
and helps him to make his escape. 

It is now necessary to introduce the jeune premier, the 
estimable young man who is destined in the end to marry 
the heroine, Cosette. But I cannot follow the many turns 
of the plot which lead to the marriage of Marius and 
Cosette. jean Valjean cannot bear to give up Cosette to 
her young lover, and he dies of a broken heart. And yet he 
dies happy, realizing that he has expiated his crime, and 
he is recognized by Marius as the very image of the Savior. 

In this outline I have enormously simplified the story 
and omitted all mention of some of the major incidents 
and characters. This is, as everybody knows, a formidable 
book. There are five parts, 48 books, 321 chapters, in my 
edition more than 2,000 pages. And first it must be said 
that, so tar as story goes, it is very well done. In a narrative 
involving many characters drawn from the most diverse 
milieux, the author follows the excellent method of es¬ 
tablishing one group of characters very solidly before in¬ 
troducing another group which is eventually to be closely 
linked with them. It is a well-ordered story, free from the 
innumerable fussy little interruptions and changes of center 
that spoil so much of Balzac’s story-telling. Hugo has many 
high qualities in the manner of doing it. Such is the excel¬ 
lent objectivity with which, at one point and another, he 
shows us a character in action, especially Jean V^aljean. In 
general the story is notable for its bold modeling, its dra¬ 
matic intensity. I know nothing in the whole range 
of fiction which goes faster where it does go, which holds 
the reader in a tighter grip of suspense. Is there anything 
more exciting than Jean Vaijean’s flight through Paris that 
ends with his scaling the convent wall, or his adventure in 
the underground labyrinth of sewers? 

It is true that this fine story-telling is the good side of 
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a vicious method, since it is made possible, for one thing, 
by the author’s election to narrate only the most exciting 
moments of the history, to “hit” only the “high spots.” The 
moments of ordinary life are neglected altogether or treated 
in hasty survey. There is none of the patient following of 
small incidents such as make up the staple of most lives 
and such as Thackeray and the French realists excel in. 
In other words, this is, on the side of action, a pure ad 
venture story. It is one long tissue of coincidences, of ex¬ 
traordinary and well-nigh incredible happenings, of im¬ 
pudent clever coups de theatre, which, taken all together, 
amount to.simple melodrama. Everywhere the author de¬ 
pends for effect on surprise and on the “noble gesture.” 

Jean Valjean is invariably, after his conversion, as noble 
in soul and action as he is physically strong and quick of 
wit. He is always taking the high line of magnanimity, and 
without the least regard for his own safety. More than once 
he gets himself into new and frightful difficulties by his 
indiscreet generosity, his role of “the beggar who gives.” 
Perhaps the most grandiose of all his gestures is that at the 
tenement of the Thenardiers when they have laid an am¬ 
bush for him and are about to put an end to him with a 
flaming hot iron. They have bound him hand and foot, 
but he has succeeded with a sharpened coin in freeing him¬ 
self all but one foot, and then by a trick he gets possession 
of the red-hot iron. So then he has them in his power, and 
he has the means of escape from their ruthless and cruel 
hands. But instead of using it against them, even to make 
his escape, he turns it on himself and deliberately 
burns his own flesh. This is to show that he will not betray 
them, since he has power over his own will and never tells 
anything that he does not wish to tell. 

With great and high natures, the rebellion of the flesh and 
the senses in the pinch of pain merely serves to bring out the 
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soul and make it show upon their foreheads, just as the muti¬ 
nies of soldiers force the captain to show his mettle. 

“Wretched ones!” cries Jean Valjean, “fear not me any more 
than I fear you.” 

And tearing the iron from his wounded flesh, he flung it out 
of the open window. The horrible implement disappeared 
whirling in the night, fell to the ground far away, and was 
extinguished in the snow. 

Such bombastic scenes may hold the reader for the mo¬ 
ment, but they will not bear the weight of thoughtful con¬ 
sideration. When examined closely, few scenes are found 
to be well done save on the side of suspense and drama, 
and where the theatrical element is not strongly present 
it is hard to realize the situations imaginatively. Compared 
with the work of the really serious artists, this is simply 
chromo, and in his story Hugo may be said to have alto¬ 
gether neglected what the novelist proper—whether of the 
rank of Tolstoy and Flaubert, or that of George Moore 
or George Gissing—regards as of the essence of his craft. 

2 

But then, it may be said, it is not in the story proper 
that one should look for the serious significance of Victor 
Hugo; it is in the political history with which the private 
chronicle is so richly interlarded, it is in the social com¬ 
ment, the philosophy. And indeed no good story-teller 
ever took out so much time to work up a background of 
general historical and social interest. Whole books, many 
chapters long, are devoted solely to this background ma¬ 
terial: one entire book to the battle of Waterloo, anoth*er 
to a sociological study of the Paris street urchin, another 
to the history and description of the sewers of Paris. Two 
books are devoted to an account of a convent of the Ber- 
nadines and to the general theory of convent life. There 
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are entire books in which there is nothing but general dis¬ 
cussion, and during which the story simply waits. And there 
are scattered through the novel many more chapters wholly 
devoted to general background and theorizing, not to speak 
of the incidental passages in the course of the action in 
which the author instructs the reader what to think about 
it all. 

As for the background material, it is brilliantly served 
up, and tends, in the long run, to give the book in review 
a sort of monumental solidity and grandeur. But in so far 
as it is a substitute for the serious close-up presentation of 
human nature—the ordinary business of good fiction—it 
serves simply to deceive both author and reader into sup¬ 
posing that the book is on a higher intellectual level than 
it really is. As a study of human nature it is not at all on 
a high level intellectually. The historical and philosophi¬ 
cal digressions are for the most part a turning aside from 
the particular case at issue, an evasion of the problem of 
hction. And while they are interesting enough in their own 
right, and full of information, they are, after all, only a kind 
of high-class journalism. 

The style of Hugo is the style of high-class journalism, 
or more exactly that of the clever parliamentarian of the 
romantic period. It is self-conscious and complacent. It is 
sentimentally effusive where the occasion calls for pathos. 
It is given to rhetorical repetition in the manner of Dickens 
and rhetorical question in the manner of De Quincey. It 
is witty, antithetical, bombastic, pathetic, figurative, grandil¬ 
oquent, and makes an English reader think of Macaulay 
and Carlyle and De Quincey and Frank Crane and Fra 
Efbertus all rolled into one. And it is that kind of style 
which has the effect, very often, of diverting attention from 
the characters, the subject, on to the author himself. 

One trick will serve to illustrate the general quality. In 
his concern for dramatic effect, Hugo indulges freely in 
the penchant for making his paragraphs very short, like 
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the successive utterances of an actor who wants to be sure 
that each effect shall sink in. The indentations of the suc¬ 
cessive paragraphs are equivalent to the pauses by which 
the actor gives the impression of an emotion too strong 
for continuous utterance. This mannerism has been 
adopted in America by cheap publicists for spicing up the 
editorial page of their yellow journals. It is often used by 
Hugo at exciting points of the narrative to increase the 
theatricality of effect. Or it is used in passages of philosophi¬ 
cal speculation, often in combination with rhetorical ques¬ 
tions. The following is taken from a brilliant and bombastic 
discussion of the causes of Napoleon's defeat at Waterloo. 

Still other fatalities were destined to arise. 

Is it possible for Napoleon to win this battle? We answer, 
no. And why? On account of Wellington? On account of 
Bliicher? No. On account of God. 

Bonaparte victor at Waterloo, this was not within the law 
ol the nineteenth century. Another series oi tacts was prepar¬ 
ing, in which Napoleon had no longer any place. The evil will 
of events had long ago announced itself. 

It was time for this vast man to fall. 

The excessive weight of this man in human destiny disturbed 
the balance . , , [Here I omit several sentences of this para¬ 
graph.] 

Napoleon had been denounced in the infinite, and his fall 
was decided on. 

He was in God’s way. [// genait Dieu,] 

Waterloo is not a battle; it is the change of direction of the 
universe. 

So then we have, in “Les Mis^rables," on the one side an 
exciting story, and on the other a series of dissertations on 
history, sociology, psychology, etc. But that would seem to 
imply that there was no relation between Hugo’s story and 
his philosophy. Whereas it is clear that the whole story 
was constructed with a view to proving a thesis. Hugo 
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tells us most explicitly what was his thesis in ‘Xes Mise- 
rables”: 

The book which the reader has under his eyes at this moment, 
is nothing, from one end to the other, in the whole and in the 
details, whatever may be the interruptions, the exceptions and 
the failures, but the march forward from evil to good, from the 
unjust to the just, the false to the true, from night to day, from 
appetite to conscience, from decay to life, from bestiality to the 
sense of duty, from hell to heaven, from nothingness to God. 
Point of departure: matter. Goal: the spirit. A hydra at the be¬ 
ginning, an angel at the end. 

This evolution from evil to good, social, moral, religious, 
is to be seen in operation, according to his design, not 
merely in the individual characters—the bishop, the con¬ 
vict, the street urchin, the political revolutionary—but 
likewise in the whole state and body politic. What the 
“socialists” of Hugo’s time were seeking, he says, is “the 
end of oppression . . . the end of the sword, work for 
man, instruction for the child, social sweetness for woman, 
liberty, equality, fraternity, bread for all, ideas for all, 
the Edenizing of the world—in short, Progress.” 

This social progress it was the political mission of the 
republic to bring about; hence the opposition of the re¬ 
publican and virtuous Marius to his frivolous monarchist 
grandfather. The republic had been ushered in by the 
Revolution and had been defended by Napoleon. Hence 
the devotion of Hugo and of Marius to the first emperor. 
But Napoleon had proved umvorthy of his trust; he had 
substituted the empire for the republic. Hence the state¬ 
ment of Hugo that Napoleon was “in God’s way,” and 
the conversion of Marius to pure republicanism. The fester¬ 
ing submerged tenth was the result of social conditions for 
which the monarchy was partly responsible. Hugo points 
out that the abandonment of little children was not dis¬ 
couraged by the old monarchy. A bit of Bohemia in the 
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lower classes was an accommodation to those in the higher 
spheres. They were against educating the people. Partic¬ 
ularly was there need of galley-slaves to maintain a fleet of 
boats not subject to the caprices of the wind. And galley- 
slaves were recruited in part from men like Jean Valjean, 
who were not criminals at all. Not every starving man who 
steals a crust of bread is a criminal. But it is very easy to 
turn him into one if you treat him like one. Every man has 
a soul of goodness which can be drawn out if he is treated 
right. The right way is to trust him, to assume that he is 
good, to make your appeal to his better nature. This is the 
Christian way, and the way most in harmony with the ideals 
of the Revolution. 

It is clear that Hugo is a romantic humanitarian. And 
one may not be so down on romanticism and humanitarian- 
ism as Professor Babbitt to realize that Hugo’s humani- 
tarianism is rather sentimental, exaggerated, and naive. 
But as an artist, what is the matter with him is not merely 
that he has a sentimental philosophy, but that he has con¬ 
structed his fable to be a simple vehicle for this philosophy, 
and that human nature is considered exclusively as a means 
of proving a theory. The good bishop is in every respect an 
ideal figure of Christian virtue. Long before one has fin¬ 
ished the fourteen chapters which make up the first book, 
and which are entirely given over to an account ol the 
character of Monseigneur Bienvenu, one realizes that one 
has to do here not with that art whose aim is to present 
human nature as the author knows it from experience. 
Each of the characters is a type and little more: Jean Val¬ 
jean, though he adds some of the qualities of a Douglas 
Fairbanks creation to those already exemplified by the 
bishop; Fantine, the loving, loyal woman, turned into a 
prostitute by unjust social conditions; Javert, the incarna¬ 
tion of human justice in its blind official phase; the Th^nar- 
diers, incarnation of le mauvais pauvre; Marius, incarna¬ 
tion ol the political spirit of the republic, etc. 
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Here again we are reminded of the chromo, so crudely 
simple is the coloring, so glaring the contrasts of good and 
evil. The fault of “Les Miserables” is not that a philosophy 
of life is implied in the action, and is breathed forth by 
the characters—that is sometimes true of novels of a finer 
grain, like “Anna Karenina,” “Vanity Fair,” Kristin Lav- 
ransdatter,” or “Manhattan Transfer”—it is that in “Les 
Miserables” the fable is artificially constructed, the phi¬ 
losophy is forced, and the characters are but puppets in a 
pantomime. 

And this is probably the principal reason why Victor 
Hugo, as a novelist, does not occupy a very high place in 
the estimation of serious critics. There is, however, one 
notable dissenter. I feel bound in honor to mention that 
no less a critic than the poet Swinburne has pronounced 
“Les Miserables” “the greatest epic and dramatic work of 
fiction ever created or conceived.” So long as such differ¬ 
ences of opinion exist among critics, we can never expect 
their pleasant art to be erected into an exact sciencel 
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If Victor Hugo illustrates the difficulty of reconciling 
philosophy and fiction, a still more striking example is 
afforded by our contemporary H. G. Wells. And if the 
reputation of Hugo as a novelist has suffered something of 
a decline since his own day, may we not expect that the 
reputation of Mr. Wells will suffer a similar abatement 
with the lapse of time? For it must be obvious to a critical 
view unbiased by the interest of the contemporary that 
Victor Hugo is a much greater novelist than H. G. Wells. 

These two men occupy a somewhat similar position in 
relation to the general trend of thought in their respective 
times. Much water, to be sure, has run under the bridge 
since the time of Hugo, and Wells's philosophy wears a very 
different dress from his. Science and industry have a much 
greater prominence in Wells, politics has fallen into the 
background, and especially the brand of Libert^-Egalit^- 
Fraternite. And while Wells has had, in certain phases, his 
own brand of religiosity, he makes nothing at all of that 
moral and Christian spirit exemplified by Jean Valjean 
and the good bishop. 

But both men are radicals, and Wells continues unabated 
into a disillusioned age Hugo’s fervid faith in human and 
political progress, though he may not express himself in 
such rhetorical terms. So that it is not unnatural to bring 
them into comparison as novelists. And once they arc 
brought into comparison, it is clear that Victor Hugo is 
not merely more interesting reading in his speculative 
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phase, but that he is an infinitely better story-teller. This 
is most obvious if with Hugo’s we compare novels of Mr. 
Wells’s later period like “The New Machiavelli,’’ “Mr. 
Britling Sees It Through,’’ and “The World of William 
Clissold’’—novels which combine a realistic presentation of 
contemporary life with extensive interlardings of social 
philosophy. 

A brief review of “The World of William Clissold’’ 
(1926) will make clear what I mean. This book purports 
to be the life history of a British industrialist living in 
retirement in a Provencal farm-house, together with a 
sketch of the new world-order which he visions as coming 
into being. Each one of the six books recounts certain of 
the facts about William Clissold and his brother Richard. 
But in each book the author, in accordance with his design, 
slips over from the individual case to a consideration of 
the general social conditions; and the bulk of each is taken 
up with abstract theorizing. Thus in the first book William 
Clissold, at the age of fifty-nine, has been dining with a 
happy and devoted scientist. And this leads him into a 
discussion of the relations of science and religion, which 
occupies more than nine of the sixteen sections comprised 
in this book. The third book reviews the life of his brother 
“Dickon” as an advertising man with an imagination, 
touches briefly on the married life of the two brothers, and 
recounts their activities during the World War. But the 
real subject of the book is Dickon’s ideas—on advertising as 
a means of publicity, on the war, the reconstruction period, 
and the period of debt-collecting—running over into Wil¬ 
liam’s ideas on the same subjects. The fifth book contains 
no private history, but is entirely occupied with an account 
of the new order which is coming into being under the 
auspices of science and industry, and of educational meth¬ 
ods calculated to produce an “adult mentality” in citizens 
of the new order. The sixth book is virtually all devoted to 
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a discussion of types of love and the right attitude to take 
toward sex and marriage. 

This review of the matter of “William Clissold“ will 
indicate the difference between Wells’s method and 
Hugo’s. In the first place there is much less story in propor¬ 
tion to philosophy, and what diere is of it is almost entirely 
wanting in that direction upon special dramatic issues 
which makes a story enthralling, which gives it suspense 
and coherence and growing interest. There is perhaps 
about the same proportion of story to general speculation 
as in “Sartor Resartus,” and the story elements are dis¬ 
persed perhaps still more widely through the mass of specu¬ 
lation than in the history of Teufelsdrockh. In the second 
place, the theorizing in “William Clissold” is much more 
spread out, more rambling and abstract, than in “l.es 
Miserables,” where it has such a large stiffening of histori¬ 
cal fact and the scholarly documentation gives a solid 
foothold for the mind in the bogs of speculation. 

And then, finally, one feels even more acutely in Wells 
than in Hugo the forced association of fiction and philos¬ 
ophy, and all the more so, perhaps, because of Wells’s effort 
to weave the two together. So much of Hugo’s background 
material is relegated to special books entirely given over 
to it, while the story waits. You read these books if you care 
to, and you find them as fascinating as fiction. Then you 
return to the story, with this reinforcement of background 
material, and you move swiftly through a plot of absorbing 
interest. The story, in its place, is given the fullest swing, 
and you have no such feeling as in Wells that the story has 
been diluted by the philosophy. 

Of “William Clissold” it is too much to say that the story 
has been diluted. There is not enough of it for that. There 
is really no one episode which is sufficiently well developed 
on its own account to constitute part of a story. The story 
is disposed of in the briefest possible space so as to make 



room for the abstract discussions; it appears to be intro¬ 
duced in perfunctory fashion merely to give a plausible 
starting-point for the general topics, and so that the book 
may be what the author asserts it to be in the preface, “a 
complete full-dress novel, that and nothing more.” 

As a matter of fact, it is a good deal more than a full-dress 
novel—and a good deal less. For, whatever else a full-dress 
novel may do, it does not entirely neglect to present the 
individual case, the private history, which gives it its char¬ 
acter as a novel. The most distinctive feature of a novel is 
the concreteness of its picture of life, and the tendency of 
Wells, in his later period, is to give his story in sketchy 
outline, in general terms and not in the concrete. This sort 
of thing, for example, is what in the long run makes dull 
reading of so many of Wells’s later novels: 

1 suppose 1 did quite a lot ol pioniiscuous love-making in 
those vacuous days. It is nothing to boast of and nothing to 
conceal. For a long time I found no one 1 could love very 
much, and I began to prefer women who plainly did not care 
for me very greatly to women who brought a personal passion, 
or the pretence of one, into the game. 1 was ready enough to 
admit they were charming and delightful creatures, but not 
that they were personally indispensable, and that I was tor¬ 
mented by yearnings, uncertainties and monstrous fidelities 
on their accemnt. I began to feel a tolerance for meretricious 
love which 1 had once thought revolting. But 1 raiely came to 
absolutely meretricious love. It i had been a poor man and 
manifestly ungenerous 1 should have failed in some of these 
love affairs in which 1 did not fail, so much of paying was there 
in it, but that is not quite the same thing as meretriciousness. 

vSuch was the quality of my life in the middle foities. Cut 
down in this fashion to its heart, it was friendless, loveless and 
aimless. But that is not to say that there was not steady, exten¬ 
sive, interesting toil, much fellowship and kindly commerce 
with pleasant men and women, aesthetic gratifications, fun, 
excitements, a great deal of incidental happiness in it. But 
there was dissatisfaction waiting for me in the shadows and 
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the quiet moments. It was not good enough. Life was passing 
by. 1 was not being used to the full. 

Here we have a blanket description, in general terms, 
of the quality of a man’s life, and that not at one moment, 
or over a short period of time, but over a number of years. 
Summaries of this kind are of course necessary occasionally 
in any novel which undertakes to cover a considerable 
length of time and an action of some complexity. They 
help to secure perspective and save the author from the 
necessity of narrating in detail parts of the story which he 
regards as of secondary importance. They may accordingly 
subserve economy; they save time for those parts which are 
to be treated at length. 

But in this case Wells takes but meager advantage ot 
such economies. For the saving he has made in summariz¬ 
ing the promiscuous and meretricious love-making of Wil¬ 
liam Clissold is not matched by any adequate development 
of the serious sentimental affairs which are really impor¬ 
tant for his theme. Immediately after the passage quoted 
he goes on to an account of Clissold’s affair with the actress 
Helen, who represents the free and independent female 
citizen so necessary to his new social order. This relation is 
one of considerable delicacy and requiring patient and in¬ 
genious development if it is to be convincing. It requires, 
if nothing else, a certain extension and bulk, so that it 
may register and leave a lasting impression. But Mr. Wells, 
at this period of his writing, has little patience left for the 
love-stories called for in the scheme of his novel; he is so 
much occupied with more important things that he is un¬ 
equal to the effort of imagination necessary to give them 
reality. 

For a form as indeterminate as that of the novel there 
are not many dogmatic rules that can be laid down. But if 
there is one such, it is this: if an episode is important 
enough to be chronicled, it is important enough to be 
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chronicled adequately. This is a principle well known to 
Arnold Bennett, for example, and it is his observance of it 
which makes “The Old Wives’ Tale” so much greater than 
any of the novels of Wells. 


2 

It may turn out that the best of Mr. Wells’s books are 
not his realistic full-dress novels but some of his utopian 
romances and mechanical forecasts in the manner of Jules 
Verne. In such stories the private history of individuals is 
of little importance; there is no occasion for the develop¬ 
ment of sentimental episodes; the imagination of the au¬ 
thor may expatiate without let and hindrance over matters 
of common interest. The trouble comes, in his realistic 
novels, with the attempt to tie up the private emotional 
histories with public movements and social theories. It is 
very difficult to do this tying up in a convincing manner. 
And then, moreover, in this association of private history 
with public movements, it is the public movements that are 
in danger of dominating the outlook, to the great detri¬ 
ment of what we call fiction. 

With a writer like Mr. Wells, tliere is a constant disposi¬ 
tion to substitute the general social theory for the story 
which is supposed to float it. And once he lets himself go, 
once he reconciles himself to the subordinate role of story, 
there is nothing to check him in his rambling. He has a 
naturally discursive mind, and in later years he has grown 
diffuse and repetitious. So that, if we agree to overlook the 
inadequacy of the story-telling and find his main interest 
in the incidental philosophy of the novels, there is still 
something left to be desired. 

There is no doubt that Mr. Wells has been a pam¬ 
phleteer of a very high order. He has stimulated many 
readers to think. He has been, in contemporary thought, 
what William Clissold called himself, “a ferment, a cata- 
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lytic agent, a provocation/* He has brought into circula¬ 
tion, or kept in circulation, more general ideas on the so¬ 
cial order tlian any English writer since Arnold. But he is 
not so brilliant a pamphleteer as Voltaire or Swift or 
Anatole France, as Shaw or Chesterton or Mencken. He 
has not the wit of any of these, nor their power of concen¬ 
tration. He often falls into the abstract and arid manner of 
leading articles in newspapers and weekly reviews; and he 
has not the excuse of editorial writers, the need to boil 
down the argument. He does not seek with passion le mot 
juste. He is capable of writing banal sentences in that 
mood of absent-mindedness that overtakes all but the great¬ 
est writers. Here is description: “What a gracious and 
splendid vista is that of the Champs-Elysees, the finest, I 
think, in the world!” Here is characterization: “For me she 
was wonderful and mystical; she w^as beautiful and lovely 
for me as no human being has ever been; she had in my 
perception of her a distinctive personal splendour that was 
as entirely and inseparably her own as the line of her neck 
or the timbre of her voice.” 

But the worst is the long-windedness. One hundred 
pages at a stretch in “William Clissold” on the abstract 
outline of the World Republic! Carlyle was long-winded 
too, and Ruskin. But they were more picturesque, to say 
the least; and while they did not resort to the vehicle of 
fiction, they were never at a loss to give concreteness to 
their general discussions. Whereas Mr. Wells so often 
makes a feint of telling a story only to abandon it for inter¬ 
minable and tepid dissertation. 

There was a period when he came very near making a 
really artistic synthesis of theory and fiction. It was the 
period of those entertaining character sketches, “Kipps” 
(1905), “Tono-Bungay” (1908), and “The History of Mr. 
Polly” (1910). “Tono-Bungay” in particular combines a 
most amusing story with many anticipations of the ideas of 
“William Clissold.” Uncle Ponderevo, the manufacturer 
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of an only slightly deleterious patent medicine, forger, 
bankrupt, and floater of dubious business enterprises, rC' 
minds one of the father of the Clissold brothers; only, in¬ 
stead of committing suicide in court, he is carried off in an 
airship to the south of France to die. He is also suggestive 
of Dickon in his enthusiastic faith in the power of pub¬ 
licity and the variety of articles that he advertised. He was 
a Babbitt, a boomer of towns and business. He was child¬ 
ishly vain and fond of spreading himself, like so many 
little big operators of his type. He was the incarnation of 
that prevalent modem notion that trade is good in itself, 
and the more of it the better. When his nephew George 
protested against his dosing the public with this “slightly 
harmful rubbish”—it was bad for the kidneys—the uncle 
declared, “It’s as straight as—it’s fair trading . . . It’s the 
sort of thing everybody does.” 

Uncle Ponderevo, then, is a representative comic figure, 
standing, like Don Quixote or Sir Roger de Coverley, for 
significant social tendencies, for an age and a culture. And 
he enables his author to make his reflections on commerce, 
on our social order, without the necessity of indulging in 
dissertations. He is certainly a droll character, a comic fig¬ 
ure like Tartarin or Micawber, though not so funny as 
either of these. 

And the whole book is highly entertaining. At least I 
am sure it was so in the days before the World War. Mr. 
Wells has offered us a varied and spicy fare. There is, of 
course, the theme of casual marriage through mere sexual 
attraction, unhappy married life, and separation—a theme 
which recurs in “Mr. Polly” and “William Clissold” and 
so many of his novels. There is the more unusual notion, 
for 1908, of making his hero a flier of airplanes, who can 
carry off his defaulting uncle like a god in a machine. 
There is the still wilder adventure of the search for “quap.” 
Mr. Wells could always be trusted to serve up an appetiz¬ 
ing dish of novelties. And if it is a kind of Russian salad 
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of ingredients not too well mingled, if it seems rather an 
agglomeration of themes loosely heaped together than the 
adequate development of a chosen theme, there can be no 
doubt, at any rate, that this is fiction in tlie obvious mean¬ 
ing of the term. 

And this is true of books like “Kipps” and “Mr. Polly.” 
They are clearly fiction, and they are entertaining narra¬ 
tives. “Mr. Polly” introduces the novelty of making indi¬ 
gestion a main motive in the history of a man’s life. But it 
is not a book that we need take seriously. There is an 
amusing chapter in which one Parsons, salesman in a shop, 
is discharged because he insists on decorating the window 
with artistic “window tickets.” It is reminiscent of the 
scene in “The Old Wives’ Tale” in which Mr. Povey is 
offended by the lack of appreciation of window tickets on 
the part of Mrs. Baines and throws his latest creation into 
the fire. But the Parsons episode is not nearly so good as the 
other. Bennett’s humor is more refined; and besides, his 
incident is not primarily humorous. It is an important 
item in the characterization of a person who is very im¬ 
portant for the story as a whole. It is tense and dramatic. 
It is quiet and unobtrusive and at the same time structur¬ 
ally important. Mr. Povey is a much more real person than 
Parsons, or Mr. Polly, or Kipps, or even than Uncle Pon- 
derevo. 

For Arnold Bennett has a fundamental seriousness in ap¬ 
proaching his art which is not shared by Mr. Wells. Wells 
is really not good in characterization except in a superficial 
way. He has a knack of hitting off types, no doubt of that. 
But he does not get into the characters. Indeed, he does 
not seem to realize the importance of getting into them. He 
does not seem to have envisaged this as something involved 
in his undertaking as a writer of fiction. He takes seriously 
his business of entertaining the reader, but he does not take 
seriously the art of characterization, which is three fourths 
of fiction. He takes his philosophy seriously, for he is pri* 
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marily a thinker on social themes. And mainly he has con¬ 
ceived of the novel as a means by which people may be 
lured into swallowing his philosophy. 

Now, I suppose it is legitimate to make the novel carry 
whatever you can make it carry; you are certainly free to 
make it serve your ends, whatever they are. But, in our sur¬ 
vey of methods in the novel, it is proper to distinguish 
those which serve mainly the ends of philosophy and those 
which serve what we may call the ends of fiction. The pri¬ 
mary end of fiction is the study of human nature in the 
concrete. This is true not merely of realism but of romantic 
and idealistic fiction, even of those types which Mr. Fors¬ 
ter includes under the headings of Fantasy and Prophecy. 
But the primary ends of Mr. Wells are philosophical, and 
while he has written entertaining and thought-provoking 
books in the outward form of novels, we might as well 
be clear that they are in essence pamphlets, and that, in 
the history of literature, his place is among the pam¬ 
phleteers rather than among the novelists. 
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HAT I have had to say of Hugo and Mr. Wells does 
not imply a prejudice against the novel of philosophical 
reference. It is a question of the method by which the 
philosophical element is related to the story-element and 
the terms on which they live together. It is also a question 
of style in both the narrower and the broader sense of the 
word. 

Ever since the novel was constituted as a highly distinct 
form, there has been an almost constant succession of what 
we may call literary hors-d’oeuvres in the form of novels— 
works lying outside the main stream of development. Here 
belong/‘Candide” and '‘Tristram Shandy”; the witty dia¬ 
logues of Peacock, with their modern counterparts in 
“South Wind,” “Crome Yellow,” and “The Private Life of 
Helen of Troy”; and here belong the works of Anatole 
France, and the exquisite scholastic treatises of Maurice 
Barres. These are among the most delicious of all works 
cast in the form of fiction, and certainly no disparagement 
is involved in putting them into a class by themselves. And 
the term “hors-d’oeuvres” is not meant to imply that they 
are not often extremely meaty. They may contain more 
meat of thought than their often duller contemporaries in 
regular-line novels. The question is how far it may be re¬ 
garded as the meat of fiction proper. 

Consider, for example, “Le Jardin de B^r^nice” (1891) 
by Barres. The very simple story concerns a certain Phi¬ 
lippe, candidate for membership in the Chamber of Depu- 
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ties from Arles, and B^r^nice, dreamy daughter of the 
Midi, who symbolizes for him the fascinating and back¬ 
ward country which he loves, as well as various unpracti¬ 
cal and antique qualities of spirit. Being distressed by cer¬ 
tain features of her erotic life, he persuades her to marry 
an excellent philistine. But this proves a mistake. Berenice 
dies, and Philippe comes to the conclusion that he has 
misinterpreted the will of the Unconscious in reference to 
her. 

The book ends with the appearance of her spirit to him 
one warm October night in her garden at Aigues-Mortes. 
She talks with him at some length, and sets him right in 
his thinking, pardoning him tor having been “a trifle vul¬ 
gar in wishing to substitute his notion of correctness for 
the urge of nature.” He reminds her of their evenings to¬ 
gether of old time in the garden. And she replies: “I was 
there; but I am everywhere. Recognize in me Petite- 
Secousse, the little push by which each least parcel of the 
universe makes manifest the secret impulse of the Uncon¬ 
scious. Where I am not, is death. . . . Think well, too, of 
the wretched ones: sometimes there is in them such an 
urge that from having aimed too high they fall into the 
depths. . . . In order to satisfy your need of spiritual unity, 
you must not fail to keep in touch with me, with me 
alone, Petite-Secousse, who animate indifferently all these 
moving forms, deemed by us wrong or right according to 
our short-sighted judgments,” 

I could not hope, even with a longer outline, to make 
the reader understand the complicated and elusive thought 
of this book, let alone the peculiar charm of the thing. It 
has more than a suggestion of Sterne's “Sentimental Jour¬ 
ney,” but is much too individual to be caught in any 
net of description or comparison. What I want is to 
make clear the extremely abstract nature of the story and 
the frankly symbolic function of B^r^nice. This author has 
no intention of giving a presentation of manners in de- 
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tail, a la Thackeray or Daudet, nor a detailed account of 
mental processes, nor even of offering us bits of dialogue 
which reproduce the way people talk. What Philippe says 
to Berenice is not credible as actual speech but merely as 
a representation of his attitude toward her. The book is 
really, under a slight fictional form, the exposition of a 
philosophy of life, an attitude of mind, in somewhat the 
symbolical fashion of the ‘‘Vita Nuova.” 

So far from wishing to disguise the abstract character 
of the book, Barres does his best to bring it to the fore. 
Many of the heads of sections are conceived in terms which 
underline this dialectical tendency. There is one chapter 
entitled “Bertoice’s Pedagogy,’* and this is subdivided into 
sections bearing the captions “Berenice’s Method,’’ “B^r^- 
nice’s Pleasures,’’ “Berenice’s Duties.’’ And of all this part 
he says himself, “This teaching of the method, the pleas¬ 
ures and the duties of B^r^nice, I give in arid outline (je 
le desseche) in order to make an exposition of it according 
to the scholastic procedure.’’ He insists on this scholastic 
method with the coquetry of a man of letters who is bored 
with the silly story-telling of his day. So that if “The World 
of William Clissold’’ is to be thought of as a treatise under 
the mask of a novel, “The Garden of B^r^nice’’ is a novel 
under the mask of a treatise. 

If it is not, properly speaking, a novel, it is at any rate a 
solid and rare imaginative creation. For all the scholastic 
dissection, for all the spareness of description, of psychol¬ 
ogy, of “scene” and action, B^r^nice exists. She exists as an 
individual, and apart from the symbolism, as Beatrice ex¬ 
ists in the “Vita Nuova.” And Languedoc exists, Aigues- 
Mortes exists, and the dusty provincial museum of Joigne, 
with its tapestries and painted panels. From the whole 
work there emanates a subtle and pungent fragrance of old 
France, of the Midi. And over it all there is a play of senti¬ 
mental nuances which you may hold suspect but which you 
cannot fail to find seductive. 
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“The Garden of B^r^nice” has the quality of poetry, 
which we cannot say of “William Clissold”; and it has the 
quality of wit. Above all, comparing it with Wells, we are 
impressed with its brevity—that brevity which is the soul 
of wit. In this it is at one with the work of Anatole France. 
Like his work, it is not in line with the regular evolution 
of the novel. It has no pretensions to be regarded as natu* 
ralistic fiction. 
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And so with Anatole France. His spirit is too classical 
for the labored human document of naturalism. He is not 
interested in these exhaustive inquiries into the private 
lives of frequently dull people. The fact that they take 
themselves seriously is no reason why he should take them 
so, or the fact that if you cut them they will bleed. With 
the logic of will and fate he does not concern himself, and 
he has no ambition to show things human in their entirety, 
to build them up and finish them off. 

In his choice of characters he is highly selective and in 
the aspects of his characters chosen for exhibition. He likes 
children and loves to dwell with tender sentiment on 
memories of his own boyhood. He is fond of old men, 
scholars, antiquaries, visionaries, absent-minded and eccen¬ 
tric dreamers. And he is fond of any one who can be the 
butt of his humor and provocative of his wit. His ra¬ 
tionalism is of the type diat revels in the superstitions of 
the Golden Legend; his irony goes hand in hand with his 
fantasy. He resents any standards of verisimilitude which 
rule out the unfettered play of the fancy, and he insists on 
salamanders and sylphides and on baptized penguins that 
raise a theological problem in the courts of heaven. 

Everywhere in Anatole France the general idea domi¬ 
nates, as it dominates “Candide” and the “Tale of a Tub,*’ 
and the story is so shaped as to bring into relief the atti¬ 
tudes of the author, to turn a point neatly and, as it were. 
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demonstrate a theorem. Perhaps the thing which distin¬ 
guishes this approach from that of the novelist proper is 
that the novelist is thinking of what people are like as indi¬ 
viduals; he is thinking of their individual problems of con¬ 
duct, and he wishes to make us reproduce in imagination 
the very state of mind with which they confront their prob¬ 
lems, to make us follow through the whole agonizing pro¬ 
cess. Whereas the ‘^classicaP* writer is thinking of what 
human nature is like in general, in its large lines, and is 
concerned with the individual only in so far as he will 
stand for the type. 

Thus France conceives of human nature as superstitious, 
gullible, irrational, sensual, and egotistical, and his fables 
are mainly a series of witty anecdotes in illustration of 
these traits. But he holds likewise an ideal of reason and an 
ideal of humane society, never yet realized, and most likely 
never to be realized, but persisting in bookish tradition 
and in the dreams of a few “humanists,” and he invents his 
professor Bergeret as mouthpiece of these ideals. Only he 
is wise enough to know that such men are seldom efficient 
characters, and Monsieur Bergeret appears accordingly as 
absent-minded, impractical, and a cuckold. And his beauti¬ 
ful socialistic dreams have an air of futility, overwhelmed 
as they are by wave on wave of vulgar animal behavior in 
the world about him. 

Sometimes, when there is a favorable conjunction of 
theme and fable, a book of France has the shapeliness and 
symmetry of a demonstration in geometry. Such is the case 
in “Thais,” with its neat reversal of roles—the monk who 
would convert the courtezan falling convert to her trans¬ 
cendental doctrine of Love—with the incidental banquet 
of philosophers and the ironic dissection of Christian 
theology. Often, where the author has started too much 
game, there is not this appearance of formal shapeliness. 
Thus in “L’lle des Pingouins” he begins with his rational¬ 
istic irony at the expense of religion and ends with a bur- 
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l^ue commentary on the Affaire Dreyfus. It is true that, 
in this history of humanity from primitive times, he is 
tracing throughout the same irrationality in human be¬ 
havior. But one has the impression that the subject-matter 
is too heterogeneous to be successfully reduced to form. 

This is the case in “Monsieur Bergeret a Paris’' (1901), 
which has the interest, moreover, of bearing a closer re¬ 
semblance to the ordinary novel than many of his books. 
Treating contemporary matter, it enlarges on the domestic 
life of a character as well realized in the manner of fiction 
as my Uncle Toby. When you begin the book you think 
that the main subject is Monsieur Bergeret, but before you 
arc through you know that it is something much more pub¬ 
lic and general. The main subject is the Affaire Dreyfus. 
On review you find that Monsieur Bergeret occupies a 
little less than one half the volume which bears his name; 
the other half is a satire on the anti-Dreyfusards, the 
royalist-nationalist party. Looking still closer, you find that 
not more than half of the part devoted to Monsieur 
Bergeret is concerned with him personally; for in at least 
(me half of his part, or one quarter of the whole book, he 
is simply a mouthpiece of the socialist ideal. Still less per¬ 
haps of the other part, dealing with the royalists, is personal 
history; it is simply dialogue, a la Peacock, intended to 
show up the absurdities of the nationalist position. And 
then, while the book begins with Monsieur Bergeret, it 
does not end with him ac all. It ends with a series of fan¬ 
tastic scenes in a royalist salon. 

Of course the case is not so bad as it seems. There is a 
principle of composition which partly justifies this seeming 
inconsequence. This is simply the contrast between the 
personality and opinions of Bergeret, who represents the 
ideal side of human aspiration, and the petty, selfish, and 
ridiculous views and gestures of the nationalists. But still 
there is this discrepancy between the two parts of the narra¬ 
tive: Bergeret and his friends have an infinitely greater 
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reality than the people of the opposing camp. So that the 
two parts are not merely contrasted in theme, they are in 
sharp contrast as to style of presentation. And so it is as if 
we had two different kinds of art in the same book, loosely 
associated by the underlying theme but never really recon¬ 
ciled esthetically. 

The art of fiction is best shown in the domestic life of 
Monsieur Bergeret, and it is here that we have the most 
charming passages and those most likely to live. Monsieur 
Bergeret is the academic and speculative type, given to neat 
little discourses on every subject. What he has to say is 
penetrating and just; but since he is concerned primarily 
wdth the theoretical aspect of things, he has an air of 
dreamy impracticality, which entitles us to laugh at him at 
the same time that we follow what he has to say with grati¬ 
fied interest. His Shandean character is heightened by the 
dry, taciturn practicality of his sister, who plays the Sancho 
Panza to his Don Quixote. This humor is of a radiant 
delicacy that could not live in the presence of an intrigue 
of gripping interest; the fine point of these little dialogues 
would be imperceptible amid the garish colors of drama 
and passion. 

Wherever the members of one family are gathered to¬ 
gether, there will be some differences of opinion and some 
ignoring of those conversational amenities which we so 
carefully observe with strangers. The tone of familiar con¬ 
versation, with its unanswered questions, its discontinuity 
of subject-matter arising from the diversity of interests, its 
funny little ellipses, is well rendered in various slight 
skirmishes between Bergeret and his daughter Pauline or 
his sister Zo 6 . 

“You have a dog, papa?“ said Pauline. 

“You were not to have come till Saturday,” said Monsieur 
Bergeret. 

“You got my letter?” said Zo 6 , 

“Yes,” said Monsieur Bergeret. 
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“No, the other one.” 

“I’ve only received one.” 

“There’s no understanding one another.” 

The one thing that is most delicious in the book is the 
dog Riquet. On him the author has lavished his powers of 
observation, his love, his philosophy, all of which appear 
together in tlie radiant synthesis of his humor. There are 
here no invidious distinctions between man and the lower 
animal world. Everything in the conduct and psychology 
of this dog is described in strictly human terms. For it 
seems that the autlior agrees with Monsieur Bergeret in 
considering that Riquet is an intelligent being. “It is true 
that he doesn’t understand all of our ideas; but then we 
don’t understand all of his.” I do not feel certain that, at 
bottom, Anatole France is not in agreement with the Be- 
haviorists. And the consistency with which he attributes to 
his dog intellectual motives such as men claim for them¬ 
selves may simply be his subtle way of throwing doubt on 
the pretensions of men. 

Monsieur Bergeret finds in Riquet the rudiments oi 
religious sentiment. When his master offers him a bit of 
chicken, Riquet declines. 

The majesty of the place overawed him. And perhaps he had 
received, in his earlier days, lessons which had taught him to 
respect the food of the master. And so he regards Monsieur 
Bergeret with humble and reproachful eyes, as much as to 
say, “Master, why do you tempt me?” And, w^ith lowered tail, 
with loose paws, dragging his belly in sign of humility, he 
went off to seat himself sadly on his backside, over by the door. 
And there he stayed during the whole meal. 

Riquet takes very seriously his duty of protecting his 
master against any invasion of the premises by strangers, 
who are necessarily enemies. For Monsieur Bergeret, 
Riquet is a symbol of the primitive mind of man, blindly 
conservative—the creature of instinct and of ingrained 
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habits of truculence derived from a savage state of being. 
He believes that, in mankind, this primitive mind is capa¬ 
ble of evolution and of being raised into something more 
reasonable and more suited to the civil condition. He be¬ 
lieves that Riquet has a good heart, and so he can love and 
tolerate in the dog instinctive reactions which in humans 
serve only to arouse his satirical spirit. Him he can treat 
wdth humor. Monsieur Bergeret himself has not merely a 
good heart but a civilized, reasonable mind; he too is a 
subject of humor and sympathetic admiration instead of 
satire. And it is the chapters dealing with him which we 
may characterize as fiction. 

Still, essentially, in method and manner, this is a classi¬ 
cal piece of writing, typical of the period antedating the 
novel, and having in view rather different ends. It is a 
commentary on human nature rather than a presentation 
of it. The author’s concern is ever for the idea rather than 
for the substance of its incarnation. Such slight narrative 
as there is, is little more than a device for getting the char¬ 
acters talking, a starting-point for philosophy. This is 
hardly more of a novel than Lucian, Erasmus, Rabelais. 
There is no effort at that dramatic and close-range study of 
human lives in their particularity, with the strain and 
stress of passionately sought personal interests, which does 
so much to give life to the characters of fiction proper. 

Once allow that this is not meant for a novel, and we 
need not worry about these matters. Here, by rare good 
luck, is an author really witty, and even, within marked 
limitations, wise. This is a rarer phenomenon than a good 
story-teller, a dramatic projector of human beings. There is 
probably no greater proportion of fictional matter here 
than in the essays of Lamb or Hazlitt. Why not accept such 
a writer on the same terms as we accept these wise and witty 
essayists? 

And no one need complain that there is no blood in the 
veins of these characters. It is good for once, in a book 
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about men and women, to have a writer whose style is dry 
and free from hysterics, who does not give lis that teeling 
of heat and sweat and messiness that we have in reading so 
many novels. When one reads Paul Bourget or Dorothy 
Canfield one says to oneself, “Here is more heat than light, 
the sticky heat of a steam laundry.” When one reads Hardy, 
one says. “Here is the sun’s heat, and some of the light of 
the sun.” Of Tolstoy at his best one says, “Here is the heat 
and light of the sun, pure and full.” Of Anatole France one 
says: “There is little heat here; it is all light. There is little 
passion, but there is much gaiety. The light may not be the 
full burning light of the sun, but it is a pure white light, 
the light of a cultivated intellect.” 

Only, we must distinguish. The peculiarity of fiction is 
its heat. For fiction is a reproduction of life rather than a 
commentary on it: and of life the specific character is heat 
more than light. In Fielding and Thackeray there is more 
light than heat; but there is heat enough to make them 
novelists. This is hardly the case with Anatole France. 
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IjrcHT, again, rather than heat, is the distinguishing 
quality of our American James Branch Cabell, who stands 
in so like a relation to the traditional novel with France 
and Barres, and who shares with them so many traits of 
form and manner. France he brings to mind not merely by 
his irony and grace, and by his general persuasion, in re¬ 
gard to human aims and business, that they are matters of 
little importance. He even suggests him at times by the 
quality of his humor and the sort of persons on whom he 
turns the light of his amused affection. Is it too fanciful to 
see in Colonel Musgrave a kinsman of Sylvestre Bonnard 
and Monsieur Bergeret? There is at least a similarity of 
antiquarian tastes, of old-fashioned genteel virtues. And 
the wry tenderness of the relation between Musgrave and 
his sister Agatha makes one think of that between Bergeret 
and Zoe. 

But still more like is the fondness these writers have for 
embroidering their narratives with episodes of amorous 
gallantry and for exposing human folly, and the delight 
they take, by some witty turn, to lay bare those paradoxes 
which inhere in the nature of human effort and circum¬ 
stance. Such were the ironies turned up by Kennaston, in 
“The Cream of the Jest,” while exploring history in his 
dreams. There was Cristoforo Colombo. “He had doubled 
the world’s size and resources, in his attempts to find some 
defenceless nation which could be plundered with impu¬ 
nity; and he was dying in ignorance of what his endeavors 

£5 
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had achieved.” And there was the alchemist who, “seeking 
to find the means of making life perpetual, had accidentally 
discovered gunpowder.” 

Similarities I could also point out between Cabell and 
Barres, but to labor the point of similarity might seem to 
suggest a want of originality in the American writer. And 
we have few writers more original than Cabell. His prose 
style is in itself a creation highly individual and of the ut¬ 
most suppleness and charm. Of that I have treated at length 
in “The Outlook for American Prose.” Again, he has 
shown the greatest inventiveness in adapting to his use 
the matter of medieval romance. Never does he take a plot 
or an incident ready-made. Never can one trace the origi¬ 
nal of an episode. But, deeply impregnated as he is with 
romance and folklore, he has always ready to hand some 
incident of necromancy, some typical notion of the folk- 
mind as to the working of fetish and talisman, which will 
perfectly symbolize the spiritual transaction called for by 
his theme. Thus he has invented two entire cycles of imag¬ 
inary adventure, the cycles of Jurgen and Manuel, com¬ 
pletely furnished with kings and queens, with wizards and 
champions, monstrous creatures, speaking birds, invisible 
cloaks, and magic transformations. And literal-minded per¬ 
sons he has the pleasure of mystifying with learned refer¬ 
ence to text and source. 

The invention itself is fun, but what is important is the 
meaning underlying each event, the systematic develop¬ 
ment of a theme; and, above all, the perfection with which 
the author has compounded his diverse elements—ro 
mance and rationality, irony and idealism—reducing them 
to one consistent elixir, of characteristic flavor and virtue. 

I am speaking now more particularly of his legendary 
tales like “Jurgen” (1919) and “Figures of Earth” (1921). 
He has stories, too, dealing with “real” people, who take 
part in credible action in the contemporary setting ot old 
Virginia towns. Such are “The Cords of V^anity” (1909. 
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and “The Rivet in Grandfather's Neck" (1915). But in 
many ways these stories are all of a piece with the pure 
romances. You are likely to hear, at any time, that a citizen 
of Lichfield is a great-grandson of the mythical Jurgen, 
and that, through the favor of Ole-Luk-Oie, he has been 
permitted to meet—in the glaze of a mustard jar!—the 
dead woman he loved. The most realistic of all the novels 
is "The Rivet in Grandfather’s Neck." But even this story 
begins with an anecdote out of Andersen, about a china 
shepherdess and a chimney-sweep, who once went up the 
chimney to take a look at the wide world and then came 
back frightened at the world’s great size, and content to 
stay cozily at home in the cupboard. And the story, having 
begun with this pretty fable, to which, moreover, allusion 
is made from time to time throughout the narrative, there 
clings to it all some scent of apologue and allegory. 

In "The Cream of the Jest" (1917) the two types are de¬ 
liberately blent. And this curious performance illustrates 
how in all Cabell’s work, implicitly or explicitly, the nat¬ 
ural and the magical, the ideal and the dreary matter-of- 
fact, interpenetrate one another in a sort of "misty mid¬ 
region" or borderland of real and imaginary. This book 
begins with an introduction by a Mr. Harrowby, who has 
made his fortune in cold-cream, and who gives an air of 
pedestrian authenticity to Felix Kennaston, the deceased 
author. Then we pass directly to mythical Storisende, 
where we meet the subtle clerk Horvendile and Ettarre, 
the lady of dreams. From thence we return again to Lich¬ 
field and the commonplace world of Felix Kennaston. Like 
other commonplace people, Kennaston marries and goes 
to whist parties and takes little satisfaction in "the world 
of use and wont." But he has an artist’s imagination, and 
has brought with him from Storisende the magic sigil of 
Scoteia, with which he can induce dreams.»With the aid of 
this he returns at will to the dream world and communes 
with the immortal Ettarre. And not merely this, but he 
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finds himself in the most delightful variety of places and 
times, making acquaintance with the greatest and most 
picturesque figures in history. He appears himself under 
many names and qualities, but always at an agreeable age, 
anticipating so the system of Virginia Woolfs '‘Orlando.” 

Thus, he was in Jerusalem on the day of the Crucifixion and 
was aged about twenty-three; yet in another dream he was at 
Capreae when Tiberius died there, seven years afterwards, and 
Kennaston was still in the early twenties: and, again, he was 
in London, at Whitehall, in 1649, and at Vaux-le-Vicomte near 
Fontainebleau in 1661, being on each occasion twenty-three or 
-four. 

Thus Kennaston receives his education in history, and 
before we know it the story takes on the aspect of a treatise 
on creative writing (like “Beyond Life”), and—what comes 
to the same thing—a treatise on religion, on the relation 
between dream and actuality, on the esthetic way of life 
(which is Pater’s). 

We come down to earth with a bang when we learn that 
the magic sigil of Scoteia was, in literal truth, the metal 
top of a cold-cream jar, and Mr. Harrowby makes us under¬ 
stand that the dreamer Kennaston was but a sorry fellow 
in the practical relations of everyday life. But in this he 
was a type of humanity. And while it was a sad thing to 
view the contrast between his dreams and what he was, 
there was at the same time something not altogether hope¬ 
less in it. 

The man could create beauty, to outlive him; but in his 
own appearance he combined grossness with insignificance, and 
he add^ thereto a variety of ugly senseless little mannerisms. 
. . . Again, he could aspire toward chivalric love, that passion 
which sees in womankind High God made manifest in the 
loveliest and most perfect of His creations; but in the quest he 
had succeeded nferely in utilizing womenfolk either as toys 
to play with and put by or as drudges to wait on him; yet, wiA 
all this, he could retain unshaken his faith in and his worship 
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of that ideal woman. He could face no decision without dodg¬ 
ing, iio temptation without compromise; and he lied, as if 
by instinct, at the threatened approach of discomfort or of his 
fellows’ disapproval; yet devils, men and seraphim would con¬ 
spire in vain to dissuade him from his self-elected purpose. . . . 

[And] it occurred to me that his history was, in essentials, the 
history of our race, thus far. . . . For it is in this inadequate 
flesh that each of us must serve his dream; and so, must fail in 
the dream’s service, and must parody that which he holds 
dearest. To this we seem condemned, being what we are. Thus, 
one and all, we play false to the dream, and it evades us, and 
we dwindle into responsible citizens. And yet always thereafter 
—because of many abiding memories—we know, assuredly, that 
the way of flesh is not a futile scurrying through dining-rooms 
and offices and shops and parlors, and thronged streets and 
restaurants, “and so to bed.’’ . . . 

It was in appropriate silence, therefore, that I regarded Felix 
Kennaston, as a parable. The man was not merely very human; 
he was humanity. And I reflected that it is only by preserving 
faith in human dreams that we may, after all, perhaps some 
day make them come true. 

Thus through all the work of Cabell we feel the alter¬ 
nating pulse of dream and disillusion. The pendulum 
swings back and forth perpetually between the visioned 
ideal and the realized futility—actual dissonance mocking 
the imagined harmony, and intended harmony making us 
indulgent with the fatal dissonance. The incidents and fig¬ 
ures of every day are forever dissolving like mist, to show 
us fleeting glimpses of the faery landscape behind. And 
the shadowy heroes of romance are forever taking on the 
grotesque substance of common burghers. Jurgen turns 
back weary from gallant adventure to his shop and spouse. 
Dom Manuel sets forth bravely to follow after his own 
thinking and his own desire. But soon he finds himself 
caught in the net of success, making endurable terms with 
the world, experiencing only the correct emotions, and in 
all things doing that which was expected of him. Thus even 
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the figures of romance are like broken mirrors giving us 
back the dusty world of matter-of-fact. 

2 

Of the more realistic novels the one which has the great¬ 
est consistency of texture is perhaps “The Rivet in Grand¬ 
father’s Neck.’’ The theme objectified in the character of 
Colonel Musgrave is the old South surviving precariously 
in times with which it is out of keeping. This gentleman 
preserves the pride of family without the material pros¬ 
perity which once gave it support. He preserves the old 
honor and the old gallantry and the old refinements, with¬ 
out usefulness or accomplishment. He is married to a girl 
who represents the new blood, the new wealth and energy; 
and she, with all her admiration for his fineness, cannot be 
content with his futility. 

It is a significant theme, and the flesh in which it is 
clothed has just sufficient color of naturalness to give it 
plausibility and charm. It is not sufficient to give it a 
strong effect of actuality. The figures are outlined sugges¬ 
tively; the drawing is delicate and artful. But the people 
have an air as if they had just stepped out of a canvas by 
Boucher, Watteau, or Fragonard. \Ve should not be sur¬ 
prised to see them in flounced skirts gracefully balanced 
in a swing, or taking boat for the isle of Cythera. 

The plot, too, is ingenious rather than natural. Things 
come about not as in ordinary life so much as in a comedy 
of Beaumarchais or Marivaux. Everything is arranged so 
that Colonel Musgrave may make invariably the gesture 
appropriate for a gentleman of the old school; and one has 
a feeling that it is all very much arranged. To begin with, 
Musgrave has taken on himself the blame for the adulteries 
of his friend Charteris, in order to keep Charteris’s wife 
ftMa knowing of her husband’s infidelity. For Musgrave 
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loved Anne Charteris, and wished to see her happy. Ges¬ 
ture number one. . . . Then, in middle age, Musgrave 
falls in love with ravishing young Patricia Stapylton, and 
becomes engaged to marry her. But a young man inter¬ 
venes, capturing the imagination of Patricia; and on the 
evening w^hen Musgrave’s engagement to Patricia is to be 
made public, the Colonel anticipates by announcing mag¬ 
nanimously the engagement of Patricia to her young man. 
Gesture number two. Tableau. . . . But the noble gesture 
proves the best strategy, and Patricia marries not the young 
man but the Colonel. The years pass by, and who but John 
Charteris is making love to Musgrave’s wife Patricia in 
Musgrave’s own garden? For life has grown dull, and Patri¬ 
cia has fallen in love with the brilliant, unscrupulous 
writer. ... 

What shall Musgrave do? He will fight to keep his wife 
—yes, but not for her sake or his own. He will fight to 
prevent her eloping with his friend—in order to spare his 
friend’s wife. For he has loved Anne Charteris and is de¬ 
termined, at all costs, to leave her undisturbed in her fool’s 
paradise. Fine attitude, and fine distinction of motive! . . . 
But how prevent the elopement, seeing that Charteris is 
such a cynic? There is nothing for it but to reveal to him 
that he is the Colonel’s own half-brother, illicit scion of 
the Musgraves! Tableau. Coup de theatre, 

1 do not mean to suggest for a moment that Mr. Cabell is 
theatrical in his handling of this plot. Every point is made 
with the cool precision of a player who detests mouthing 
and panache. But the pattern of action itself is such as sug¬ 
gests the make-up and artificial lighting of the stage more 
than the crude or sober colors of common life. Even more 
ingenious in “The Cords of Vanity” is the arrangement of 
ironies in a sardonic “comedy of shirking.” It is amusing 
enough when the writer Townsend, requiring for his next 
novel just the right tone of ingenuousness in love, spends 
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the summer taking notes on his tender passages with an 
ingenue . . . only to find that his ingenue is herself a 
novelist, and an old hand, at that, and that she has taken 
notes as industriously as he and has already brought out 
her book before he has his ready for the printer. But one 
such contretemps is not enough. The comedy becomes 
positively hilarious when Townsend, needing a rich wife, 
discovers that he has wooed and won the poor cousin of the 
heiress instead of the heiress herself . . . and then dis¬ 
covers that the poor cousin has accepted him because she 
took him for a wealthy friend, a man whose one passion in 
life is to be loved for himself and not his wealth. It is clear 
that Mr. Cabell is much more concerned with pattern than 
with plausibility. 

Of course we should not undertake to judge him by a 
standard of realism to which he does not subscribe. He has 
recently told us, in “These Restless Heads” (1932), how 
different were his own artistic aims from those of his con¬ 
temporaries. There is no doubt that he is in pursuit of 
truth as well as beauty. Only, the truth he seeks is not the 
truth of “life” so much as the essential truth of human na¬ 
ture. It is representative or “general” truth, as Aristotle 
calls it, the truth of poetry, which is “a more philosophical 
and a more serious thing than history, for poetry is chiefly 
conversant about general truth, history about particular.” 
In this contrast of functions, fiction has mostly ranged 
itself along with history, since it has gone in for the par¬ 
ticular, the documentary. But Mr. Cabell has thrown in 
his lot with poetry, which goes in for the general, the 
spiritual. It is this difference of aim that Mr. Burton 
Rascoe has in mind when he says, in his introduction to 
the revised edition of “Chivalry”: “We must accept the 
truth that Mr. Cabell is not a novelist in the common ac¬ 
ceptance of the term, but a historian of the human soul.” 
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In the matter of form, Mr. Cabell leaves little to be de¬ 
sired. Form is what one is aware of in him before all else, 
though not apart from substance. The form of his books is 
the form of his thought, which, however diversified it may 
be, and subtly shaded even at times to elusiveness, follows 
still a simple and unbroken line. Mr. Cabell has some¬ 
where said that every man’s story takes naturally the form 
of a journey. And that is generally the shape of his stories. 
Only, the journey is not into material space but into the 
ideal realm of Poictesme, and it follows ever the same in¬ 
variable cycle, back and forth between the visioned ideal 
and the disillusioning compromise. “For it is in this inade¬ 
quate flesh that each of us must serve his dream; and so, 
must fail in the dream’s service, and must parody that 
which he holds dearest.’’ 

There is never any question with Cabell of unassim¬ 
ilated philosophy. For the poet’s faculty never fails him of 
creating myths and symbols to body forth his thought. 
Such are the persons and events of his dream world. And 
while these may not have the material substance of a 
Michael Henchard in the corn market, they do have the 
poetic substance of an Endymion upon Latmos, ever pur¬ 
suing a supernal Cynthia only to fall back humanly on his 
Indian Maid. Thus we have in him, as I say, more light 
than heat. And this light is not the light of the sun, but 
the pale diffused illumination of the moon. Through every 
figure in his garden shines the pearly radiance of his moon 
of dreams. 
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F'OR dramatizing in the novel form a systematized moral 
philosophy, the palm must be given to Dostoevski. In 
many respects I do not think him as great a novelist as 
Tolstoy or Turgenev. He is a specialist in morbid psy¬ 
chology, and there is about all his books a sort of lurid 
nightmare atmosphere which, like that of Poe’s tales, is no 
doubt a fine artistic creation, but which corresponds only 
partially to the common daylight atmosphere of our gen¬ 
eral experience. He is not capable, like Tolstoy, of vary¬ 
ing the tone of “Macbeth” with that of “Twelfth Night” 
or “Henry the Fourth.” He has none of that command of 
the comedy of manners which in Tolstoy makes us think 
of Thackeray or Trollope. I think I have an inkling of 
what it was in Dostoevski which made Conrad so rabid 
against him. If Conrad did not like the fanaticism of Tol¬ 
stoy, how much less would he have liked the strange mysti¬ 
cal transvaluation of normal human values which so often 
is felt in Dostoesvki. 

Like Tolstoy’s, his moral philosophy is at root religious. 
It is infidelity that is at the bottom of the murders about 
which are woven the stories of “Crime and Punishment” 
(1866) and “The Brothers Karamazov” (1881). Both Ras¬ 
kolnikov and Ivan Karamazov have been infected with that 
atheism which, coming from western Europe, seems to 
have taken so much more virulently in holy Russia. They 
have fallen victim to the scientific materialism described 
by Father Paissv 
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“Remember, young man, unceasingly, that the science of tliis 
world, which has become a great power, has, especially in the 
last century, analyzed everything divine handed down to us in 
the holy books. After this cruel analysis tlie learned of diis 
world have nothing left of all that was sacred of old. But they 
have only analyzed the parts and overlooked the whole, and in¬ 
deed their blindness is marvellous.” 

With these young students their atheism is associated with 
a want of faith in human nature, which they believe to be 
radically cruel, scoundrelly, and corrupt. Dostoevski goes 
to great pains to make clear the actual cruelties and mis¬ 
eries existing in the world which have proved too much 
for the faith of these sensitive souls. And having lost their 
faith in God and the order of things, they arrive by logical 
deduction at the conclusion that for the infidel all things 
are lawful. 

In accordance with this logic, both Raskolnikov and 
Ivan Karamazov have erected for themselves a Nietzschean 
ideal of the overman. Raskolnikov, in “Crime and Punish¬ 
ment,” believes that, in order to prove himself such a 
man-god, he must commit a murder. Only by shedding 
blood in all coolness and deliberation can he rise from the 
class of ordinary slavish humans into that of the great free 
spirits like Napoleon. Incidentally he has many incite¬ 
ments to the crime. He is in extreme poverty, so that he 
cannot even pursue his university studies. He has only to 
put out of the way a mean and scoundrelly old woman—a 
good act in itself—and he will be able to save his sister 
from a degrading marriage, and in general to indulge his 
natural generosity. 

His crime is a great experiment in the new morality. 
Unfortunately, it does not succeed. He does not do it 
coolly; he is overcome with nervousness and confusion of 
mind, and fails to secure his victim’s money; he finds 
himself obliged to murder the old woman’s sister, an ex¬ 
cellent person, w^ho does not deserve to be put out of the 
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way. After the murder he is perpetually tortured by the 
fear of discovery. But worst of all, he is overcome with an 
intolerable sense of his isolation. He will never again be 
able to speak freely and naturally to any human being. 
He finds he has a loathing for every one. His beloved 
mother and sister come to Petersburg, but he can no longer 
take any pleasure in their society. Much as he loves them, 
he is obliged to torture them with his savage unsociability. 
He falls into a state of permanent hopelessness and despair. 
His spiritual isolation becomes intolerable. 

There is one beautiful and wretched soul to whom he 
is strangely attracted. This is Sonia, a poor girl who has 
been supporting her miserable family by the sole means 
open to her, prostitution. To her he confesses his crime, 
and that is already a great relief to him. But Sonia is a 
profoundly religious soul, and she believes that his only 
salvation is in confessing to the police and expiating his 
crime. His heart is hard; he does not yet believe that it 
is really a crime that he has committed; he holds out as 
long as possible against the suggestions of Sonia. But in 
the end he is driven to following them. He confesses to 
the police and is sent to Siberia for eight years. 

This is virtually the end of the story, but the sequel is 
briefly adumbrated in the Epilogue. Here we find Raskol¬ 
nikov in the penal colony a year and a half later. His heart 
is still hard. But his good angel has followed him to Siberia, 
where she gives up her life to charitable works. Occasion¬ 
ally Sonia and Raskolnikov see each other, and the love 
that springs up between them is a good augury for the 
future. This was the beginning of a new life for Raskol¬ 
nikov—a life which “would not be given him for nothing,” 
but “would cost him great striving, great suffering.” 

“That,” says Dostoevski, “might be the subject of a 
new story, but our present story is ended.” He did not un¬ 
dertake to tell that infinitely more difficult story. But what 
he did undertake, that he accomplished—the record of how 
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a man found it impossible to bear the spiritual isolation of 
crime, and how, accordingly, he was brought to the point 
where his spiritual regeneration might begin. 

I cannot imagine how a psychological experience of this 
magnitude could be more satisfactorily worked out in dra¬ 
matic form. The whole affair up to the Epilogue involves 
but nine days, if we count out the half a dozen days of 
the mere obliviousness of sickness and exhaustion: two 
days of preparation for the crime, the day of the crime, 
and six days leading up to the confession and surrender. 
Each of these days is crowded with the experiences of a 
soul, expressed in the form of sensations, incidents, acts, 
and dramatic confrontations. 

What we are everywhere concerned with is the states 
of mind of Raskolnikov. But they are never states of mind 
presented abstractly. They are almost always those of a 
man confronted with a present urgent problem; they are 
almost always provoked by and embodied in a dramatic 
site ition. During the three days leading to the crime, we 
are being prepared for this act by many specific incidents. 
The cruelty and scoundrelism of human nature is not for 
Raskolnikov the platonic abstraction of a disillusioned 
young man. It is pictorially forced upon him by the family 
life of drunken Marmeladov and, in particular, by the case 
of Marmeladov’s daughter Sonia. The reverberation of 
these things in his unconscious mind is vividly objectified 
in his terrible dream of the peasant who beats his mare to 
death. The need to save his sister from a degrading mar¬ 
riage is not something that he conceives in the abstract. It 
is urgently forced upon him by the immediate situation re¬ 
vealed in his mother’s letter. After his crime, the fear of 
discovery is rendered in scene after scene of desperate 
fencing with the officers of justice. Above all, the eflFects of 
his crime in cutting him off from the sweet intercourse of 
humanity are developed in great detail in the many scenes 
with his sister, his mother, and his friend Razumihin. It 
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would take much too long to set forth all the turns of the 
plot. The point is that we have here a highly complicated 
and at the same time close-knit plot, all devised for dis¬ 
playing the predicament of this lost soul, and that every 
incident does but give a further turn of the screw to his 
desperation. 

One feature only I will mention, and that is the char¬ 
acter of Svidrigailov. It illustrates so well Dostoevski’s un¬ 
failing instinct, whenever he has an abstract principle to 
develop, for inventing a real character to be its embodi¬ 
ment. Raskolnikov, his leading character, he wishes to be 
on the whole sympathetic to the reader. His very sensitive¬ 
ness of nature makes him all the more liable to an unlaith 
which is the measure of his sympathy for miserable hu¬ 
manity. The same thing is true of Ivan Karamazov. But in 
both cases Dostoevski wishes us to understand the pro¬ 
found moral ugliness implied in the man’s religious posi¬ 
tion; he wishes the man to understand it himself. And in 
each case he has used the same device for shadowing forth 
this necessary truth. For each of these men he has pro\ ided 
a kind of obscene double or shadow. For Ivan Karamazov 
it is Smerdyakov; for Raskolnikov it is Svidrigailov. 

Raskolnikov is a noble soul corrupted by a false philoso¬ 
phy. He has committed murder and theft, but there is 
nothing mean or sensual about him. Svidrigailov is, on the 
side of sensuality, what Raskolnikov is on the side of pride. 
He comes into Raskolnikov’s story because he has been the 
cause of great trouble to Raskolnikov’s sister, and now 
wishes to marry her. But the main purpose that he serves 
in developing the theme is to present to Raskolnikov a 
picture of what his theories might involve in a person 
whose weakness is for women. Raskolnikov abhors S\id- 
rigailov; he thinks him the vilest of the vile. But 
Svidrigailov knows that Raskolnikov is a murderer, and 
has therefore a certain moral advantage over him. And he 
seems always to be in his path. It is not an agreeable situa- 
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tion for Raskolnikov. It is as if another self, a viler self, 
were perpetually there to remind him how vile he is. 

The best of it is that Svidrigai'lov is a complete and inde¬ 
pendent character, with his own history and his own way 
of solving his problem—in his case, as in that of Smerdya- 
kov, it is by suicide. And, moreover, it is not Dostoevski 
who tells us that he has this kind of symbolical relation to 
Raskolnikov. We draw that conclusion without the least 
prompting by the author. So that if Svidrigailov is an im¬ 
portant factor in driving Raskolnikov to confession and 
jxpiation, this is but another reminder of how completely 
the philosophical theme is in this novel dramatized in the 
story. 


2 

The theme of “The Brothers Karamazov” is very similar 
to that of “Crime and Punishment.” Only, it is developed 
on more sides than in the other book. Instead of the one 
leading character, Raskolnikov, we have three brothers, 
each typifying a different attitude toward the fundamental 
spiritual question, a different state of grace. There is first 
Ivan, who has been so impressed with the senselessness and 
cruelty of human life that he rejects the God who has so 
ordered things. There is, at the other extreme, the true and 
simple believer, Alyosha, whose mind and life are pene¬ 
trated with the good in which he trusts. And between the 
two is Dmitri, at heart a believer but one in whom, almost 
without his knowing it, the doubt which is in the air he 
breathes has been working to corrupt him, making him 
unsure of himself, and turning him into an even wilder 
and more unbridled sensualist than he is by nature. 

Dmitri is really the central figure in the composition, 
and the climax comes with his arrest for the murder of 
his father. He knows he is not actually guilty of this 
crime; but he realizes that in his heart he did wish his fa¬ 
ther's death; he regards himself as a thief and a despicable 
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worm. What pride he had is completely broken down by 
the grilling he is put through by the police officers. And he 
begins to feel that it does not matter if he is condemned. 
Like so many of Dostoevski’s characters, he is persuaded 
of the salutary power of suffering, and he begins to look 
forward, as the means of his salvation, to the expiation of a 
crime he did not commit. 

I have given no indication of the complicated events 
which make up the plot of this book. Dostoevski here shows 
himself one of the great masters in the art of arousing curi¬ 
osity and maintaining suspense. He knows how to keep 
back his main facts and “release” them at just the right 
moment. Among other things, “The Brothers Karamazov” 
is a “murder mystery” so expertly conducted that by com¬ 
parison the contraptions of Messrs. Van Dyne and Wallace 
pale into insignificance. 

But, some one will say, the book is fundamentally senti¬ 
mental in its assumptions. The psychology may be con¬ 
sistent, but it is not true, it is mythical. What we have to 
do with is not intellectual or religious wrong-headedness 
but simply mania, simply this and that form of psychologi¬ 
cal perversion. On this point I am not able to judge. It is a 
question for the experts. What concerns me here is Dos¬ 
toevski’s art as a novelist. He has, at any rate, a philosophi¬ 
cal system which he holds in all sincerity in common with 
a good many people. And the important thing for us is that 
he has succeeded in bodying it forth magnificently in terms 
of individual character, speech, and action. 

Alyosha alone is a great dramatic creation, a personality 
of radiant beauty whom he has succeeded in making thor¬ 
oughly plausible, and whose simple goings back and fortli 
among the hideous circumstances of this story constitute a 
way of life worthy of our most serious thought. He is one 
who understands the human heart without despising it. 
He knows how to deal with the disease known as an “inferi¬ 
ority complex,” which in Russia seems to have raged with 
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particular virulence—witness Gorki’s recent novel, ‘‘By¬ 
stander.’’ He has a genius for getting along with children, 
whom he always treats precisely as if they were grown-ups, 
and thereby wins their confidence. It would be worth while 
studying in great detail Dostoevski’s handling of this char¬ 
acter. For in it he has accomplished that well-nigh impos¬ 
sible feat of making goodness as real and as interesting as 
evil. 

But it is the story of Dmitri that gives the best illustra¬ 
tion of how Dostoevski objectifies a thesis in moral philoso¬ 
phy. It is he who is driven by his undisciplined passions, 
his self-contempt, and his unsettlement of spirit, to a series 
of rash and scandalous acts which culminate in his being 
convicted of murder. It is he who, under the grilling of 
the police officers, has his pride so broken down that he is 
brought at length to a penitent and spiritually serious state 
of mind. It is he who, through the love and faith of Alyosha 
and Grushenka, is supported in his self-respect and his de¬ 
termination to maintain himself in a state of grace. 

His case is very similar to that of Raskolnikov. The dif¬ 
ference is that Dmitri, never having been so thoroughly 
corrupted by false doctrines as Raskolnikov, is more read¬ 
ily restored to his right mind. So that his spiritual history 
is carried much farther than that of Raskolnikov—and al¬ 
ways in the objective manner of fiction. And then, if we 
include the variant cases of Alyosha and Ivan, each at his 
own different point in the road of grace, we see that “The 
Brothers Karamazov” is a still more remarkable illustra¬ 
tion of the possibility of dramatizing philosophy. 

Of course, I might have chosen Tolstoy to illustrate this 
possibility. Or I might have chosen Turgenev or Gorki, 
writers whom many connoisseurs regard more highly than 
Dostoevski. It is certain that they are plainer realists than 
he, more simply presenting life under its familiar aspects, 
less given to warping it in the direction of their moral pre¬ 
dilections. My reason for choosing Dostoevski is twofold. 
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In the first place he gives better examples of a positive 
philosophical system worked out in the form of fiction. 
And then he is much more dramatic a writer, in several 
senses of the word “dramatic.” In any case he is the great 
builder of plots. And plot is one of the most obvious means 
of objectifying theme. He is the most remarkable of Rus¬ 
sian story-tellers, in the plain and simple sense of that 
word. And this being so, he is the best one to choose for 
showing how philosophy and story may go hand in hand. 
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^^EFORE leaving the subject of the philosophical novel, I 
wish to mention two other men, outside of Russia, who 
have undertaken large things in this line. And first Zola, 
who stands in such marked contrast to Dostoevski in his 
fundamental assumptions. It is to science that Zola looks as 
the hope of mankind, and the whole purport of his writing 
is to make prevail a materialistic interpretation of social 
phenomena. 

His “Lourdes” (1894) is a study of a prodigious manifes¬ 
tation which he had witnessed within his own lifetime, the 
return of the supernatural to the modern world. This was 
a challenge to Zola’s rationalism. And in his novel he un¬ 
dertakes to give a detailed account of one of the typical 
cures wrought by Our Lady of Lourdes, while at the same 
time bringing in a history of the city of pilgrimage, with 
especial emphasis on the simple sheep-girl to whom the Vir¬ 
gin made her hrst appearance in the year 1858. Along with 
all this, he wishes to work in a mass-view of the sufferings, 
horrors, heroisms, pieties, enthusiasms, and hypocrisies 
which are associated with such pilgrimages. He has chosen 
for his central character a young woman, Marie de Guer- 
saint, who has been a helpless cripple from girlhood, 
though the most modern physicians regard her as essen¬ 
tially a “nervous case.” 

But for his register of impressions he has chosen a skep¬ 
tic, the young Abbe Pierre, who has long been in love with 
Marie. Pierre has ceased to be a believer, but he goes to 
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Lourdes with Marie in hopes of seeing her cured and re¬ 
gaining his faith. Unfortunately, her cure does not convert 
him, for he does not regard it as a miracle. Nor does it re¬ 
store to him the object of his love; for Marie has made a 
vow to the Virgin that if she is cured she will never marry. 
So that Marie is a second time and doubly lost to Pierre. 
He can only console himself with the hope of a new religion 
that shall not be opposed to the natural life. 

This study of Lourdes is made in all seriousness, and 
with great sympathy even for opinions which Zola regards 
as mistaken. And the novel is constructed with a high de¬ 
gree of formal skill. The whole action covers but five days, 
the first day occupied widi the journey to Lourdes in the 
train blanc, the second, third, and fourth days with events 
at Lourdes, and the fifth with the return to Paris. To each 
day Zola gives a book. Each book is divided into five chap¬ 
ters, and in each case the fifth chapter is devoted to the 
history of Bernadette and Lourdes. An enormous amount 
of typical incident and character is massed around the cen¬ 
tral story of Marie and Pierre, and one cannot imagine 
more material concerning the pilgrimage, and more poign¬ 
antly human material, collected within the compass of a 
story which is a story. The intense personal interest of 
Pierre in the question of miraculous cures makes him an 
ideal emotional vehicle, and his special materialistic bias, 
along with his craving to believe in the supernatural, nat¬ 
urally makes him serve the purpose of Zola with the utmost 
nicety. And the case of Marie, still a young girl, and 
naturally so beautiful, hopelessly crippled and yet full of 
faith, is again ideally chosen to objectify the problem in the 
form of fiction. 

But for all this, 1 do not regard “Lourdes ” as one of die 
best of Zola’s novels. In spite of the emotions aroused by 
both Marie and Pierre they somehow fail to register thor¬ 
oughly as individuals. They cannot compare, as living 
characters, with Nana. Gervaise, Coupeau, le pere Bazouge, 
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or dozens of other creations of Zola in novels less ambi¬ 
tiously conceived. 

Of course I do not mean to suggest that the Rougon- 
Macquart series was not ambitiously conceived, and that, 
taken as a whole, it is not an impressive monument of social 
philosophy. Many of the individual novels of the series 
have their themes, or subjects, like other novels, and de¬ 
velop them with art and imagination. “L’Assommoir' and 
“Nana” are certainly among the most skilful and moving 
pieces of fiction I have ever read. Only I do not regard 
them as philosophical novels. The subject of “L’Assom- 
moir” (1878) is clearly stated in Zola's preface: 

I have wished to paint the fatal decline of a working-class 
family in the poisoned atmosphere of our faubourgs. In the 
wake of drunkenness and idleness follow a relaxing of family 
ties, the obscenities of promiscuity, the progressive loss of hon¬ 
est feelings, and then, for denouement, shame and death. It 
is simply moral causes in action. 

The subject of “Nana” (1880) is another aspect of the 
same theme. In each case, there is in the background the 
implication that society as a whole is to blame for the con¬ 
ditions that make possible creatures like Coupeau and 
Nana. But Zola is too wise an artist to suppose that he can 
develop these implications within the limits of a single 
novel; and what we have is in one case simply the degrada¬ 
tion following in .the wake of alcoholism and idleness, in 
the other the ruin and dissipation of fortunes attending on 
lust. These subjects are boldly conceived, conscientiously 
studied, and most humanly presented. The greatest struc¬ 
tural skill is shown in organizing the material around a 
series of occasions which follow out a plan of scenical narra¬ 
tive. Considered purely as novels, they are much better 
work than books like “Lourdes” and “V^rite” (1902). And 
one reason for this may be that they are so much more 
purely works of the imagination, that they undertake to 
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carry a much smaller load ot social theory. The others 
make by comparison the impression of being doctrinaire, 
and fail to rise into the class of masterpieces. So that, on the 
whole, Zola serves to show us once again the difficulties of 
making fiction the vehicle of philosophy. 


2 

My final example of the use of the novel as a vehicle for 
theory is the work of a contemporary author, Thomas 
Mann, and even a product of this-side-the-war, “The Magic 
Mountain” (“Der Zauberberg,” 1925). To this book I came 
with every prepossession in favor of its author. Books like 
“Buddenbrooks,” “Death in Venice,” “Tristan” had made 
me think that he was perhaps that one of living novelists 
who most perfectly suited my personal taste in quality and 
method. Above all, “Buddenbrooks” (1903), with its epic 
sweep in the representation of life through several genera¬ 
tions, its authoritative treatment of family life among the 
wealthy “bourgeoisie,” so parallel to the work of Mr. Gals¬ 
worthy, but having to my seeming so much more depth and 
mass and resonance. 

It was of Thomas Mann I thought when I wished to 
represent to myself what it was that seemed to me lacking 
in contemporary American fiction, and for which I can find 
no word but that one of strictly European connotations, 
“soul” {dme, Seele). I do not refer to that entity which it is 
the function of religion to save immortally, and I am far 
from meaning sentimentality. Thomas Mann is not a 
writer who specializes in sentimental characters, and still 
less does he interpret them in a sentimental way. What I 
have in mind may perhaps be denominated simply quality 
in personal experience, the sense on the part of the author 
of value in personality itself. It is this which gives what I 
have called resonance, which gives depth and a kind of 
bloom to the work of Continental writers such as do not 
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often characterize present-day novelists in England, and 
still less in America. 

This quality I find in almost any French writer of dis¬ 
tinction, whatever his rank in the scale of “greatness.” 1 
find it in Colette, in Mauriac, in Andre Gide. 1 find it in 
Russian writers of the Soviet age, in Gladkov, author of 
“Cement.” In Italy I find it in highest degree in Pirandello 
(for example in “II fu Mattia Pascal” and “Si Gira”). Al¬ 
most invariably I find it in Scandinavian writers, in Ham¬ 
sun, in Lagerlof, in Sigrid Undset. 

I do not find it in Aldous Huxley or in Sinclair Lewis. 
And in writers like Maurice Baring, Charles Morgan, and 
Hugh Walpole what I find is a sentimental substitute for 
it. The American writers who interest me most are some¬ 
times those who have the least suggestion of it. They are 
clever and smart and inventive no end, sophisticated as the 
devil, but they do not seem to invest the human personality 
with that sense of value in and for itself which comes so 
natural to any European writer. Of course there are excep¬ 
tions. There is Sherwood Anderson in “Winesburg Ohio” 
and “Poor White.” 

I do not know how to account for this lack in our con¬ 
temporary fiction of a quality which was formerly there in 
plenty (witness Hawthorne, Melville, Howells, James), un¬ 
less that somehow, for the moment, we are younger and 
cruder than we were; or else that we have been too strongly 
infected with English utilitarianism. However that may be, 
Thomas Mann is the author who most stands in my mind 
for the possession of this quality. Tragic and cruel as his 
picture of life may be, there is always in his treatment of 
character a sensitiveness, a feeling quality, as of one who 
realizes that he has to do with living creatures. And what 
could be a better equipment for the art of making charac¬ 
ters live? 

In “Buddenbrooks” that is all he undertakes to do. 
There is no philosophy to be found there, at least on the 
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surface. The book may imply some theory of cyclical rise 
and fall in the social organism. At any rate, there is no 
overt philosophical speculation. But “The Magic Moun¬ 
tain” is as full of philosophy as it can hold. There is page on 
page of exposition of scientific matters—physiology, em¬ 
bryology. There are hundreds of pages of overt discussion 
of matters political, religious, social. And there is, not quite 
so much on the surface, a subtle and elusive theme involv¬ 
ing a philosophy of personal conduct. 

The central theme of the book, if I rightly understand 
it, is that sickly disposition to turn one’s back on reality 
and retreat into some ivory tower of speculation, or, other¬ 
wise phrased, that will to death, which the author must have 
found to be a dominant feature of pre-war mentality. 

The leading character is a certain Hans Castorp, a young 
engineer from Hamburg. Before starting out on his profes¬ 
sional career, he will make a three weeks’ visit with a cousin 
who is taking a temporary cure at a famous hospital for 
consumptives at Davos Platz. So great is the power of sug¬ 
gestion, that Hans Castorp has not even stayed out his three 
weeks before he comes down with a bad cold, and before 
long he has been found to have certain rough spots (jeuchte 
Stellen) in his lungs. He is condemned to a several months’ 
stay at the sanatorium. 

The thing drags along, and the months extend them¬ 
selves to years. He gets the habit of this invalid life; he 
loses touch with the world down below; he gets absorbed 
in the endless business of “balancing his accounts” intel¬ 
lectually and spiritually; and it comes to pass that he loses 
track entirely of that time by which ordinary mortals meas¬ 
ure their experiences. As a matter of fact, he has been there 
seven years at the outbreak of the World War. This event 
it is that wakens him from his long sleep. He is one of the 
seven sleepers in the Magic Mountain roused at last by the 
tliunder-stroke. 

And what was he doing all those years in the Magic 
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Mountain? He was taking the rest-cure on his airy balcony, 
comfortably installed in a reclining-chair and wrapped up 
in excellent blankets which he had learned to wind about 
himself with expert skill. He was eating five hearty meals a 
day at the well-provided table, and recording his tempera¬ 
ture seven times a day. He was nursing his love for a mar¬ 
ried lady with Asiatic eyes and cheek-bones, with ill-kept 
finger-nails and a beautiful skin, who had the habit of slam¬ 
ming the glass door every time she came into the dining¬ 
room. 

But above all, he was “balancing his accounts.” In this 
he was helped by several interesting men—three men of 
striking personalities and decided opinions, who alternately 
swayed his mind. 

The first of these is Lodovico Settembrini, an Italian suf¬ 
fering from tuberculosis, a Freemason, a humanist, the 
descendant of patriots and rebels, a believer in the Reason 
of the eighteenth-century Enlightenment, member of an 
“International League for Organizing Progress.” Another 
is Herr Naphta. He is by origin a Jew, a Catholic and 
Jesuit by conversion and education. He believes in the 
dictatorship of the proletariat as the best means in our time 
for bringing about the salvation of men’s souls. He has a 
great theoretical contempt for the body, and is inclined to 
defend the methods of torture of the Inquisition as a means 
of purifying the spirit. He too is suffering from tuberculosis. 

Herr Naphta is a subtle and persuasive reasoner, and, 
like Herr Settembrini, is fond of arguing and making 
converts. And they often engage in passionate and in¬ 
terminable debates. Thomas Mann refrains conscientiously 
from intervening in these combats, and the reader is left 
to infer for himself how far he agrees with this or that one 
of the disputants. But in one matter he seems to weight 
the balance in favor of the Italian humanist. Herr Settem¬ 
brini is very much opposed to what he considers Naphta's 
cult of suffering and death. He is for life and action: and 
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if he were consulted, Castorp would long ago have given up 
his idle, self-indulgent ways. He seems to think Castorp’s 
illness is self-induced, and that he would do much better 
to return to the lower world. 

Neither Settembrini nor Naphta, however, quite has the 
secret of the riddle. In both of them there is lacking some¬ 
thing essential to a true philosophy of life. And this, I take 
it, is what the author undertook to supply in the person 
of Mynheer Peeperkorn. He is a Dutchman from Java, who 
has come to Davos badly attainted with tuberculosis and 
alcoholism. He is an elderly man of great stature, with face 
deeply and nobly lined and a beard to match. Every one 
instinctively feels him to be a great, a royal personality. 
And that in spite of his want of practical prudence, and the 
almost complete incoherence of his speech. In the end he 
commits suicide, in order to make way for Castorp with the 
woman he loves. Thus he puts an end to that Life of which 
he has been the prophet and devotee, and gives a demonstra¬ 
tion, perhaps of cowardice and morbidity, perhaps of the 
Love which he is evidently meant to symbolize. 

3 

The above outline will serve to show what an enormous 
freight of abstract thought is carried by this novel. But 
the beautiful thing is the high degree to which the thought 
is objectified in the story. Not story in the sense of incident 
and intrigue, for there is very little of these, infinitely less 
than in Dostoevski, less even than in Zola’s “Lourdes” or 
“Verity.” The principal action of the story is simply the 
battle over the soul of Hans Castorp. But this is sufficient, 
and the reason why it is sufficient is that Thomas Mann has 
such a prodigious, such an exhaustless faculty for giving 
life to tlie creatures of his imagination. He is simply in¬ 
capable of inventing a character who shall be the mere 
moutlipiece of an idea—as we may say of Marie de Guer- 
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saint and the Abb^ Pierre. There is not a single one ot the 
major or minor characters of “The Magic Mountain” who 
has not his own unmistakable and unforgettable per¬ 
sonality. 

To begin with, he has imagined them to the least detail 
in their looks and dress, their several habitats, as we may 
say, their idiosyncrasies of speech. There is the crisp and 
alarming manner of Fraulein von Mylendonk, the ugly 
head nurse, with the enormous sty, who is called in to see 
Hans Castorp because he has “caught cold.” Catching cold 
is something not in favor at this sanatorium. Nothing short 
of a rough spot in the lungs is worth the attention either 
of patient or doctor, and they all look with the same air of 
mingled suspicion, indignation, and superiority on any 
one who announces he has a cold—that air of suggesting 
that he must be out of his mind if he thinks there can 
be such a thing as a mere cold in a tuberculosis sanatorium. 
So when Fraulein von Mylendonk comes to see Hans Cas¬ 
torp, and he says he has a cold, she soon puts him in his 
place, if only by her way of asking, “What sort of a cold 
is that?” and by her further questions. 

“Do you often have colds? Didn't your cousin also often have 
such colds? How old are you then? Twenty-four. It goes with 
)our age. And now you come up here and catch cold . . . ? 
We have no call to speak here of a cold, honored manchild; 
that is simply some of the nonsense of the people down there 
{das ist so ein Schnickscknack von unten).’* She had a formi¬ 
dable, a frightening way of uttering this word Schnickschnack. 
“You have the most beautiful case of laryngitis, 1 agree to that; 
that is perfectly clear to the naked eye. . . . But laryngitis 
doesn’t come from a chill; it comes from an infection to which 
one is susceptible; and the only question is whether we have 
before us a benign infection or a somewhat malign one—every¬ 
thing else is Schnickschnack. ... It is possible indeed that 
your susceptibility leans more towards the benign,” she said, 
and looked at him close with her ugly sty, he knew not how. 
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“Here you have a harmless antiseptic. May possibly do you 
good." And she drew a little parcel out of the black leather 
bag that hung at her girdle, and laid it on the table. It was 
formamint. “Besides, you look excited, as if you had a tem¬ 
perature." And she did not cease looking him hard in the face, 
but ever somewhat askance. “Have you taken your tempera¬ 
ture?" 

He said no. 

“Why not?" she asked, and left her underlip shoved out on 
a slant. . . . 

He couldn’t say a word. The good fellow was still so young 
he had kept the dumbness of a schoolboy, who stands beside his 
scat, knows nothing, and keeps still. 

“Don’t you ever take your temperature then?" 

“Why yes, Frau Oberin. When I have a fever." 

“My dear man, one first takes one’s temperature to find out 
whether one has fever. And at present, in your opinion, you 
have none?" 

“I don’t know, Frau Oberin; I can’t be sure. Ever since I 
came up here I have been a bit hot and shivery." 

“AhaI And where do you keep your thermometer?" 

“1 haven’t any with me, Frau Oberin. I just came here on a 
visit; I'm perfectly well." 

“SchnickschnackI Did you send for me because you were per¬ 
fectly well?" 

“Well no," he laughed politely, “but because 1 had taken 
a slight—" 

“A slight cold. Such colds have frequently come to our notice. 
Here!" she said, and fished again in her bag, bringing to light 
two longish leather boxes, a black one and a red one, which 
she likewise laid on the table. “This one here costs three-francs- 
fifty, and this one five francs. Naturally you would do better to 
take the one at five francs. That will last you all your life if you 
take proper care of it." 

The clinical side of sanatorium life is handled, my pro¬ 
fessional friends assure me, with competence and thorough¬ 
ness. What a layman can answer for is the visibility, as I 
may call it, the complete realizing for the imagination of 
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the details of the history. There are certain features of per¬ 
son and object which are notable instances of the writer’s 
power of giving human significance to physical detail. Much 
has been made by critics of Charles Bovary’s hat so meticu¬ 
lously described by Flaubert as rendering objectively the 
character of that school-boy. Quite in a class with this are 
the descriptions of Frau Chauchat as seen by Hans Castorp 
during Dr. Krokowski’s Freudian lecture. As it chanced, he 
sat directly behind her. She “sat slouching and hunched up; 
her back was round, she let her shoulders slump forward; 
and more than that, her head was shoved forward, so that 
her vertebrae stuck out above the neck of her white blouse.” 
As the lecture goes on Castorp is greatly distracted by her 
hand and arm as she fusses with her back hair. 

It was oppressive to have that hand so close to one’s eyes— 
one must look at it whether or not one wanted to, and study 
it in all its human defects, as if one had them under a mag¬ 
nifying glass. No, there was certainly nothing aristocratic about 
it, this pudgy schoolgirl’s hand, with the finger-nails cut ofF 
anyhow—one could not even be sure whether her knuckles were 
perfectly clean, and the skin around the nails was gnawed 
close, there could be no doubt about that. Hans Castorp made 
a wry mouth, but his eyes stayed riveted to Madame Chauchat's 
hand, and an indefinite half-thought went through his head 
about what Dr. Krokowski had said of the bourgeois resistances 
which opposed themselves to the working of love. . . . More 
beautiful was the arm, this soft arm bent round behind her 
head, and which was scarcely clothed, for the stuff of her sleeves 
was thinner than that of the blouse—the lightest gauze it was, 
so that the arm thereby took on a certain misty luminosity, and 
would clearly have been less attractive if it had been entirely 
without covering. It was at the same time tender and plump— 
and cool too, so far as one could judge. Where that arm was con¬ 
cerned, there could certainly be no question of bourgeois re¬ 
sistances. 

Hans Castorp went on dreaming, with his gaze fixed on Frau 
Chauchat’s arm. How women dressed! They displayed this and 
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that part of neck and bosom, they brightened their arms with 
transparent gauze . . . And that they did all over the world, 
in order to arouse our passionate desire. Good God, but life 
was beautiful. It was beautiful precisely because of that de¬ 
liberateness with which women made themselves desirable by 
their way of dressing—for deliberate it was, and so generally 
understood and above-board that you hardly even thought 
about it, and let it please you unconsciously and without any 
fuss. But one ought to think about it, said Hans Castorp to him¬ 
self, in order rightly to enjoy life and realise that it was a blessed 
and at bottom almost fairy-like contrivance. To be sure, it was 
for a definite purpose that women might dress in such a fairy¬ 
like and blessed way, without violating propriety; it was a ques¬ 
tion of the next generation, of the reproduction of the race of 
men. Oh yes! But what if the lady had some organic disease, so 
that she was not capable of motherhood—what then? Was there 
any sense in wearing sleeves to make men desirous of their 
bodies—their diseased bodies? That obviously made no sense, 
and ought to be considered indecent and be forbidden by law. 

4 

The most minute material documentation is consistent 
in Mann with our confident assurance that we are never 
stopping on the surface of things. In this respect I find 
him superior to Zola—not to speak of Zola’s American 
counterpart, Mr. Dreiser—and that without yielding to 
any one in my admiration for performances like “L’Assom- 
moir.” I am speaking now of that art by w^hich infallibly 
tlie objective detail is made to render the individual quality 
of scene or character, and translates itself directly into what 
we may call spiritual values. It is in this art that Thomas 
Mann is such an unusual figure. 

He is a writer, for one thing, who takes his time. The 
passage I have just cited is an example of his use of the 
“close-up.” The classic French naturalist would consider 
that too much was made of Frau Chauchat’s hand and arm. 
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that they should have been left to speak for themselves in 
their own hard, sharp, objective manner. But, then, it 
would scarcely occur to a French naturalist to handle a 
subject so simple, shy, and elusive as the mind of Hans 
Castorp. The hand and arm of Frau Chauchat—typical 
of everything at variance with his German and Occidental 
notions of a civilized and orderly life, and yet so strangely 
fascinating to him—these physical details are part and 
parcel of Castorp’s moral problem and the “balancing of 
accounts” in which he is occupied at Davos Platz. And the 
tempo in their description is made to correspond to that 
of his spiritual process. 

Mann is one of those rare writers who can afford to take 
his time and to make much of apparently small details. 
That is because he is so substantial, and in two directions— 
in that of objective detail and in that of subjective discrimi¬ 
nation. He is so much of a scientist, and he is so much of a 
philosopher. He is a profound and humane writer because 
he reveals beneath every external appearance that animat¬ 
ing essence which makes of each human being something 
so much more than a differentiated mass of protoplasm. It 
is almost as if he did this in spite of himself. His characters 
are representative types—they all stand for something in 
his philosophical scheme. But he cannot leave them there. 
Once he sets them on their feet as persons, they begin to 
act like persons, and he could not stop them if he would. 

All this means creative imagination in a high degree. 
And it means something more, and something perhaps even 
rarer. What it comes down to in the last analysis is the 
extraordinary humaneness of the man. This writer has 
wisdom and ripeness of understanding far beyond those of 
the average successful novelist. And that brings me to his 
personal style, which is the intimate language of his wisdom. 

Perhaps the outstanding feature of his style is its simpli¬ 
city. He has none of the smartness that characterizes so 
much of the most interesting contemporary fiction in the 
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English language. He seems to have more faith in his sub¬ 
ject, more confidence in his power to get his effects with¬ 
out facetiousness or straining at cleverness. He takes his 
characters seriously. It is true that he sees all round them. 
But he also sees deeply enough into them to know they 
are more than Babbitts, more than musical motifs in a 
philosophical counterpoint. 

He has that supersophistication which brings the wisest 
men back to the conception of value. Thomas Mann is 
perhaps in our day the novelist most conscious of those 
spiritual essences which our mathematicians and physicists 
are laboring to bring back to a mechanical and materialistic 
world. He knows as well as any one what frail wisps and 
motes we are on the shoreless tides of destiny. But he thinks 
no less of us for that. He is “humanist” enough to realize 
that values are ideal entities, and that the human mind is 
all there is to furnish a gage of human values. 

Hans Castorp he means for a type of the ordinary serious, 
bewildered intellectual dilettante of the pre-war period. A 
German of course. The German author is fully conscious 
of the Teutonic mentality of his hero, and goes to some 
lengths to bring his German quality into relief. None but 
a German could ha\’e been so grave and thorough in his re¬ 
searches, so easily impressed with learning, and so invet- 
erately metaphysical. There is nothing extraordinary about 
him except his seriousness and tenacity. He means infinitely 
well and goes far astray. He loses touch with reality and 
with humanity. But his heart is sound, and the author brings 
him back in the end to those contacts through which he 
may be fulfilled. He is a most amusing character, and more 
likable than he is amusing. It is with a mild, enveloping, 
insinuating, and ever discreet humor that the author un¬ 
folds his somewhat pathetic story. 

If there is one thing more beautifully “done” than an¬ 
other in the book, it is those earlier chapters in which he 
shows him falling into the trap of invalidism and the sana- 
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torium mentality; growing hourly more nervous under the 
polite insinuations of the doctors and nurses; alarmed by 
the nosebleed that comes upon him in his mountain walk; 
taking the rest-cure on his balcony and falling under the 
spell of reclining-chairs and peaceful hours, wrapped up 
in woolen blankets. The first serious intimation that all 
was not going well with him was the loss of his power of 
enjoying tobacco. 

Nothing could be more delicious than Hans Castorp’s 
eloquent connoisseurship on the subject of cigars and his 
bewildered reflections over the fact that he can no longer 
take a real pleasure in his favorite Maria Mancini. It is 
one of those material details that in the hands of a master 
serve to render the very idiosyncrasy of a man. And it brings 
us back to the moral of our discussion, which is this: what 
an enormous amount of discursive philosophy can be con¬ 
veyed in the form of fiction if the writer has the genius of 
Thomas Mann for “dramatizing” it, for rendering it in the 
proper terms of story. 




PART TWO: THE DRAMATIC IDEAL 

When any extraordinary scene presents itself 
(as we trust will often be the case), we shall spare 
no pains nor paper to open it at large to our 
reader; but if whole years should pass without 
producing anything worthy his notice, we shall 
not be afraid of a chasm in our history: but shall 
hasten on to matters of consequence, and leave 
such periods of time totally unobserved. 

—Henry Fielding: “The History of 
Tom Jones, a Foundling” 
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TOWARD THE WELL-MADE NOVEL 


In the writing of fiction, particularly since about 1885, 
there has been a growing preoccupation with form. It began 
perhaps with the short story, but it soon spread to the 
novel, and it is this movement which gave rise to what 
I call the well-made novel—the novel that prides itself upon 
its neatness of construction. The well-made novel need not 
be the great novel, any more than the well-dressed man 
need be the great man; nor need the great novel be the well- 
made novel. Many of the novels that best deserve the adjec¬ 
tive “well-made” are the products of weak imaginations or 
flimsy brains; and it may turn out that extreme preoccupa¬ 
tion with technique has been the accompaniment of a 
decadent tendency in art. The emphasis on form may be 
exaggerated, with a corresponding loss in vitality. Never¬ 
theless the considerations which have produced the well- 
made novel are real artistic considerations; the preoccupa¬ 
tion with form will certainly tend to good art, provided it 
is not allowed to occupy the whole field. It is not the cause 
of decadence, nor is it even the symptom of decadence, ex¬ 
cept in so far as it is exaggerated and exclusive. 

Romance and realism have both made their contribu¬ 
tions to the ideal of the well-made novel, though neither 
romancer nor realist is necessarily bound to that ideal. 
The realist is concerned to give a serious picture of life; 
he is the scientist in fiction; and he may be so dominated 
by his love of detail or by the disposition to ride his hob¬ 
bies, that he may largely neglect to make his story shapely 
or even telling. The romancer may lose himself in mysteries, 
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in exciting adventure, in the complications of plot, and 
leave the design to take care of itself and the situations to 
make themselves interesting by their own inherent force. 
But when the romancer begins to consider nicely the means 
by which he can produce illusion, maintain suspense, and 
lead the reader on by due degrees from one level of curios¬ 
ity to another; when he begins to ask himself how an im¬ 
probable story can be made to seem as real as everyday life, 
he has started in the path of the well-made novel. And 
when the realist is concerned more for the choice and rel¬ 
evance of details than for the mere assembling of them; 
when he begins to consider his story in the light of a sub¬ 
ject which gives pattern and significance to his material— 
then he is moving in the direction of the well-made novel. 

The nineteenth-century realist, under the influence of 
his scientific ideal, may wish to give a full and compre¬ 
hensive view of human society, like Balzac in his Comedie 
Humaine, or to bring the greatest possible amount of evi¬ 
dence to establish some social theory, like Zola in his 
Rougon-Macquart series. But it is equally a scientific ideal 
which leads him, in any one book, to limit his matter so as 
to give a thorough study to the particular subject treated. 
It is here that the scientific and esthetic ideals are identical, 
both making for unity, simplicity, precision of outline. 

Among the theorists of realism, the one who has prob¬ 
ably given the best account of how the realistic ideal af¬ 
fects the organization of matter in a novel, is Guy de 
Maupassant, in his famous preface to ‘‘Pierre et Jean” 
(1887). He is really grounding his apology for the realists 
in fundamental principles of art in general. Seldom or 
never, in a discussion of the novel, had any English critic 
employed terms which so brought this bourgeois form of 
writing into relation to other forms of art. 

Life [he says, for example] leaves everything on the same 
scale; it crowds facts together or drags them out indefinitely. 
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Art, on the contrary, consists in using precautions and mak¬ 
ing preparations, in contriving artful and imperceptible transi¬ 
tions, in bringing the essential events into full light, by simple 
ingenuity of composition, and giving to all others the degree 
of relief suited to their importance, so as to produce a profound 
sense of the special truth which one wishes to exhibit. 

Thus Maupassant insists that the principles of selection 
and arrangement apply to the realistic novel as well as to 
any other form of art. But he has also a good deal to say 
of the features which distinguish the serious, the realistic 
work from ordinary fiction, which has no other object than 
to help pass the time agreeably. For example: 

The novelist who professes to give us an exact representation 
of life ought to avoid with care any linking together of events 
which might appear exceptional. His aim is not to tell a story, 
to entertain us or touch our hearts, but to force us to think and 
understand the deep and hidden significance of events. ... In¬ 
stead of contriving an adventure and unfolding it in such a 
way as to keep up the interest to the end, he will take his charac¬ 
ter or characters at a certain period of their lives and conduct 
them, by natural transitions, to the following period. In this 
way he will show us, it may be, how character is influenced and 
altered by surrounding circumstances; it may be, how the senti¬ 
ments and passions develop, how people love, how they hate, 
what struggles are going on in all social conditions . . . 

The artfulness of his plan is not to be found, then, in emo¬ 
tional effects or charm of writing, in an attractive beginning 
or a moving catastrophe, but in the skilful massing of little 
insistent details which will serv^e to bring out the essential 
meaning of his work. If in three hundred pages he compasses 
ten years of a life, in order to show what, in the midst of all 
the beings who surround it, has been its special and characteris¬ 
tic significance, he must know how to eliminate, out of the 
innumerable little daily events, such as do not subserve his 
intention, and to show in high relief, in a special way, all 
those which might pass unnoticed by less acute observers, and 
which give to the book its importance and its effect as a whole. 
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It is easy to see that such a method of composition, so dif¬ 
ferent from the old, obvious procedure, often baffles the critics, 
who cannot discern all the fine, secret, almost invisible threads 
employed by certain modern artists in place of the single larger 
thread called the Plot. 

So writes the author of “Une Vie” (1883) and “Fort 
Comme la Mort” (1889). So one would write en plein 
Paris, in the age of Manet, Renoir, Cezanne, when it came 
perfectly natural to treat the novel as an art form like any 
other. In much the same spirit, and out of the same artistic 
background, George Moore wrote in English his “Confes¬ 
sions of a Young Man” (1886)—a much neglected book 
which had in Walter Pater at least one distinguished and 
admiring reader. Meantime, we must bear in mind that to 
most readers and to most writers it does not occur to take 
this severe esthetic view of what they regard as simply a 
superior form of amusement. 

2 

The novelist as novelist is concerned chiefly to provide 
as much entertainment as possible, and is pledged to every 
device for procuring variety, surprise, and sentimental grati¬ 
fication to the reader. The greatest of all masters in this 
art is Dickens. No one has ever brought together in one 
story so much of the interest of plot, character, and setting, 
together with the sentimental interest of the love-story. 
And in all these elements the concern is not that of the 
realist, to study and understand, but that of the story¬ 
teller pure and simple, to strike the imagination, to hold 
the attention, to entertain. The plot is conceived of not as 
a representative sequence of events throwing light on char¬ 
acter and guided by the logic of cause and effect in human 
conduct, though all due attention is given to making things 
reasonably plausible. The plot is a tissue of mysteries and 
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complications, in which the largest possible number of per¬ 
sons are implicated. 

The plot of “Bleak House” (1852-53), concerning the 
relationship of Esther Summerson and Lady Dedlock, and 
the identity of the copying-clerk who died in Mr. Krook's 
rag-and-bottle shop—which might well have been un¬ 
raveled by the lawyer, Mr. Tulkinghorn, with a mini¬ 
mum use of minor characters—is most ingeniously handled 
so as to bring in group after group of persons, who serve to 
heighten the sense of mystery and the delicious sense of 
complication. There is Mr. Guppy of Kenge and Carboy, 
who observes the striking resemblance of Lady Dedlock 
in her portrait to Esther Summerson, who plans to marry 
Esther on guessing of her high connections, who brings in 
his friend Jobling to watch old Krook and try to get pos¬ 
session of the lost letters, and is brought into connection 
with Tulkinghorn, with the Smallweeds, with Jo the 
crossing-sweeper, etc. There is Jo the crossing-sweeper, who 
guided the veiled lady to the burying-ground of the dead 
clerk, who brings in the brickmakers’ wives, the Snagsbys, 
the Chadbands, Mr. George of the shooting-gallery, and 
several other groups, as well as connecting up with Esther 
and her guardian. 

There are a score or more little worlds of people like 
wheels in a watch, each one interlocking more or less with 
every other one. This is of the very essence of a romantic 
plot, and the fact of these varied and surprising relations 
of people apparently so alien to one another makes its own 
strong appeal to the imagination. Turning the rich morsel 
under his tongue, the author says: 

What connexion can there be between the place in Lincoln¬ 
shire, the house in town, the Mercury in powder, and the 
whereabouts of Jo the outlaw with the broom, who had that 
distant ray of light upon him when he swept the churchyard- 
step? What connexion can there have been between many 
people in the innumerable histories of this world, who, from 
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opposite sides of great gulfs, have, nevertheless, been very curi¬ 
ously brought togetherl 

The sentimental interest I have listed separately. The 
clearing up of the mysteries is one thing. The love-story is 
another. Here all that is required is that we should be fond 
of the heroine, and should maintain undisturbed our con¬ 
fidence in the rightness of her emotions. The love-story 
is, in Dickens, as in his master Smollett, the merest tribute 
to the taste of the reader. The story of the chancery wards 
is mainly the means of bringing in a large number of char¬ 
acters that are picturesque and amusing on their own ac¬ 
count. They are plausibly enough brought in, but they 
have no real function to serve, and once they appear on 
the scene they proceed to occupy the center of the stage. 
They are not drawn to scale; there is no principle of per¬ 
spective; the aim is to fill up all the available space. 

Each type is more eccentric than the last; and the reader, 
while he cannot deny that people as droll as these may be 
met with any day, knows that so many droll people never 
came within any one’s normal experience. The items may 
be taken from life, but life is not made up of any such 
assemblage of items. And, above all, the droll and jolly 
items do not bulk so large in the perspective of anybody’s 
life. This is, together with the sheer genius of Dickens as a 
draftsman, the reason why his books are such a refresh¬ 
ment to the tired mind, why we lose ourselves as delight¬ 
fully in them as in records of travels among cannibals and 
coral isles. They are fairy-stories for grown-up children. 

But, some one will say, why do you leave out of account 
the serious purpose of Dickens? Did he not set out to cor¬ 
rect abuses? And are not Dotheboys Hall, the poorhouse 
system, the prisons, the Court of Chancery, subjects for the 
study of the realist? 

Well, I have no doubt that Dickens was glad enough to 
influence public opinion in regard to certain social sores; 
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and certainly the showing up of these abuses must have 
given him and his reader the sense that they were serious 
people combining artistic gratification with the better¬ 
ment of the world, and not mere children at a puppet show. 
It is also true, in the case of the Chancery Court, that 
Dickens has used this sinister and half-mythological entity 
as a sort of sun around which revolve the myriad planets 
with their satellites that make up the dramatis personae 
of “Bleak House,” and so ha^ given to the complicated 
story a design other than that of the plot itself. This 
is certainly a device making for artistic effect. Crazy little 
Miss Flite, with her caged symbolic birds, which she in¬ 
tends to free when her judgment is finally given; old 
drunken Krook, the “Lord Chancellor,” who dies, again 
symbolically, of spontaneous combustion; the dark places, 
the fog, the mud, Tom-all-Alone’s, disease and death—all 
these are fine themes for the grotesque poetry and theatrical 
chiaroscuro of which Dickens is such a master. But it is 
obviously the grotesque poetry and theatrical chiaroscuro 
that are the aim of Dickens, and not either that semblance 
of truth or that inner coherence of truth which we name 
realism. 

The great principle of composition with Dickens is that 
of alternation. We have in “Bleak House” Esther Sum- 
merson’s story giving place, every two or three chapters, 
to those parts of the action that go on outside the knowl¬ 
edge of Esther. And within each of these main movements, 
there is a constant change of scene and world, with ever 
varying color and tone. We pass from the life of the cousins 
at Bleak House to the fantastic menage of the Jellybys or 
the Turveydrops, and then to the sinister glooms and mad¬ 
ness of the rag-and-bottle shop, and back to pleasant Bleak 
House, and childish Skimpole, and thence to the pious 
ministrations of Mr. Chadband at the Snagsbys, or the 
picturesque interior of George’s shooting-gallery. Each 
group of characters, and each peculiar setting, comes back 
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again and again with its familiar features, following im¬ 
mediately upon the contrasted familiar features of some 
other group and setting. 

To the author each scene is worth exactly as much as he 
can get out of it, without reference to any value it may 
have for the development of a theme. The only theme one 
can discover running through these myriad changes of 
scene is that of the odd contrasts and piquant variety of 
human experience. There js not much more here in the 
way of an artistic principle than in the vaudeville show, or 
the moving picture, in which we pass swiftly and frequently 
from one aspect of a situation to another. Every shift is a 
fillip to the sluggish imagination. 

Dickens, then, is the classic example of the novelist pure 
and simple, and unaffected by the preoccupations of real¬ 
ism. The preoccupations of realism often show themselves 
in the reduction of plot to a minimum and the substitution 
of an interest in character for the mere exploitation of char¬ 
acters. And these changes follow naturally from the realist’s 
aim of making a serious study of a subject—human nature 
in some limited phase. The realist is interested not in the 
odd and thrilling situations arising from the discovery of 
lost wills, disguised relationships and identities, or from a 
tissue of coincidences beyond all normal likelihood. He is 
interested in the typical reactions of human nature in typi¬ 
cal circumstances, in the logical sequence of moral conduct, 
in the way in which human beings meet the test of life. 

Nor is the realist concerned to bring upon the scene a 
large number of characters interesting for their peculiari¬ 
ties and work them for all they are worth. His business is 
to present as many characters as naturally belong to the 
human experience he has chosen for his subject, and to 
develop each character just so far as necessary to illustrate 
fully the significant elements of that experience. He may 
have a very large number of characters, but their relative 
importance is thoughtfully gaged and each one allotted the 
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proper space and emphasis. And, generally speaking, his 
subject does not require anything like the enormous num¬ 
ber of people presented by Dickens, whose motto is 
‘Tlenty.’' 


I^eorge Eliot was a very serious realist in her intent ion; 
and while, in “Felix Holt” and “Middlemarch,” for eg^ 
ample, she yields somewhat to the Victorian t^ste for mys¬ 
teries in the background, this element is considerably re¬ 
duced in amount and importance, even in those books, 
while in “Adam Bede” and “The Mill on the Floss” the 


plot depends on no such artificial and mechanical devices. 
The plot in those best of her novels, and almost altogether 
in “Middlemarch” too, for that matter, consists of a work¬ 
ing out of the reactions of the characters to situations which 
are largely of their own creation. The question for the char¬ 
acters is not, as it so often is in Dickens, what is going to 
happen next? or what is the meaning of this mysterious 
circumstance? but—how shall we meet the challenge of this 
situation? 


So that one feels strongly in her books that moral tension 
Which is so large a part of the experience of any conscien¬ 
tious person, and which in a work of fiction does so much 
to give us the impression of reality. The author makes a 
serious attempt to show how this tension brings out the 
characteristic strength and weakness of each person. And 
the most striking characters are those which carry the major 
roles, the Maggie Tullivers and Dorothea Brookes and 
Adam Bedes and Philip Wakems—not, as in Dickens, the 
Sairey Gamps, the Pecksniffs, the Sammie Wellers. / 

/ It is true that the second-line characters in George Eliot 
are often very delightful creations, and Mrs. Poyser, Caleb 
Garth, old Tulliver, and the Dodsons make a considerable 
showing in her landscape. But these figures have a very 
important function to play in the studv of character which 
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is the aim of George Eliot. They represent the solid struc¬ 
ture of society, and first of all the family, which is so con¬ 
stant an element in the problem of the major characters— 
the mothers and fathers, the aunts and uncles, who are a 
responsibility, a steadying influence, the perpetual re¬ 
minder of a common interest which must be taken into ac¬ 
count by the young man or woman seeking his own good. 

None of these characters occupies an appreciably larger 
place in the novels than he does occupy in the social scheme 
of George Eliot. And it is to be specially observed that, 
while they are developed at considerable length in the 
opening parts of the story, they do not continue to make 
those regular appearances and to hold the center of the 
stage when the mam action is well under way, like many 
characters in Dickens who have nothing more to justify 
their return than that we already know them well and look 
forward to the same droll antics and remarks in which they 
have all along indulged. And so we have much more the 
impression in George Eliot of an action and a world of 
people limited by the subject chosen, with each detail given 
a stre^ proportionate to its significance in relation to the 
subjecu 

This is much more striking in some of the French realists, 
who owed no allegiance to the English ideals of plot and 
humor, and who, by long national traditions, were more in¬ 
clined to simplification of theme in any work of art. Thus 
in Flaubert’s “Madame Bovary” (1857), there is a still 
greater reduction in the number of characters, and es¬ 
pecially of such as are presented in any detail. There are 
no secondary groups of characters with plots interlocking 
with the main one. The theme is the tragic love-life of a 
woman who has grown up on a diet of sentimental dreams 
all out of relation to the actualities and obligations of life. 
The center of interest is Emma Bovary, and her desperate 
attempt to find in love-affairs that life of passion and senti¬ 
ment which she does not know how to find in her own 
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home. The bulk of the story then is concerned with her 
love-affairs with Rodolphe and Leon. The only other per¬ 
sons who are given any prominence in the story are her 
father, in whose farm-house the young girl dwells as an 
alien, her imagination all occupied with her factitious 
dream world; Monsieur Homais, the enterprising and un¬ 
scrupulous apothecary, who serves for the chief representa¬ 
tive of provincial life and a foil for the simple virtues of 
Emma’s husband; and the husband himself, Charles Bovary, 
the country doctor, who has not the remotest notion of the 
romantic world in which his wife’s soul moves, who goes 
about his business conscientiously, who does his best to 
provide his dearly loved Emma with comforts and luxuries 
and to make her happy, but who can do nothing that will 
please her. 

The story begins with Charles Bovary, and it ends with 
him; tor we are to be shown the misery and ruin caused 
by her selfish sentimentalism and the tragic devotion of 
real love in a person who lives in the world of realities. 
But this is merely the framework of the picture; the picture 
itself is the portrait of the sentimental woman. The story 
of her romantic infatuation, and the resultant financial en¬ 
tanglements, which drive her to shame, despair, and suicide, 
moves with a steady and terrible movement never equaled 
in English fiction of that day, which would not give itself 
up to the simple and tragical logic of its theme. 

4 

Closely associated in Paris with Flaubert and the other 
giants of French naturalism—Zola, Daudet, and Edmond 
de Goncourt—was the Russian, Turgenev. His work fur¬ 
nishes many examples of the simplification of form pro¬ 
duced by the realist ideal, and was greatly admired by Eng¬ 
lish and American writers, among them Howells and 
James. What James admired in Turgenev was his emphasis 
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on character rather than plot, his choice of characters who 
were “morally interesting,“ and, in the planning of his 
work, his way of proceeding from character to action. 
James wrote in 1884: 

The germ of a story with him was never an affair of plot— 
that was the last thing he thought of; it was the representation 
of certain persons. The first form in which a tale appeared to* 
him was as the figure of one individual, or a combination of 
individuals, whom he wished to see in action, being sure that 
such people must do something very special and interesting. 

. . . With this material in his hand he was able to proceed;, 
the story all lay in the question. What shall I make them do? 

Perhaps James did not sufficiently take into account what 
lay back of Turgenev’s choice of characters and may be 
said to have preceded it in the evolution of his work. Gen¬ 
erally speaking, in his best novels, it was a broad social 
theme to which the charaters were pertinent, and it is this 
which gives form to his work. For example, in “Fathers- 
and Sons” (1862), the general theme is a contrast between 
the temper and outlook of two successive generations of 
Russians. On the one hand were the older men, liberal and 
well-meaning, but dominated by genteel and sentimental 
considerations. On the other hand was the rising genera¬ 
tion of intellectuals, hard-boiled and ruthless in their at¬ 
titude toward all that their elders held precious, not to be¬ 
taken in by phrases and romantic ideals, and dominated 
by the positivist notions of physical science in their inter¬ 
pretation of social problems. 

Turgenev is said to have been the first to use, in this 
novel, the term “nihilist” in reference to these precursors 
of modern socialism. Until he brought it to their attention, 
Russian readers were not aware of the tremendously sig¬ 
nificant movement which was getting under way. In the 
light of recent history, “Fathers and Sons” is positively 
prophetic, and is perhaps the most significant of Russian 
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novels in point of broad social reference. But, however 
much his sympathies were on the side of the young intel¬ 
lectuals, Turgenev was not a propagandist writer. He was 
a most fastidious artist, a conscientious realist; and on the 
side of form the book is as remarkable as on the side ot 
thought. 

He took his departure from the vivid impression made 
on him by a real person, a provincial doctor whom he knew. 
This was the model for his Bazarov. His problem was to 
arrange a story in which this central character should be 
brought into opposition to representatives of the romantic 
generation. And this he does very simply. He makes him a 
young man returning home from his scientific and medical 
studies, with a still younger friend and disciple, and he 
follows these two persons through a few weeks of their sum¬ 
mer vacation. 

They first visit the home of the younger man, Arkady. 
There we make the acquaintance of Arkady’s father, 
Nikolai Petrovich, a liberal landowner, who has done his 
best by his peasants, but who is a sentimental potterer, an 
inefficient manager, and the father’s brother, Pavel Petro¬ 
vich, a society man, who has retired to the country to nurse 
a broken heart, and who continues there to dress like a 
dandy and maintain the aristocratic and chivalrous notions 
of his world. The rudeness and intransigence of Bazarov 
hurt the feelings and offend the sensibilities of the older 
men, and especially of Pavel Petrovich. But it is a more 
personal emotion which comes in to provoke Pavel to ac¬ 
tion, leading him to challenge Bazarov to a duel, in which 
he is wounded, and which puts an end to Bazarov’s stay at 
Maryino. 

In the meantime, Bazarov and Arkady have been stay¬ 
ing for some time at the country place of an attractive and 
wealthy widow, and it is here that Bazarov’s nihilist prin¬ 
ciples are put to a severe test. In spite of all his theoretical 
hatred of romantic sentiment, he himself becomes the^fc- 
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tim of love. Both he and Arkady fall in love with their 
hostess, Anna Sergyevna; but Arkady's love is the inde¬ 
terminate sentiment of youth and soon gives way before a 
more real, though gentle, passion for Anna’s younger sistei 
Katya. 

Before the conclusion of these episodes, the young men 
have paid a visit to Bazarov’s parents. Bazarov’s father is of 
lower social standing than Arkady’s, a retired army surgeon 
now engaged in farming. His mother is an old-fashioned 
woman, absorbed in the cares of housekeeping, extremely 
religious and given over to every conceivable superstitious 
belief. They are both inordinately proud of their son and 
inclined to smother him with affection. But he hates every 
manifestation of feeling, finds his parents fussy and ridicu¬ 
lous, and is terribly bored at home; and he deeply grieves 
the old people by leaving them after a stay of several days. 
Later on he comes back to them, and gratifies his father by 
helping him in his charity practice of medicine. He is in¬ 
fected with typhus while conducting a post-mortem dissec¬ 
tion. In this backwoods place he cannot find a means of 
sterilizing his cut in time. And he dies in the flower of his 
youth and promise. 

Of the characterization I cannot take time to speak, 
though it is one of the main artistic merits of this book. 
For humanness, for honesty, and for economy of means by 
which the effect is secured, the character of Bazarov is one 
of the greatest triumphs of fiction. I have given a detailed 
account of the plot in order to bring out two features: the 
way in which he and all the other characters are related to 
the general subject of the book; and the extreme simplicity 
and naturalness of the action by which the subject is drama¬ 
tized, without intrigue, without melodrama, and with the 
barest minimum of elaboration. I am not acquainted with 
any work of fiction in which types of so wide a variety, and 
each one so significant, are brought together in a story of 
this compass for the illustration of a social theme. In the 
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simple record of a few summer weeks are concentrated all 
the elements of the Russian revolution. 


5 

Other examples of the simplification produced by the 
realist ideal are the novels of the Goncourts, such as “Ma¬ 
dame Gervaisais** (1865) and “Germinie Lacerteux” (1869). 
Here, indeed, the studious confinement of subject is so 
severe and determined that most readers can hardly breathe 
in such an atmosphere—or is it perhaps not so much the 
confinement of the subject that oppresses us as the simple 
want of animation and largeness of soul of the authors? 

Much more to the average taste of the serious cultivated 
reader is the treatment of similar themes by George Moore. 
“Esther Waters” (1894) reminds one of “Germinie Lacer- 
teux” in having for its theme the difficult life of a servant- 
girl, and it is equally serious in its realism; only the English 
writer has chosen a heroine who will appeal not merely by 
her pathos but by the strength of her character. Esther 
Waters is such a sturdy, obstinate soul, with so much fight 
in her; she is so well-meaning and religious, so devoted to 
her child and so loyal to her husband; so beautiful is her 
relation to the suffering lady who shares her faith of the 
Plymouth Brethren and her strong maternal instinct: that 
the hardness of life as she experiences it is mitigated for the 
reader by a sense of the essential fineness of human nature. 
“Evelyn Innes” (1898) reminds one similarly of “Madame 
Gervaisais” in its theme of religious conversion. But it is 
what Evelyn gives up for religion—love and the career of 
an artist—which lends its high dramatic interest to the 
English novel. 

In both cases, as well as in “Sister Teresa” (1901), the 
sequel to “Evelyn Innes,” the important matter for tech¬ 
nique is the centering of interest in the one woman whose 
typical experience is the subject of the study, with the con- 
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sequent great simplification of story. There is no chapter in 
the whole of '‘Esther Waters’’ that is not mainly devoted 
to Esther, and very little information is given by the author 
with regard to any circumstances that are not before her 
eyes. The longest part of the book is that in which she ap¬ 
pears as the wife of William, tavern-keeper and book-maker 
for the races. Here the interweaving of the two cultural 
motives of race-track gambling and Esther’s religion makes 
a strong background for the picture of her domestic life. 
She believes gambling to be wicked, but still more deeply 
she believes in her duty to her husband. His book-making 
is illegal and threatens to make him an outlaw. He is con¬ 
verted to her view of gambling; but he must make on the 
races enough money to enable him to give up book-making; 
and when it appears that he is consumptive, and that his 
very life depends on his going to Egypt, the outcome of the 
great race becomes a matter of tragic importance for Esther. 

The simplification of form is but one of many fea¬ 
tures diat constitute the greatness of this book as a work of 
art. The fine humaneness of the author’s conception, the 
simple gravity of his tone, the purity of style, the self- 
restraint of a writer who will not yield to the temptations 
of artificial pathos, melodrama, facetious humor; the thor¬ 
ough and honest realism; the objectivity of treatment; the 
careful selection of details for rendering the physical effect 
of things seen and felt—all count for much in producing 
the effect of solid truthfulness and beauty. 

But it is the simplification of form that is our present 
concern, the organization of material in reference to the 
central subject of the picture. Our interest in the life of 
this woman of the servant class is not diverted and dis¬ 
sipated by the mysteries of plot, by constant excursions into 
the realm of the eccentric and grotesque. The steady pre¬ 
occupation with Esther’s problems produces a growing 
tension, a broadening and deepening of the emotional 
stream. The story may be much less easy reading for tired 
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minds, less lively and diverting, than the typical Victorian 
novel, but it takes deeper hold on the mind and feelings, 
and gives much more the impression of being first of all 
a work of art. 

The same considerations hold for “Evelyn Innes.“ The 
problem of Evelyn is much less on the plane of primitive 
needs and difficulties; and the author has somewhat over¬ 
documented, in the naturalist manner, the subject of styles 
in music. But the sharp opposition in Evelyn’s spirit be¬ 
tween the life of an opera singer and the demands of her 
faith gives a strong emotional tension to the period during 
which she is approaching a decision. The bulk of the novel 
is taken up with this period, and half of it is at the height 
of her struggle. The uninterrupted pressure of her agoniz¬ 
ing problem gives to this book a highly dramatic character. 
It goes along with the limitation of the number of persons, 
the steadiness with which the center of interest is main¬ 
tained, and the concentration of action within a limited 
period of time, which are characteristic features of the well- 
made novel. 

In “Sister Teresa” all the action takes place in the con¬ 
vent, and thus we have the narrow limitation of place 
which represents another characteristic tendency of the 
well-made novel. “The Lake” is another of George Moore’s 
novels with a religious theme; it is virtually the same theme 
as in “Evelyn Innes,” with the outcome reversed. “The 
Lake” is the story of Father Gogarty, an Irish priest in a 
remote country parish, who, under the influence of love, 
gradually loses his religious faith, and in the end gives 
it up and disappears. The striking technical feature of the 
book is the handling of the point of view. Not merely is the 
center of interest Father Gogarty; but the whole action is 
presented from his point of view. 

It is probably not without significance that “The Lake” 
(1905) dates from eleven years later than “Esther Waters,” 
nine years later than “Evelyn Innes.” It illustrates the grow- 
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ing vogue of the well-made novel. “The Lake’' follows 
immediately after the most notable productions of Henry 
James in his later technique. The restricted point of view 
I shall leave for discussion later when I speak of the con¬ 
tributions of romance to the ideal of the well-made novel. 

6 

With regard to the limitation of subject-matter, which 
represents one phase of realism, it is observable that this 
is likely to make its appearance sporadically in the work of 
novelists who are not so much concerned with technique 
as George Moore, and who in general represent the old 
Victorian traditions. And the limitation of subject-matter 
in these writers generally results in a neatness of form and a 
general artistic effectiveness which are not always char¬ 
acteristic of their work. 

Meredith is in many ways a typical Victorian novelist. 
He has the Victorian passion for intruding his philosophical 
reflections and explaining his characters to the reader. He 
loves to create and exploit at length humorous and ec¬ 
centric characters in the manner of Dickens and Thackeray. 
He likes to crowd his pages with people who succeed one 
another in holding the reader's interest and often break up 
the continuity of the story and dissipate the dramatic ten¬ 
sions. Some of his stories, like “Harry Richmond,” are built 
on the autobiographical model which Dickens inherited 
from Smollett. 

His notion of comedy is, on the other hand, an essen¬ 
tially formative ideal, leading to the presentation of types 
a la Moliere in a relatively simple plot. It is true that cer¬ 
tain elements of emotional appeal are lacking in the stories 
that conform closest to the comic formula, and many read¬ 
ers will prefer “Richard Feverel” to “Evan Harrington,” 
and “Diana of the Crossways” to “The Egoist.” But the 
book in which unquestionably the most is made of the ma- 
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terials chosen, in which the action is most fully put before 
the reader in dramatic scenes, is “The Egoist" (1879). And 
this is made possible, for one thing, by the simplicity of the 
plot, which is concerned from beginning to end with the 
attempt of young Clara Middleton to get free from her en¬ 
gagement to the complacent and selfish Sir Willoughby. 
Cross jay Patterne, Laetitia Dale, Vernon Whitford and 
Horace De Craye all have their parts determined by ref¬ 
erence to this simple drama. As for Dr. Middleton, his 
fondness for old port and old books, together with his 
strict sense of honor, serve to add much to the urgency and 
misery of Clara’s predicament. 

This simple, uncomplicated drama, without the ghost of 
a sub-plot, plays itself out altogether in one spot, at Patterne 
Hall and its immediate neighborhood, so that there is no 
waste of energy in the adjustment to new settings. And it 
is all confined, after four brief introductory chapters, to a 
few summer weeks; indeed, the bulk of the book occupies 
but two or three days, following close on one another’s 
heels. I can think of no English novel of that century in 
which a single limited situation is played up for so many 
pages, through so many close-knit scenes. The emotional 
interest of the reader is held by Clara’s predicament; his 
intellectual interest, by the vanity and selfishness of Sir 
Willoughby; and the two interests are constantly fed by the 
one continuous action. Ample time is given for the full 
development and realization of each aspect; and the slight 
objective occurrences are so timed as to give new interest 
and animation to the story when it is needed. The chapter 
headings, so often consisting of the names of persons in the 
scene, suggest the kinship to drama; and the immediate 
sequence of one scene upon another involving always some 
of the same characters suggests the liaison-des-scenes within 
the act of a French play. 

Meredith was no doubt much influenced in this story by 
the ideals of drama; and it shows the advantage which the 
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novel may derive from an observance of something like the 
three classical unities. There is of course a corresponding 
sacrifice of that variety which is so much more possible to 
the novel than the play, and which is more called for by 
the great length of the novel. Many readers, who demand 
the stimulus of frequent change of scene and subject, will 
doubtless find “The Egoist” tedious, the strain of con¬ 
tinuous attention too great, especially considering the char¬ 
acter of the dialogue, which is so much more clever and 
allusive than that of everyday life. One must acknowledge 
that Meredith is hard reading; but for this his amazing 
style, his intrusive cleverness, is very largely to blame. It is 
also quite possible to conceive that “The Egoist” would 
benefit by a good deal of cutting. 

Beyond this it is impossible to arbitrate between those 
readers who find “The Egoist” more tedious than his other 
books and those who find it more fascinating. One can only 
say that it has the defects of its qualities, and that its quali¬ 
ties are those of a subject strictly limited and fully de¬ 
veloped on the lines of the classic drama. 

7 

In some respects Hardy is even more Victorian than 
Meredith. He is entirely free from Meredith’s elephantine 
playfulness. And he is infinitely more inclined to let the 
story speak for itself. But in plot he often out-Herods Herod 
in his Victorian fondness for mystery and complications. 
He is inordinately fond of coincidence and the crisscross 
of circumstance that comes to upset the plans and betray 
the best intentions of the characters. This is Hardy’s dark 
angel; it gives a quaint and almost ridiculous air to such 
books as “Two on a Tower,” and even bothers the fastidious 
reader in much nobler work, such as “The Mayor of Caster- 
bridge.” For, apart from the strain on our sense of proba¬ 
bility, so much complication of plot requires a deal of 
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explaining; and the impatient author quite often contents 
himself with telling us what happened instead of showing 
it to us; so that large portions of Hardy’s weaker novels 
aflFect one like the scenario for a work of fiction rather 
than the developed work itself. 

Hardy’s greatness lies, more than anything else, in the 
association of events with the setting in which they occur. 
There has never been a novelist so sensitive to impressions 
of sight and hearing, one who renders them with so much 
precision and at the same time with such regard for the 
total esthetic effect of the scene or object rendered, its 
harmonious relation to the emotions involved. The appeal 
is threefold: to our sense of reality, to our sense of beauty, 
and to our sympathetic emotions; and such a combination, 
so rare, if not unique in fiction, is what gives Hardy his 
superiority over many a novelist with greater endowments 
in other directions. 

This order of appeal is strongest in those novels in which 
the setting is his native “Wessex,” and is either the out-of- 
doors, under the full dominance of nature and the weather, 
or such interiors as most suggest the molding of life through 
countless generations by this particular rural environment. 
“Far from the Madding Crowd” is only in the second place 
a drama of love, jealousy, betrayal, and loyalty; it is first 
of all a portfolio of exquisite pictures of pastoral and farm 
life, in which the passions of the heart take their tone and 
color, their vividness and actuality, from the rural occupa¬ 
tions with which they are associated. 

In most novels the characters are photographed against 
a conventional background which is kept ready for all oc¬ 
casions; and we have no sense of the oneness of the picture, 
of there being any essential relation of the figures to the 
background. Hardy has a constant realization, both esthetic 
and philosophical, of the inseparableness of people from 
the natural setting in which they appear. They are growths 
of the soil, creatures of weather and circumstance, seen as 
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objects in a landscape, the meaning of which is conveyed to 
us, like that of other objects, by their mass and shape and 
movement. 

Hardy is predominantly an objective writer, taking his 
position and directing his observation upon his characters 
like some one placing a camera, and then proceeding to 
interpret in terms of human feeling the objects and move¬ 
ments he observes. This at least is his method in many 
passages where he has the most uncanny effect of focusing 
our attention with great intensity on certain characters 
that interest us. This is his method in the chapter in which 
Fanny Robin makes her way so painfully from milestone 
to milestone along the Casterbridge highway. She is Fanny 
Robin, a character in the story in whom we are interested; 
but she is more than that. She is a kind of portentous figure 
in a symbolic landscape, and she takes on the tragic dignity 
of a symbol—suggesting far more of human suffering, lone¬ 
liness, and bewilderment, than mere Fanny Robin betrayed 
and dying. 

The most famous example of the association of story and 
setting in Hardy is also that one of his novels which is most 
remarkable for unity and simplicity of design, “The Return 
of the Native” (1878). And it is the association of story and 
setting which, more than anything else, determine this 
structural beauty. Enough has been written about Egdon 
Heath since Lionel Johnson’s fine appreciation in “The 
Art of Thomas Hardy.’’ And I wish to dismiss this subject 
with as few words as possible, since I have written of it so 
extensively elsewhere. I shall therefore say nothing of the 
special imaginative appeal of “The Return of the Native,” 
the power and subtlety with which Hardy has made us see 
the characters in their savage, mournful setting. 

What I must not fail to mention is the importance of 
Egdon Heath in the motivation of the characters, its philo¬ 
sophical significance in the very design of the story. Each 
one of the major characters—^and especially Eustacia Vye 
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and Clym Yeobright—is determined by his attitude toward 
Egdon Heath. For Eustacia it means stagnation, exile from 
all that she loves, from the pomps and vanities of the great 
world. For Clym—who has returned from the great world, 
disgusted with its pomps and vanities—it means much 
what Wordsworth’s mountains meant to him; the simple, 
natural life of labor and usefulness. When Clym loses the 
use of his eyes for reading and is obliged to earn his living 
in the humble occupation of a furze-cutter, it is no hard¬ 
ship for him, but for his young wife, as well as for his 
mother, it is nothing short of tragedy. And actual tragedy 
is the outcome in the plot. 

The view of him as discovered by Mrs. Yeobright moving 
like an insect in the vast barren landscape of the heath, a 
drab inhuman figure clothed in leather—this scene alone 
is sufficient to establish Hardy as one of the greatest of 
English writers. But its peculiar greatness lies in the perfect 
appropriateness of the setting, its absolute identification 
with the story, the fact that philosophically it is indis¬ 
pensable. 

Something similar is true for “The Woodlanders,’’ tor 
“Tess of the D’Urbervilles,” for ‘‘Jude the Obscure.” And 
in the two last mentioned, the effect of design is heightened 
by their being built about a single center of interest, a 
single character. But in none of these novels is the unity of 
place so remarkable nor so organic as in the story laid in 
Egdon Heath. And in none of them does the same struc¬ 
tural instinct lead to such an effective composition as re¬ 
gards the element of time. 1 leave out of account the sixth 
book, entitled “Aftercourses,’’ which was Hardy’s conces¬ 
sion to the magazine editor’s demand for a happy ending 
and was not included in his original design. The story 
then is all included in one year’s time, beginning and end¬ 
ing with long scenes at night centering around the Guy 
Fawkes celebrations of the fifth of November. Each one of 
the five books is like a single act of tragedy, with the 
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subject-matter strongly massed about certain events and 
issues which give it a distinct unity of effect. 

There is no English novel of the nineteenth century bet¬ 
ter suited than “The Return of the Native’' to delight the 
connoisseur with sheer beauty of form. And this, for one 
thing, derives from the fact that beauty of form here grows 
so inevitably out of beauty of conception that we are 
justified in speaking of their being identical. That is, of 
course, the ideal for all works of art. 

8 

Thus we have traced in some of the masterpieces of the 
Victorian novel the tendency toward that simplicity of 
form which is the ideal of the well-made novel. We have 
noted it in “Adam Bede,’’ “Esther Waters,’’ “The Egoist,’’ 
“The Return of the Native.” In the foreign field, we have 
found this tendency still more marked in “Madame Bovary” 
and “Fathers and Sons,” and have seen how the scientific 
ideal of the French naturalists tended to reinforce it. If I 
had begun my survey at an earlier period, I should of course 
have included some one of Jane Austen’s stories, say “Mans¬ 
field Park” or “Pride and Prejudice.” If no one of these 
great books is a perfect example of the well-made novel, 
that will serve to remind us that the well-made novel is not 
a synonym for greatness. It is a convenient term for indicat¬ 
ing a tendency which has been more or less present all 
along, but which became dominant in the period between 
1895 and 1925. 
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jAls one surveys the whole field of the novel, one becomes 
aware of the existence of a certain type which for '^on- 
venience we may briefly call dramatic. Or it would be more 
exact to refer to a tendency toward the dramatic. This is 
not a type that knows itself and can infallibly be dis¬ 
tinguished by the presence of all the characterizing features 
like, say, some breed of dog or variety of goldenrod. It is 
a tendency showing itself in greater or less degree in a 
large number of novelists, and standing, broadly, in con¬ 
trast to the opposed and on the whole commoner tendency. 
A classic example of the dramatic novel is very hard to 
name, so many different features are involved in the per¬ 
fect expression of it, and so seldom are they all found 
present at the same time in a single work. The completest 
example of a dramatic novel with which I am acquainted is 
Schnitzler’s novelette “Fraulein Else” (1923). 

The dramatic tendency has been on the whole a growing 
one, and is strongly present in what I have called the well- 
made novel. But there are certain features of the well-made 
novel which constitute a special contribution, and which 
give a point to our feeling that the well-made novel should 
be separately classified, especially since some of these fea¬ 
tures, while logically involved in the complete formula of 
the dramatic novel, actually lead away from it into a quite 
distinguishable type. 

The essential differences between the novel and the play 
grow out of the fact that the novel is to be read and the 
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play is to be presented on the stage. In the novel the action 
is described; in the play it is performed before our eyes. 
The limitations of stage presentation enormously reduce 
the amount of action that can be shown in the play. Prac¬ 
tically speaking, the play consists entirely of dialogue with 
the accompanying gestures. The stage directions, though 
they tend in modern plays to bulk large on the printed 
page, are not, properly speaking, a part of the play, since 
the play has no real existence except on the stage. There 
the stage directions are translated directly into painted 
scenes and gesture or stage business. The thoughts of 
the characters, the whole subjective accompaniment of the 
action, is excluded from the matter of the play, except in 
the dubious and unplausible form of soliloquy and aside. 
Moreover, it is impossible for the play to explain the cir¬ 
cumstances which have given rise to the present action, 
except as this may be accomplished in the dialogue. The 
play cannot explain the characters and make it clear to 
the spectator what they are really like behind the masks 
which they wear for one another. The playwright has to 
provide his characters with masks which are transparent 
to the spectator. 

So that, at every point, the play is distinguished from the 
novel by its greater limitations, by all it has to go without. 
It has to go without exposition, description, characteriza¬ 
tion, without “psychology,"’ and almost entirely without 
action. 

And so at first thought, the novel appears to have all the 
advantages and the play all the limitations involved in 
their essential difference of function. But one has only to 
be present at a play, even a third-rate play, to become aware 
of an advantage this form possesses over its rival which more 
than makes up for all its limitations. The story of the novel 
is passed on to us second hand, through the relatively dull 
medium of the imagination. That of the play is given di¬ 
rect; we are present in person, we see with our own eyes, 
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we hear with our own ears. And while, in human beings, 
the imagination is a highly developed and powerful faculty, 
it is, after all, derivative, secondary; it cannot at all com¬ 
pare in intensity with the immediate impact of things upon 
the senses. Intellectually the novel has all the advantage; 
emotionally it is the play. And we are, first of all, creatures 
of emotion. So that to have the appeal of a play of a given 
caliber a novel must be ten times as powerful in its kind. 

All along novelists have been more or less obscurely con¬ 
scious of the disadvantage under which they labored in 
comparison with playwrights, and have been seeking to sup¬ 
ply the elements wanting to their form of writing. What 
the stage has is directness, immediacy. This derives from 
the fact that the story is enacted, is put on before the eyes 
of the spectator. It is not something in the past, but some¬ 
thing going on now, in the immediate present. And this is 
where the “dramatic” novelist takes his cue from the drama. 
Even in novels there is something that is felt as the dramatic 
present. It is distinguished from all that generalized narra¬ 
tive of antecedent circumstances which goes by the name 
of exposition, characterization, etc. We feel that now at 
last, on such and such a day, in such and such a place, 
events are actually moving to their climax; we are done 
with explanations and are present at the scene for which 
the author has been preparing us. 

Balzac is famous for the elaborateness with which he 
lays down the antecedent circumstances of his stories; and 
he is clearly aware of the point where he passes from that 
part of his material lying in the past to the scenes that are 
felt to constitute the present of the story. In Balzac this 
point is sometimes actually more than half-way through the 
book. Thus in “Ursule Mirouet” it is at the end of the first 
part, which is rather longer than the second and concluding 
part, that he informs us that his story proper is about to 
begin. “If one should apply to the narrative the laws of the 
stage, the arrival of Savinien, in introducing to Nemours 
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the only personage who was still lacking of those who should 
be present at this little drama, here brings the exposition 
to an end.” In ”Le Pere Goriot,” again, Balzac indicates 
for us the point—here a little less than one third through 
the book—at which he turns from the exposition to the 
dramatic present. “This information was all that was 
known to a M. Muret in regard to old Goriot, whose 
securities he had purchased. Here ends the exposition of 
this obscure but fearful Parisian tragedy.” 

But since, in the narrative, everything is really in the 
past, and nothing more present than anything else except 
by a trivial approximation in time, what is it gives us, in 
a story, this sense of the dramatic present? On the stage 
everything is present because everything is enacted directly 
for our eyes and ears. In a story, we have the psychological 
equivalent of the dramatic present whenever we have a 
vividly “constituted scene,” as Henry James calls it, a 
selected, a “discriminated occasion.” When the author is 
done with explaining the circumstances that led to the 
present situation, he arrives at the situation itself in its 
concrete immediacy. The persons are confronted in some 
particular place, at some particular hour of the day; they 
begin to act, they begin to talk, they are actually in the 
process of working out the issue. It is an issue which may 
have existed historically for a long time, and various opera¬ 
tions may have been going on “behind the scenes.” But 
now it becomes an immediate issue; it is brought upon the 
stage; the opposed forces are engaged; the battle is on; 
there must be some decision—^some solution must be 
found, and that here and now. 

It is this urgency of an immediate issue which does the 
most to give a dramatic character to certain portions of a 
story—it is this which cheats the imagination, and per¬ 
suades the reader that he is actually present, as a spectator, 
nay perhaps as an actor in the drama. 
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But even without the presence of a clearly defined issue, 
without a sharp opposition of forces, the effect of the dra¬ 
matic present is secured by the skilful writer of fiction 
every time he shows us his characters in action on a par¬ 
ticular occasion. Our mere interest in human character, 
our mere curiosity as to what these people will say next, 
will fire our imagination to the point of forgetting that it 
is merely imagination, will beguile us into thinking we are 
there in person. 

There are long stretches in Dickens where we are not 
concerned with the dramatic issues of the story. We are be¬ 
ing introduced to people so droll, so peculiar, so enchant¬ 
ing—to households so deliciously impossible—that we are 
perforce transported to the scene and give ourselves up for 
hours at a time to “listening in” on the talk of Mr. and 
Mrs. Micawber, say, or of Sairey Gamp, pouring out strong 
liquor from her tea-pot and spinning the myth of her 
friend Mrs. Harris. 

It has always been a favorite occupation of critics to 
contrast the art of Dickens and Thackeray, so very like 
in many points, so very unlike in general effect. There is 
much involved in this difference of effect—matters of 
temperament, philosophy, style, social level presented. But 
not all these together are enough to explain the decidedly 
greater popularity of Dickens, a popularity which persists 
in spite of the coldness of many critics toward him. I 
suspect that the most important single factor involved is 
the much greater generosity of Dickens in the matter of 
the discriminated occasion. The proportion of pages in 
which we feel ourselves to be actually “there” is enormously 
greater in Dickens than in Thackeray. And that is enough 
to make up, with the general reader, for the more genteel 
style of Thackeray, his more conscientious realism, his 
more intellectual approach to his subject. And it doesn’t 
necessarily mean that Dickens has been guilty of working 
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the emotional stops; it means in part that he is, in this par¬ 
ticular matter, a better technician, a more skilful, and 
probably a more conscious, artist than his rival. 

The scenes of Dickens are, on the average, many times 
longer than those of Thackeray. This may seem a merely 
mechanical feature; but it has a powerful effect on the 
reader’s psychology, and makes strongly for the sense of the 
dramatic present. Scenes on the stage are very long; in 
the modern drama, they occupy an entire act, and take on 
the average about forty-five minutes to perform. If at the 
start the spectator finds it a bit difficult to adjust his mind 
to an occasion so foreign to his own experience, by the time 
the act is a third-way through he will be thoroughly “en 
rapport”; by the time it is half-way through his interest 
will be profoundly engaged by the dramatic issuf; and be¬ 
fore he knows it he will have forgotten that he is sitting in 
his seat in a theater—he will be completely absorbed in 
the scene in which he is taking part. If the mere passage 
of time has this effect in a play, where the spectator has the 
powerful evidence of eye and ear to the present reality of 
the action, how much more must it be so in a story, where 
he has the feebler testimony of mere imagination. 

It takes a certain length of time for a scene to work up 
sufficient momentum to carry the reader along with it in 
complete obliviousness of its being fiction, and to give him 
a sense of being there with the characters in an unques¬ 
tioned Now. Suppose we have a chapter of generalized 
narrative, covering the developments of a month or a year. 
Bits of anecdote may be introduced to illustrate the doings 
of the characters. They may even involve an exchange of 
remarks on some particular occasion. They may be very 
well told, very well chosen for their illustrative ends. But 
they are over in less than a page, before we have had a 
chance to take hold upon that particular occasion with any 
vivid sense of present reality. And the whole chapter im¬ 
presses us in retrospect as so much history—interesting 
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enough as history, it may be, but without that raising of 
the temperature, or acceleration of the pulse, that goes 
with scenes at which we are personally present. 

Other things being equal, the longer the scene the 
stronger the hold on the reader’s imagination. Much is in¬ 
volved, to be sure, in that plausible phrase, “other things 
being equal.” It is necessary, of course, that the characters 
and the situation should be sufficiently interesting to hold 
our attention, and this implies great imaginative power 
on the part of the author. Or else it implies a dramatic issue 
so strong, and capable of such extensive development, that 
the reader will follow the scene with growing suspense. 
And this is the point at which some abatement should be 
made of the praise given to Dickens as an artist in com¬ 
parison with Thackeray. Sometimes he presumes on his 
power of animating puppets, and is inclined to make them 
go through their amusing antics once, twice, half a dozen 
times too often. Tastes change with the age, and we to-day 
demand that an author get his effects more swiftly. We are 
sometimes inclined to prefer the brief anecdotal man 
ner of Thackeray’s scenes to the elaborated fullness ol 
Dickens’s. 

And in the one case and the other, we are inclined to 
complain that their scenes often fail in power for want ot 
a sharply defined dramatic issue. It is the issue which cre¬ 
ates suspense and enables us to keep our attention fixed for 
a considerable period on the same situation without feeling 
the strain. It is the issue more than anything else that 
makes us forget the lapse of time and maintain ourselves 
in one tremendous and continuous Now. And it is the 
issue alone that enables the skilful author to bridge the gap 
between scene and scene and keep up for hundreds of pages 
the emotional tension which is of the essence of drama. 

One reason why a long scene means ordinarily a strong 
appeal is that a long scene means an uninterrupted main¬ 
tenance of the dramatic present. When one scene is over, 
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another must be prepared for. And that means a slackening 
of the tension, a lowering of the temperature. The mere 
phrase, “in the meantime,” or “during the next few 
weeks,” implies a drop back into the narrative past. And 
while this may be altogether necessary to a right under¬ 
standing of the story, while it may even be psychologically 
desirable in order to relieve the strain upon the reader’s 
feelings and attention, there is inevitably some loss of mo¬ 
mentum. And the writer who has an instinct for drama is 
inclined to make as little as possible of the passages that 
lead from one scene to another. 

In the modern play there is a disposition to make one 
scene follow very soon after another in story-time as it does 
actually follow close upon it in time of presentation. There 
is a general feeling that something is gained if the action of 
the whole play is included within twenty-four hours, so 
that the three acts may be headed Morning, Afternoon, and 
Night of the same day. In any case it is held desirable that, 
however much time may intervene between the occur¬ 
rences of one act and the next, very little shall have hap¬ 
pened in the interval, so that one may take up the action 
at approximately the point at which it was dropped. This 
dispenses with the necessity of explanations, which are 
difficult to make without slowing up the play, and which 
in any case reduce the emotional momentum. The three 
acts of a play are thought of as ideally three successive 
waves, each higher than the other, the one mounting as it 
were on the back of the other, with only a slight subsidence 
of the level before the later wave starts rising to its crest. 
The instinct of the modem playwright is to arrange that 
the several acts of the play shall be virtually continuous. 
And this end is secured by taking an issue which, while it 
may be divisible into several minor issues, each susceptible 
of working out in a single act, yet remains one close-knit 
theme running without interruption through the whole 
drama. A rigorous selection and simplification of subject* 
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matter is called for, a concentration of all forces upon the 
single dramatic line on which the playwright depends for 
his effect. 

I have spoken of this as the ideal of the modern play¬ 
wright, in order to distinguish it from the way of Shak- 
spere and most of the great Elizabethan dramatists. But it 
was likewise the academic ideal of the “classic" French and 
English playwrights of the seventeenth and eighteenth cen¬ 
turies, following the practice of the ancients. It had its 
theoretical expression in the critical dogma of the three 
unities. It was the common strategy of successful French 
playwrights of the nineteenth century, like Augier and 
Dumas fils. It was the natural way of Ibsen, the most in¬ 
fluential of all playwrights since Shakspere. And it is, on 
the whole, the dominant procedure with contemporary 
playwrights everywhere in Europe, so much so that bril¬ 
liant exceptions stand out by the daring and originality dis¬ 
played in their departure from traditional stagecraft. 

In origin this way of writing plays is based in a very 
simple fact of psychology. It is dictated by the desire to 
secure the strongest emotional appeal possible within the 
limits of an evening’s performance. But that which had 
its origin in such a practical consideration, in the shrewd 
calculating of emotional economies, comes to have an at¬ 
traction of a more purely esthetic character. That simplicity 
of line which is prescribed by the exigencies of dramatic 
appeal comes to be prized for itself as an element of formal 
beauty, a mark of elegance and grace. The process is sim¬ 
ilar to that which goes on in the world of morals and man¬ 
ners, where courage and honesty and politeness come to 
be admired in themselves and without regard to the useful 
purposes they have served in social organization. So the 
three unities are regarded as classic features of the dramatic 
form, giving a touch of distinction to the play to which 
they are applied. And it may even be that the play in ques¬ 
tion is not otherwise particularly effective as drama. 
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I fancy that this purely esthetic consideration has been 
present in the consciousness of certain novelists who, in 
our own day, have emulated the formal simplicity of the 
drama, without, in many cases, producing an effect which 
is felt by their readers as ‘‘dramatic.” But the more strik¬ 
ing instances of this tendency in the nineteenth-century 
novel seem to me to be largely motived by the prac¬ 
tical consideration, by the instinct for emotional appeal. 
Thus in novelists who show a disposition to develop their 
scenes at considerable length, to subordinate the passages 
linking scene to scene, and to make the successive scenes 
follow upon one another with an almost uninterrupted 
continuity of effect, it is, I fancy, the sheer genius for story¬ 
telling rather than any theoretical preoccupation with 
form that has determined their method. 
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Of all serious nineteenth-century novelists, the one 
who has given the most striking examples of the dramatic 
tendency is Dostoevski. And it is for this reason that I am 
led once more to a special examination of his work. In 
making clear the unusual lengths to which he has pushed 
the dramatic ideal, it will be most convenient to consider 
a number of distinct features involved in that ideal when 
carried to its logical limits. 

To begin with, it will be obvious that the naturally dra¬ 
matic author makes as little as he can of himself as show¬ 
man and commentator. This theme I have sufficiently 
labored in earlier chapters, and it will necessarily come in 
for incidental mention more than once in the chapters 
which are to follow. And I shall be as brief as possible in 
discussing Dostoevski’s practice. In “Crime and Punish¬ 
ment” the author is so little in evidence that the ordinary 
reader is not conscious of his presence. 

Where it is necessary to begin the story with a certain 
amount of exposition, as in “The Possessed” and “The 
Brothers Karamazov,” Dostoevski has very ingeniously put 
these introductory chapters, as well as certain later passages 
of exposition, into the hands of an imaginary narrator—an 
anonymous gentleman of “our town” whose relation to the 
author is not unlike that of Captain Marlow, Captain 
Mitchell, and Captain Davidson to Joseph Conrad. He is, 
in a way, a character in the story, being acquainted with 
the other persons, having been present (in “The Pos* 
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sessed”) on many of the occasions recorded. Where he has 
not been present personally, he has his information from 
reliable sources, or else he has pieced it together from com¬ 
mon rumor, using his judgment and his knowledge of hu¬ 
man nature to arrive at a version of what happened which 
shall be least remote from probability. He is constantly 
distinguishing between what is known to be true, what is 
probably true, and what “people say.” His narrative is 
lively, picturesque, and such as to give a faint suggestion 
of complacent egoism on the part of the writer. It is—if 
one can trust the translation—the style of an elderly club¬ 
man with a genius tor gossip. It is full of phrases like: “I 
know tor a tact,” “I must frankly own,” “I may add here 
lor myself personally,” “I only learned the other day to my 
intense amazement, though on the most unimpeachable 
authority . . It often reminds one of the style ot Defoe 
in his incomparable “Apparition of Mrs. Veal.” In short, 
where he could not get rid of him, Dostoevski has made of 
his expositor a dramatic creation on his own account. 

Another element predisposing to drama is a theme sin 
gle, clear-cut, and calling for a close continuous treatment. 
That this element is notably present in Dostoevski I have 
shown in Chapter VIII. A recurring theme with him is the 
effect of crime on the spiritual state of his characters. This is 
likely to be most marked during the period just preceding 
and just following the crime, and is so powerful and relent¬ 
less that it will not let its victim go for an instant until he 
has somehow met its terrible challenge. It is obvious how 
this makes for the sense of the dramatic present. 

Coming now to the specific mechanical features of the 
dramatic method, I shall list them under five headings. I 
do not, however, attach any magical significance to that 
number, which might readily be enlarged or decreased by 
some other method of classification. And it will be ob¬ 
served that these five separate features have a way of being 
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involved with one another, and that they combine in many 
ways to bring about the same result. 

First then, as to the center of interest. The longer the 
author keeps to a single center of interest, the more it makes 
for drama. In “Crime and Punishment” the story follows 
Raskolnikov virtually without interruption through the 
first 200 out of 550 pages; or still farther, as far as page 
363, if we include a scene of 23 pages between his friend 
Razumihin and his mother and sister at which he is not 
present. He is the main subject of their discussion, so that 
we may say that he is still the center of interest. In the later 
part of the book, there are scenes involving Luzhin, Sonia, 
and Katerina Ivanovna (20 pages), and others involving 
Sonia and Svidrigailov (25 pages). The first of these pas¬ 
sages is in preparation for a scene in which Raskolnikpv 
plays the principal role; in the second we leave Raskol¬ 
nikov, only to follow his spiritual shadow, Svidrigailov. To 
all intents and purposes Raskolnikov is the center of in¬ 
terest throughout the story; and he is actually present in 
nearly seven eighths of the narrative. 

In “The Idiot” Prince Myshkin is the center of interest 
throughout. And he is personally present almost continu¬ 
ously during the first 460 (out of 588) pages. In “The Broth¬ 
ers Karamazov” the interest is divided among the three main 
characters. But there are long scenes in which they are pres¬ 
ent together: for example, the scene at the Elder Zossima’s 
(70 pages) and that of the trial (120 pages). And still more, 
there are extremely long suites of scenes in which one or 
other of them is continuously present and the center of in¬ 
terest. Mitya holds the stage during the whole of Book VIII 
(100 pages), and then, after a brief interruption to explain 
how the police got on his trail, through the whole of the 
next book (69 pages more). Alyosha, in addition to being 
present through the scene at Father Zossima’s, is the center 
of interest throughout most of the following books III, IV, 
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and V (in all about 264 pages, allowing for 10 pages of ex¬ 
position on the subject of Smerdyakov). 

These novels of Dostoevski belong neither to the 
autobiographical nor to the biographical genre. Outside of 
those genres, it would be hard to find novels in the nine¬ 
teenth century that keep single individuals on the stage so 
continuously as Dostoevski’s. But the full significance of 
this does not appear until it is considered along with the 
accompanying features of dramatic structure. 

My second point is a sort of corollary of the first, the 
limited point of view which tends to go along with the lim¬ 
ited center of interest This is a matter which Dostoevski 
seems not to have considered, and I shall put off discussion 
of it to a later chapter. 

My third point is the limitation of place. In “Crime and 
Punishment” the action is limited to the city of Peters¬ 
burg; in “The Brothers Karamazov” it is limited to the 
provincial city of Skotoprigonyevsk and the neighboring 
village of Mokroe; in “The Possessed” to “our town” in the 
provinces. In “The Idiot,” it is distributed between Peters¬ 
burg, Moscow, and the summer resort of Pavlovsk. In each 
of these novels there is a considerable number of settings 
within the particular town. 

This is particularly true of “Crime and Punishment.” 
There are Raskolnikov’s house, that of the old woman 
whom he murders, Marmeladov’s, Porfiry’s, Sonia’s, that 
where Dounia and her mother stay; not to speak of several 
taverns and places on the streets. The nature of the action 
is such that Raskolnikov is perpetually going from one 
house to another, and—in his distraction of mind—wan¬ 
dering about in the streets. So that while in the large there 
is unity of place, in detail, within that frame, there is very 
frequent change of place, perhaps as frequent as in the 
average novel. 

In this respect the other novels of Dostoevski are more 
dramatically arranged. In all of them there are extremelv 
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long scenes played out continuously in a single room. Such 
is the scene at General Epanchin’s in “The Idiot” (Part I, 
Chapters II to VII, 72 pages); the scene at the convent, 
the long suite of scenes at Mokroe and the trial scene in 
“The Brothers Karamazov” (the last one occupying the 
whole of Book XII, 14 chapters, 120 pages). 

Altogether, Dostoevski is sufficiently remarkable for the 
length of scenes laid in a single place. And, even taken by 
itself, this feature shows him to be a novelist of strongly 
dramatic bent. But its significance, again, becomes much 
greater when it is taken along with other features which 
accompany it. 

My fourth point is the amount of time covered in the 
aggregate. In “Crime and Punishment,” leaving out ol 
account the brief Epilogue, which is professedly a mere 
looking forward to the theme of a separate book, the entire 
time of the action is limited to some fifteen or sixteen days, 
a little more than a fortnight. This is an exceptionally short 
period of time—especially in the older novel—for a book ol 
over five hundred pages. And the limitation of time is more 
notable still if we take into account only those days whose 
events are actually presented. Between the days of pre¬ 
sented action there are two intervals of unconsciousness 
and clouded mind on the part of Raskolnikov which are 
very briefly summarized. Of days actually presented there 
are but nine. 

In “The Brothers Karamazov,” the entire period of the 
action, exclusive of the introductory exposition, is less than 
three months. But here again there are two intervals which 
the author passes over, a period from the end of August, 
time of the murder, to the beginning of November, time 
of the trial; and a five days’ interval between the day of the 
trial and that of the Epilogue. Of days actually presented 
there are but seven—and this in a book of nearly a thou¬ 
sand pages. “The Idiot’’ opens in November; then, after an 
interval briefly summarized, it begins again with the fol- 
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lowing Easter and continues into July. In all, then, it cov¬ 
ers about eight months. Of days actually presented there 
are about nine. “The Possessed” covers something like six 
weeks’ time, exclusive of the epilogue-like Conclusion, 
which brings us down to a period three months later to 
clear up a few points in the sequel. Fourteen days are 
actually presented, apart from the summarized intervals. 

These are all books very much longer than the average 
for English novels, even in the nineteenth century, when 
novels ran long. The aggregate time covered is very much 
less than that of the average novel anywhere. Inevitably 
this results in such a concentration of the action in time as 
to give much more than usually the sense of our being with¬ 
out interruption in the dramatic present. 

This effect of concentration is even more evident when 
we consider my final point, the length of development of 
the events of a single day, or of suites of days following one 
another without interval. In this respect Dostoevski has, I 
think, no parallel before the time of James Joyce. In 
“Crime and Punishment” there are three separate days de¬ 
veloped to occupy 92, 121, and 104 pages respectively. 
More than that, there is a suite of four days occupying 119 
pages, and another suite of three days occupying 319 pages. 
In “The Possessed” there is a suite of five days occupying 
269 somewhat larger pages. In “The Idiot” there is one 
single day treated to the length of 176 pages. In “The 
Brothers Karamazov” there is one suite of four days extend¬ 
ing to 644 pages, much longer than a good-sized novel in 
our time. 

When I speak of days following one another without in¬ 
terval, I mean without the intervention of other calendar 
days. I have allowed for the night as a period of sleep and 
oblivion. But the people of Dostoevski hardly have time 
or inclination for sleep. They are so relentlessly hounded 
by the furies of fear, shame, passion, remorse, indecision— 
the pressure is so strong upon them to do something, to 
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reach some decision, to come to a settlement ot all that is 
at issue—that they cannot take time for sleep or food. They 
seem to live on tea and champagne, which can be con¬ 
sumed while they go on talking and thinking. From time to 
time they fall into the fitful sleep of nervous exhaustion, 
only to be haunted by dreams which bring back the pre¬ 
occupations of their waking hours. Very often they keep 
going all night, like eight-day clocks, so that the second day 
is literally continuous with the first. In “The Possessed” 
there arc four successive days thus linked by all-night ses¬ 
sions. And no matter how often they change their location 
in space, these people carry with them the same fevers, the 
same unsolved and urgent problems. 

One who has not read Dostoevski might easily derive 
from this description a quite false notion of what he is like. 
It does not allow for the large diversification of interest he 
is able to introduce while keeping his characters thus upon 
the strain, for the strong appeal of mystery and strangeness, 
for the manifold objectification which he knows how to 
give to a theme so simplified. His work is neither so mo¬ 
notonous nor so melodramatic as my account might sug¬ 
gest. It is his inexhaustible imagination which enables him 
thus to expand the occurrences of one day so as to fill an 
ordinary person’s quota of drama for a lifetime. 

What I am trying to indicate is the extraordinary emo¬ 
tional tension which goes along with his packing so much 
experience into the limits of a few days, and those days 
crowding upon one another without pause or respite. And 
since my subject is technique, I am trying to show how the 
very physical conditions of his narrative lend themselves to 
the creation of such emotional tension. 

The reader will have observed how the several features 
of this method work together to make the drama more and 
more concentrated. In “Crime and Punishment it is not 
merely that the same person is the center of interest 
through the greater part of 550 pages, but that the action 
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in which he takes part almost continuously is confined to 
nine days’ time. In '‘The Idiot” it is not merely that the 
same person is the center through a narrative of still 
greater length, but that one single day of action in which 
he is continuously present occupies 176 close-printed 
pages, that the setting is but three times changed within 
that period, and that one single scene in one place is 72 
pages long. In ‘‘The Brothers Karamazov,” where there are 
three main centers of interest, each one in turn is followed 
through passages of great length: Mitya occupying the cen¬ 
ter of the stage, during two successive days and the inter¬ 
vening night, to the tune of 169 pages; Alyosha being pres¬ 
ent and, for the most part the center of interest, through 
260 pages devoted to two successive days. Sometimes all the 
leading characters are assembled in a single scene, on a sin¬ 
gle day and in one place, running up in one case to 70 
pages, in another to 120. And the action of this prodigious 
drama is crowded into the limits of seven days, of which the 
first four are absolutely continuous. 

To the end that the reader may have strongly the sense 
of the dramatic present in a story, it is a good thing to have 
a single person for center of interest. It is still better that 
this person shall play out his part in close limitations of 
place so as to guard against too frequent change of scene. It 
is still better that his action, so limited in place, shall be 
narrowlv limited in time so as to provide continuity of 
effect. And the better to secure such continuity, it is well 
that the story should be limited to a small number of days 
whose action is presented, and that the whole period cov¬ 
ered, including intervals not presented, should be as short 
as possible. 

Naturally, there are many considerations which make it 
impossible to carry out this scheme with any rigor of logic, 
so that we must add, to each one of these statements, the 
saving phrase, “otlicr tilings being equal.” The novel has 
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plenty to offer besides drama. But drama is a good thing 
too. No serious novelist has gone so far to meet the condh 
tions of dramatic fiction as Dostoevski. And among the 
many reasons for his effectiveness this is one of the most 
important. 



XV 
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I r WOULD be hard to find a writer whose methods of com- 
|j(jsition are more in contrast with Dostoevski’s than 
Thackeray’s. And it is worth while—leaving out of account 
the shining merits of Thackeray in other directions—to 
consider some of the disadvantages under which he labors 
from his neglect of the dramatic principle. The method of 
Tolstoy in “Anna Karenina” (1875-76) is midway between 
Dostoevski’s and Thackeray’s, and a comparison of that 
novel with “Vanity Fair” (1847-48) in certain points of 
structure will serve to bring out in higher relief the pe¬ 
culiarity of Thac keray’s system. 

It is significant that Tolstoy divides his novel into 
parts, thus showing a consciousness of larger groupings of 
material than is indicated by the chapter division. The prin¬ 
ciple is—given his three mam centers of interest (Anna, 
Vhonsky, Levin), or his six main characters, one of whom is 
always present throughout and dominant—to carry them 
forward chronologically through eight main periods, or 
phases, massing the experiences of each group or center 
during a limited period of time. Generally each part will 
be confined to the events of three months—summer, win¬ 
ter, or spring. 

If we attempted a similar division for “Vanity Fair,” we 
could not reduce the parts to fewer than eleven. And this in 
itself, considering that the English novel is appreciably 
shorter than “Anna Karenina,” is an indication of the 
more dispersed character of the material. This becomes 
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still more evident when we consider that the number of 
years covered in the aggregate is something like three and 
a half for “Anna" and not fewer than fourteen for “Vanity 
Fair.” There is a much greater average lapse of time within 
each division in the English novel. This becomes more sis- 
nificant when we ask how much time is given to the doings 
of one day or succession of days. 

In Tolstoy, we find, there is an approach to the practice 
of Dostoevski, of developing extensively the doings of indi¬ 
vidual days and groups of days that follow closely on one 
another in dramatic sequence. Thus the first part is con¬ 
fined to the events of four days, all in Moscow, so that we 
have the impression of uninterrupted action during 34 
chapters, 136 pages. In II and III we have a group of 96 
pages devoted to the horse-race and the days immediately 
following. In general it is probably true that in each part 
there will be two groups, of one or several days, each of 
which occupy from 75 to 90 per cent of the entire division. 

With Thackeray the case is quite the contrary. In the 
whole book I find only three occasions on which he re¬ 
motely approaches the grouping of Tolstoy, let alone 
Dostoevski. The first group comprises the first six chap¬ 
ters, beginning with the day when Amelia and Becky leave 
Miss Pinkerton’s school and covering the two weeks in 
which Becky makes her first unsuccessful assault on the 
heart of Jos Sedley. This is with Thackeray a very excep¬ 
tional case of the development of a group of scenes. And 
here we may reckon that Thackeray gives about one 
seventh as much space as Tolstoy to each day’s occurrences. 

There are several other circumstances that reduce the 
dramatic character of those rare occasions in Thackeray 
where the occurrences of several days are developed at 
some length. In Tolstoy the presence of one major char¬ 
acter throughout gives continuity to passages of consider¬ 
able length, even when the setting is several times changed. 
In Thackeray there is no such thing as dramatic continuity; 
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we are perpetually passing from one place to another, from 
one character to another. Thus in the culminating scenes 
of “Vanity Fair,” the most dramatic in the book—be¬ 
ginning with Becky’s triumph at Lord Steyne’s party, and 
ending with the break-up of her menage with Rawdon— 
we are part of the time with Rawdon, part with Becky, part 
with Rawdon again; we pass continually from one place to 
another; there is a whole chapter inserted at the height of 
the action which goes back to an earlier period and brings 
the story up to the time of the party. Altogether this climax 
of the book is handled in as undramatic a manner as 
possible. 

The want of a steady center of interest is naturally still 
more to be felt in those passages—the staple of the book— 
in which there is no development of any scene or group 
of scenes beyond a very few pages. In order to get the great¬ 
est effect from a steady center of interest, more is necessary 
than to refrain from shifting from one person to another. 
It is necessary to have characters strong enough so that we 
recogni/e them as constituting centers of interest, persons 
who take strong hold on our feelings or imagination, and 
whose role is important enough to make them major char¬ 
acters. Of such there are in “Vanity Fair’’ but two, Becky 
Sharp and Amelia, with the possible addition of Major 
Dobbin and Rawdon Crawley, admitted to the rank of 
major characters more on account of their role in the story 
than because of their intrinsic interest. 

If, then, these four persons were followed steadily 
through the story, if some one or other of them were in¬ 
variably present, so that the action came to us as part and 
parcel of their personal experience, ‘A'anity Fair ” would 
more nearly meet the conditions of dramatic narrative. But 
this is very far from being the case. There is a large 
number of minor characters, less important in the plot, to 
whom the author gives his attention from time to time. 
They are more or less interesting in one way or another. 
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but not interesting enough to stand by themselves, and yet 
their histories are given in fairly regular alternation with 
that of principals. Such are the Osbornes—die old man. 
Captain George, who married Amelia, and their sou 
Georgie, together with Maria and Fred Bullock; such are 
the Crawleys of Queen’s Crawley; the Bute Crawleys, rivals 
of the others for the favor of the wealthy Miss Crawley: 
the old Sedleys and Jos; Lord Steyne and the Gaunts. 

Toward all these characters Thackeray seems to feel an 
equal responsibility; since they are in his chronicle, he will 
tell us what there is to be told of them; and he will tell it 
at the point where it comes in most naturally, which is gen¬ 
erally in the midst of what he is saying about his major 
characters. We find them amusing; we recognize their im¬ 
portance as social exhibits; we regard them as acquaint¬ 
ances and are glad to know what happens to them. But 
there is nothing important about them, nothing that we 
cannot wait until to-morrow to learn. And it is figures such 
as these, who interest us as gossip interests, for whom the 
principals are constantly being asked to give way. 

Not that there is anything so very urgent about the prin¬ 
cipals. These are not figures of tragedy, creatures of destiny. 
Their story flows on with the slow, equable movement of 
everyday events. It hangs upon no thread and is not going 
to be decided by the fatal choices of a night. It is not packed 
into the confines of a breathless week, but strings itself 
along diffusely through many years of minor happenings. 
There is no mystery to be solved, but merely the mild 
question of what next. So that the reader suffers no great 
hardship when he is asked to postpone his interest in Becky 
or Amelia in favor of Mrs. Bute Crawley or old Mr. Os¬ 
borne. 

In Tolstoy each one of the leading characters takes such 
hold upon us that we cannot bear to leave him except for 
another whose case is equally urgent. In “Anna Karenina” 
in addition to the three characters of major interest there 
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are three others who, at certain points, are shown in pre¬ 
dicaments tight enough to make us follow them for a space 
with considerable suspense—Karenina, Kitty, and Stepan 
Oblonsky. I believe there is no entire chapter in the whole 
novel in which one or more of these six persons is not 
actually present. And in the great bulk of the story it is one 
of the leading three—Anna, Vronsky, Levin—who is in¬ 
variably there. 

So that Tolstoy displays a distinct sense for composition 
which is lacking in Thackeray. Thackeray’s novel gives, by 
comparison, the impression of a mere series of sketches 
loosely strung along on a tenuous thread of plot. And we 
arc leminded that Thackeray started as an essayist and 
illustrator, and was a long time coming to the novel form. 

2 

That the essayist was still dominant in Thackeray’s tech¬ 
nique is indicated by the very large proportion in his nov¬ 
els of summary narrative where the born story-teller (say 
Dickens) would have given us drama. Here again he is in 
startling contrast to Tolstoy. In “Anna Karenina” the 
amount of formal exposition is very slight, considering the 
length ot the book and the number of characters involved. 
I reckon it would not come to more than 20 or 30 pages in 
all, scattered through a volume of 950 pages. As to formal 
characterization, distinct from exposition, there is ex¬ 
tremely little. Here is an author, famous for the vivid 
reality of his characters, who very seldom thinks it neces¬ 
sary to halt his story for two minutes in order to tell us 
what these people are like. 

The proportion of exposition and formal characteriza¬ 
tion is very much greater in “Vanity Fair.” There is, for 
example, one long chapter (IX) given to the account of the 
Crawleys of Queen’s Crawdey, and another still longer 
(XLVII) to the Gaunts, with all the ramifications of family 
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history detailed and all the family skeletons dragged to 
light. It should be conceded tliat Thackeray is in his ele¬ 
ment in this kind of thing, which favors his gift for social 
satire. The subject-matter is more highly colored than that 
in Tolstoy s expository passages, and finely flavored with 
Thackeray’s irony. There is superb writing in these parts 
of "Vanity Fair," but it is none the less true that we are 
reminded more of the essayist than the writer of fiction. 

But the method of generalization is not by any means 
confined to those passages in which is explained what needs 
to be understood before the story can begin. It is exten¬ 
sively used as a means of bridging the gulf between one 
main scene and another, giving an idea of developments 
which do not lend themselves to dramatic presentation. 
And it is just here that the writer with a penchant lor 
drama is distinguished from the undramatic writer. 

The dramatic writer makes the least possible use of gen¬ 
eralized nanative. He passes from one scene to another, 
from one period to another, with the slightest reference to 
what was going on in the interval. This is the instinct of 
Tolstoy. Each new part begins at a period considerably 
later than the one preceding, and almost invariably with¬ 
out preliminaries, in the midst of a scene. "At the end of 
the winter, in the Schcherbatsky’s house, a consultation 
was being held." "Princess Schcherbatsky considered iliat 
it was out of the question for the wedding to take place 
before Lent." "Vronsky and Anna had been travelling lor 
three months together in Europe." "Levin had been mar¬ 
ried three months. He was happy, but not at all in the way 
he had expected to be." We find ourselves planted solidly 
in the midst of the new scene, in the mind perhaps of one 
of the characters. 

The reason why Tolstoy has so little occasion to sum¬ 
marize events is that he manages to make the large single 
dramatic occasions stand for the mass of minor events. We 
might put it this way—that he chooses to represent only 
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those major occasions that have dramatic significance; as 
if he could pay always in large bills and let the small change 
go. And then, comparing his procedure with that of 
Dickens and Thackeray, we might say that Dickens deals 
largely in small change, which he treats as if it were large 
bills—that is, he erects each minor event into a major 
dramatic occasion. Thackeray too deals largely in what for 
Tolstoy would be small change, but he does not treat it as 
large bills—neglecting to erect it into major dramatic occa¬ 
sions or scenes. 

There is in Thackeray an enormous amount of small 
change. His “Vanity Fair ’ is an entire composition of little 
happenings illustrative of greed, snobbishness, social climb¬ 
ing. There are so many of diese little happenings that not 
a quarter of them could be properly presented scenically, 
and Thackeray does not seem willing to leave any of 
them out. But if they are all to be included, a large num¬ 
ber of them must necessarily be presented in sketchy 
summary. 

These two young couples had plenty of tales to relate to one 
another. The marriages of either were discussed, and their pros¬ 
pects in life canvassed with the greatest frankness and interest 
on both sides. George’s marriage was to be made known to his 
father by his friend Captain Dobbin; and young Osborne 
trembled rather for die result of that communication. Miss 
Crawley, on whom all Rawdon’s hopes depended, still held out. 
Unable to make an entry into her house in Park Lane her af¬ 
fectionate nephew and niece had followed her to Brighton. 
, . . The two wedding parties met constantly in each other’s 
apartments. After two or three nights the gentlemen of an 
evening had a little piquet, as their wives sat and chatted 
apart. This pastime, and the arrival of Jos Sedley, who made 
his appearance in his grand open carriage, and who played a 
few games at billiards with Captain Crawley, replenished Raw¬ 
don’s purse somewhat, and gave him the benefit of that ready 
money for which the greatest spirits are sometimes at a stand¬ 
still. 
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It often seems as if Thackeray were overwhelmed by the 
sheer bulk of the multiple history about which he feels 
called on to keep us informed. He loses himself in the items 
without making anything of them as story. He can neither 
reconcile himself to leaving them out, nor find the energy 
or time to show them to us properly. It is as if his spiiit 
flagged, as if he were overcome with sheer laziness. He 
must let us know of the bankruptcy of John Sedley. He 
says he is “not going to follow the worthy old stock-broker 
through those last pangs and agonies of ruin through which 
he passed.” And yet he cannot refrain from naming the 
several steps of the process: 

They declared him at the Stock-Exchange; he was absent from 
his house of business; his bills were protested; his act of bank¬ 
ruptcy formal. The house and furniture of Russell Square were 
seized and sold up, and he and his family were thrust away, as 
we have seen, to hide their heads where they might. 

It is Osborne’s attitude toward the bankrupt and toward 
his daughter which makes the climax of this whole affair. 
Here if anywhere, the author of fiction is called on to give 
us the situation in the form of scenes. But all we have is 
the barest statement of the facts: 

At the meetings of creditors [Osborne] comported himself 
with a savageness and scorn toward Sedley which almost suc¬ 
ceeded in breaking the heart of that ruined, bankrupt man 
. . . When the great crash came—the announcement of ruin, 
and the departure from Russell Square and the declaration 
that all was over between her and George—all over between her 
and love, her and happiness, her and faith in the world—a 
brutal letter from John Osborne told her in a few curt lines 
that her father’s conduct had been of such a nature that all en¬ 
gagements between the families were at an end—when the 
final award came, it did not shock her so much as her parents, 
as her mother rather, expected. . . . Amelia took the news very 
palely and calmly. It was only the confirmation of the dark 
presages which had long gone before. 
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It is all perfectly general. There is no pretense of show¬ 
ing Amelia on the occasion when she received old Os¬ 
borne’s letter; not even the letter is offered in evidence. 
The author is lavish of phrases of condolence for the Sed- 
leys in their tragic fall and disillusion; but he does not take 
the trouble to show us the scenes which would so much 
more impress us with the reality of their case. 

At times we feel as if Thackeray were simply incapable 
of selection. He follows his characters from day to day as 
if he lelt it necessary to account for every moment of their 
time. In Chapter LVII he gives us a sort of diary of the 
ocean voyage of Dobbin and Jos Sedley on their return 
from India. Not that anything happens that is worth re¬ 
cording. The next chapter gives us a diary of Dobbin’s ac¬ 
tivities on his first day in London, and in the following 
chapter the same thing is done for Jos. When Thackeray 
has, lor some good purpose, brought a group of people to¬ 
gether, he feels he has them on his hands; and he cannot 
get them off his hands without disposing of each one in 
turn. I ach minor division of the story must be concluded, 
like the whole story at the end, by telling what happened to 
everybody. 

This author seems at times to be carried along on the 
stream of his story instead of himself directing the story 
in a carefully marked channel. He is like a traveler con¬ 
scientiously recording from day to day the progress of the 
journey and the occupations of his fellow-voyagers. The 
story carries his characters to Belgium. But you can’t get 
to Belgium without crossing the Channel, and you can’t 
cross the Channel without going down the river, and you 
can’t go down the river widiout first embarking on trans¬ 
ports. So Thackeray embarks you, and takes you down the 
river and tlien across the Channel, duly recording the de¬ 
gree of your sea-sickness. In Belgium you are in a city 
suitable to sight-seeing and the pursuit of pleasure. And so 
Thackeray proceeds to record the fact that his characters 
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engage in sight-seeing and the pursuit of pleasure. This is 
what makes slow reading of so much of Thackeray. 

It is true that, even in such generalized narrative, Thack¬ 
eray can sometimes be entertaining. This applies partic¬ 
ularly, in “Vanity Fair,” to whatever concerns Becky Sharp. 
He is so genuinely interested in this plucky and unscrupu¬ 
lous adventuress, and in the means by which she manages 
to make her way in the world, that even an outline state¬ 
ment of her methods has its savor. One of the longest chap¬ 
ters in the book is entirely taken up with a historical sketch 
of her vagabond life after the break-up of her marriage with 
Rawdon Crawley. It shows the most competent acquaint¬ 
ance with Bohemian life in various European towns and of 
the shifts by which a woman of tainted reputation manages 
to cling to the skirts of good society. Above all the irony of 
Thackeray is forever vividly aware of the slight and as it 
were merely technical differences between the ways of 
good society and of Bohemia, and the most cursory state¬ 
ment of some of Becky’s experiences is pleasantly spiced 
with this irony. 

Much of this is highly amusing in its way—in somewhat 
the way of an essay by Addison or Goldsmith. But even so, 
it is questionable strategy in a novel to give more than 
seven thousand words to this kind of history. And when it 
comes to old Mr. Sedley in his decline, and to his worthy 
spouse, to the various landlords and landladies who were 
fond of Amelia, and the children of said landladies, and to 
Major Dobbin and Glorvina O’Dowd and Maria Osborne 
and Fred Bullock, the interest is certainly much too mild 
—at least for the present-day reader—to sustain the tire¬ 
some mass of trifling detail offered us in the non-dramatic 
form. “Vanity Fair” is like a great sheet of drawing-paper 
filled from rim to rim, from corner to corner, with charcoal 
sketches of human figures, crowded close together for econ¬ 
omy of space. They are exercises in drawing and have this 
much in common that they are all in illustration of a com- 
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mon theme. But the lover of pictures cries out for spacing, 
for grouping, for subordination and perspective, for some 
organic principle of composition. 

3 

It is worth while in this connection to consider what 
Thackeray does with his chapter divisions, and here again 
to compare his practice with Tolstoy’s. Thackeray’s chap¬ 
ters are on the average three or four or five times as long as 
Tolstoy’s. Tolstoy’s chapters are almost invariably confined 
to one occasion; and veiy frequently several chapters will 
be given to the development of successive phases of the 
same occasion. Thackeray’s chapters, on the other hand, are 
almost always omnibus affairs, in which many separate oc¬ 
casions are briefly disposed of. 

It is difficult indeed to be sure which portion of the nar¬ 
rative should be defined as constituting an occasion, where 
so much is told in summary implying many occasions, and 
where the actual bits of scene are so deeply embedded in 
this viscous mass of generalized narrative. But suppose we 
take chapters like XXIV and XXV, in which we do have 
the impression of being present now and then at some par¬ 
ticular scene, and try to count the number of such occa¬ 
sions, at least in their rudiments: we find that in these two 
chapters alone there are approximately thirty of them, 
though many of them are but sketchily suggested. In XXIV 
there is one well-developed and really dramatic scene be¬ 
tween Captain Dobbin and Mr. Osborne, in which the 
Captain defends Amelia against the aspersions of the old 
snob and announces her marriage to George. But then the 
narrative loses itself in a series of no-account fragments of 
scene with Mr. Chopper, Osborne’s clerk, with Ensign 
Stubble, together with various items of Osborne historv too 
minute to be listed. In short, it is a chapter made up of 
odds and ends, including one or two good scenes, which 
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might have stood out as important, but which are crowded 
together in one chapter with a heap of less impressive mat¬ 
ter and smothered with trifling detail. 

The following chapter is longer and more confused. 
There are two main groups of scenes, those clustered about 
a dinner at Brighton with all our principal characters pres 
ent (the young Osbornes, the young Crawleys, Dobbin, and 
Jos), and those clustered about the rivalry of the Rawdon 
Crawleys and the Bute Crawleys ior the lavor of the 
wealthy Miss Crawley. Each cluster of scenes is broken up 
into a confusing jumble of bits of “occasion” embedded in 
summarized narrative. And there is nothing to connect the 
two groups of scenes but chronology and the fact that they 
all take place at Brighton. By all natural principles of 
artistic arrangement they belong in separate chapters. 

There appears to be no planning at all in Thackeray’s 
writing of his chapters. He does not seem to consider in 
ad\ance what scene is to be the culminating point and just 
what is necessary in preparation for this scene; which de¬ 
tails are to be subordinated and which may be eliminated 
altogether. He does not seem to be concerned to bring 
down the curtain effectively at the end oi the act. He has so 
much material to cover, or so much copy to turn out, for 
this instalment. He seems to live from hand to mouth. He 
ambles along pleasantly, taking his time, plucking here a 
flower and there a wholesome herb. 

One thing leads to another. If a character is mentioned, 
he stops to tell you about him. If he finds that something 
has not been explained, he stops to explain. Once in a 
while his conscience troubles him. “Our history is destined 
in this chapter to go backward and forward in a very ir¬ 
resolute manner seemingly, and having conducted our story 
to tomorrow presently, we shall immediately again have 
occasion to step back to yesterday, so that the whole of the 
tale may get a hearing." I have italicized the final phrase. 
Thackeray is much too concerned that the whole of the 
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tale may get a hearing, by which he means that everything 
shall be told about everybody and all at the same time. 

All that I have had to say of Thackeray in this chapter 
has reference to his manner of telling the story when he is 
actually engaged in telling it. I have left out of account the 
innumerable digressions—passages of comment on human 
nature in general, often of considerable length, which are 
simply essays in the manner of Addison or Goldsmith, and 
which occupy anywhere from three to eight per cent of the 
entire bulk of his novels (in “Vanity Fair” about six per 
cent). These digressions are so notorious a feature in 
Thackeray as scarcely to need mentioning. In spite of their 
satirical humor and worldly wisdom, they are frequently 
tedious and platitudinous in a high degree to a present-day 
reader, and it goes without saying that they are a wearisome 
interruption to the story. 

The net result of his method is that we have in Thack¬ 
eray a minimum sense of that dramatic present that makes 
the reading of a novel swift and exciting. 

The dramatic novelist, whose concern is for the scenes 
where we have this seirse of the here and now, wishes to 
reduce so far as possible the element of exposition. With 
him the exposition is the irreducible minimum of general¬ 
ized narrative necessary as an introduction to the scenical 
element. With the non-dramatic writer, the exposition is 
the very body of the story, which is one long tissue of sum¬ 
mary chronicle. The scenes give the impression of being 
anecdotes illustrative of the chronicle. They may be, and in 
Thackeray they frequently are, the cream of the book, but 
they give the impression of being merelv incidental. In the 
dramatic novel they are the be-all and tire end-all. 



XVI 


SUBJECTIVE DRAMA: JAMES 

I r MUST have occurred to some readers that I am using 
the words “drama” and “dramatic” in senses that ignore or 
leave out of account certain dominant connotations of 
those words as they are commonly used. For the primary 
definition of “drama” we may for the moment be content 
with its synonym “play.” A drama is a play, that is. a story 
presented in the form of dialogue and action. The con¬ 
notations that are likely to confuse the issue come out more 
strikingly in the adjective, “dramatic.” “Dramatic” means, 
of course, “of or pertaining to the drama; appropriate to, 
or having the qualities of, a drama.” 

So far everything is simple, free from confusion. But the 
dictionaries add a word or two in further explanation of 
what is appropriate to the drama, “having the qualities of 
a drama; vivid; expressed with or as if with action.” 
“Vivid” means for most people full of action, movement, 
the excitement of incident, suspense, surprise. If we look 
further we find under the account of synonyms for “dra¬ 
matic,” “That is dramatic which is appropriate to the 
drama, esp. as suggesting vividly expressive action or ges¬ 
ture, unexpected conjunctions, or a striking denouement.” 

In all this one notes the emphasis laid on features of 
plot, that is, the external events whose complication and 
resolution make the objective framework of the story; also 
on action; that is, the movements or gestures by means of 
which states of mind are objectified. Now, there is in 
Dostoevski and Tolstoy a sufficient provision of plot for 
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the ordinary serious reader; enough happens, and enough 
remains in suspense, to hold the attention of readers who 
are primarily interested in story, provided they are not pos¬ 
itively childish in their mentality. But the dominant in¬ 
terest of these Russians is not in the objective drama of plot 
and gesture so much as in the subjective drama of spiritual 
states. 

The subjective and objective aspects of the story cannot 
well be separated; one is the necessary complement of the 
other. But the primacy of the subjective in these Russian 
novelists will be vividly realized if we bring them into com¬ 
parison with Smollett or Scott, or even with Balzac, Zola, 
or Hardy, in all of whom motivation seems of such slight 
importance relatively to the hard facts, the irreducible 
objective circumstances, which make the substance of the 
narrative. 

And yet it is Dostoevski whom I choose to illustrate the 
“dramatic” ideal in the novel rather than any of these 
French or English writers. And this because of his superior 
command of the technique of dramatic concentration. 
There is plenty of action in Smollett, but it is rambling 
and dispersed, too much broken up into strings of mere 
episodes, to give the effect of drama. There is in Scott 
plenty of heroic action, plenty of noble and histrionic ges¬ 
ture, and in some rare cases, such as “Ivanhoe,” it is all 
grouped and centered in such a way as to give the com¬ 
pactness and cumulative power of drama. But “Ivanhoe” 
is exceptional, and in general tlrere is too little form and 
far too much history in Scott, to make his novels effectively 
dramatic. In Balzac, drama is an occasional happy accident 
in the vast expository sea of his Comedie Humaine. In 
Hardy the “unexpected conjunctions,” the complicated en¬ 
tanglements and surprising resolutions of plot, too often 
defeat the dramatic purpose for which they were devised. 
So tliat our best example of the essentially dramatic ideal 
in the novel is found to be a writer who is more tlian ordi- 
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narily concerned with the spiritual states of his characters. 

Another source of confusion lurks in the word “subjec¬ 
tive. ’ “Subjective” is often used to designate fiction which 
is highly colored by the sentiment and philosophy of the 
author directly expressed. Thus Fielding would be a sub¬ 
jective writer because he discusses with his readers the 
problems of conduct brought up by his story; and still 
more so Thackeray, Meredith, Wells. Richard Aldington’s 
“Death of a Hero” would be in this sense a highly subjec 
tive novel because the author devotes whole pages to his 
satirical tirades against the Victorian way of life. 

But, generally speaking, this kind of subjectivism, which 
consists in the intrusion of the author into the story, is dis¬ 
tinctly opposed to the dramatic ideal in the novel. It is 
opposed to the ideal of objectivity cultivated by the French 
naturalists, and is in general much less prominent in 
French and Russian novelists than in English. It is almost 
completely wanting in “Anna Karenina,” in spite of Tol¬ 
stoy’s philosophical penchant. It is quite opposed to the 
spirit of Turgenev, of Gorki, of Chekhov. It is not present 
in Dostoevski, for the simple reason that he has found 
means of presenting his philosophy dramatically. 

“Subjective,” then, be it understood, is here used in the 
sense of being concerned with the states of mind of the 
characters. Dostoevski is subjective because he is more con¬ 
cerned with motives of action than with the action itself. 

But how can we talk of subjective drama? Stage drama is 
limited to the words and gestures of the characters. There 
is no author there to explain the mental processes lying 
back of these objective manifestations—that is the fust 
condition of drama—and with the abandonment of solilo¬ 
quy, the last vestige of subjectivity disappears. If we are 
to talk of dramatic novels at all, is it not necessary to con¬ 
cede that a novel is dramatic just in proportion to its ob¬ 
jectivity? But is it not the prime distinguishing feature of 
the novel that the author is there to explain? And might 
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not one conclude that the proper line of the novel would be 
in its sharp differentiation from the objective technique of 
drama? 

There can be no doubt that the presence of the author— 
the narrator—determines certain fundamental differences 
between the play and the novel. And it is obvious, on a gen¬ 
eral survey of its evolution, that the novel has tended to 
grow more and more subjective, that a larger and larger 
proportion of space has come to be devoted to the mental 
states of the characters, and proportionately less to their 
words and gestures. 

But here a most important distinction must be drawn be¬ 
tween what we may call the dramatic and the undramatic 
methods of presenting mental states. Whenever the author 
in his own person expatiates upon his characters’ states of 
mind, he is following an undramatic method, since we are 
then conscious of the author standing beside his characters 
on the stage, and our attention is divided between them 
and him. The dramatic method is simply to present, to 
project the characters’ states of mind, without comment or 
explanation. It is of course the author who is choosing the 
words which describe the state of mind in question, but his 
effort is, in so tar as he follows the dramatic ideal, to make 
his words the mere uncolored medium for rendering the 
mental process. He does not characterize it—that would 
be undramatic, and authorial—he reproduces it. 

But he is none the less the author, an indispensable 
agent in the rendering of his subject. Being the author, he 
is capable of visioning his character’s mind with a clearness 
and wholeness of which the character is himself incapable. 
He is even capable, like Dostoevski or Thomas Mann, of 
presenting a large part of his own philosophy of life, simply 
by an arrangement of the states of mind of a certain num¬ 
ber of characters reacting to a certain set of circumstances. 
The* author is author, again, by virtue of his power over 
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words. He is capable of rendering the mental processes of 
his characters with a precision and nicety, with a subtlety 
and warmth of coloring of which they themselves are in¬ 
capable. 

But granting the special ability of the author for con¬ 
ceiving and putting into words the mental states of his 
characters, his great ambition is, in so far as he is domi¬ 
nated by the dramatic ideal, to obliterate any distinction 
between author and character which might lead to a divi¬ 
sion of interest between them. He does not wish to be 
caught standing apart from the character and saying clever 
things about him. He wishes instead to read himself right 
into the consciousness of the character, to identify himself 
with him in impression, feeling, outlook, to reproduce 
with absolute fidelity of tone the character’s reaction to 
everything in his experience. He wishes to give, as con¬ 
sistently as possible, an inside rather than an outside view 
of things. And it will be realized that this is to make the 
narrative highly subjective. 

It is to make the narrative subjective, and at the same 
time it is to make it, in a very significant sense, dramatic. 
The dramatic method is the method of direct presentation, 
and aims to give the reader the sense of being present, here 
and now, in the scene of action. That is why those elements 
are undramatic which make us aware of an author explain¬ 
ing things: exposition, description, and characterization by 
the author, psychological analysis, philosophizing and sen¬ 
timentalizing about the characters and events. 

But obviously a certain amount of exposition is neces¬ 
sary to any story: there are some things we must know in 
order to understand the scenes at which we are present. 
Some description and characterization are necessary: we 
w^ant to be able to vizualize the setting and the characters 
and to know what they are like. Well, all these things are 
accomplished in the play without intervention on the part 
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of the author. Description is dispensed with by the physical 
stage setting. Exposition and characterization are both con¬ 
veyed through the dialogue and action of the characters. 

There are, to be sure, distinct limits to what can be done 
through these objective means, and that is what makes the 
play, generally speaking, so much thinner and cruder a 
medium for the thoughtful delineation of life. Everything 
has to be so rigorously simplified and conventionalized. 
One word must stand in the play for the score of words 
which the novelist may wisely use for the same intention. 
And it must be a word as unmistakable in meaning and 
connotation as a silver dollar. The types presented must 
be such as can be at once recognized by every one in the 
theater, from the most thoughtful “highbrow” to the most 
unrefiective groundling. It is true that such disadvantages 
are amply compensated for by the immediacy of appeal to 
eye and ear. It is, moreover, the supreme triumph of the 
literary artist, like Ibsen and Pirandello, to succeed, with 
such crude implements, in combining dramatic appeal 
with subtle intellectual effects. But after all has been said 
ill favor of the drama it remains true that it is a compara¬ 
tively thin medium by the mere fact of its complete and 
inveterate objectivity. 

Thus we are brought back to our seeming paradox of 
subjective drama in the novel. The novel can never attain 
that immediacy of effect which derives from the direct ap¬ 
peal to eye and ear. It must be content with the fainter 
immediacy of appeal to the imagination. By way of com¬ 
pensation, it may cover infinitely more ground, may go in 
for comment and explanation which are not possible to the 
stage play. The novel has, accordingly, large means of intel¬ 
lectual appeal special to itself. It may have a richness and 
subtlety quite beyond die scope of drama. 

Only, comment and explanation tend to weaken the im¬ 
aginative appeal; they tend to remove the story one degree 
farther from direct experience. The novelist is thus landed 



DRAMA THING CONSCIO USNESS 


*83 

in a dilemma. How can he keep his story “dramatic" with* 
out losing that intellectual appeal which is peculiar to his 
form? 

There is one solution for this problem which has been 
more and more seized upon by novelists with the passing of 
the years. It is to use the consciousness ol the characters as 
a medium for explanation and comment. What the author 
tells us in propria peisona is formal and official. It is often 
necessary, and accepted by us like any other practical neces¬ 
sity. But it is not of a piece with the story. What goes on 
in the minds of the characters on a given occasion is an¬ 
other matter. That is of the essence of the story itself. And 
the aim of the author who has chosen this solution for the 
novelist’s problem is so to present what is going on in the 
mind of his character at a given moment that we shall for¬ 
get the author and ourselves and have a sense of being 
actually there. The scene of action has been transferred to 
the character’s mind. 


2 

In the process of experimenting with this method, it has 
been found that much of the information which was 
formerly passed on by the author can be gathered directly 
by the reader from the character’s thoughts, thus dispens¬ 
ing very largely with undramatic official explanations. 
What the author tells us, in a formal paragraph of charac¬ 
terization, is likely to be a lumpish mass of items. It is 
heavy and solid and authoritative, but hard to digest. What 
most helps us to form an idea of a character is of course 
what he says and does, the emotional situation in which he 
finds himself. Such things speak for themselves. What oth¬ 
ers say of the character is another powerful means of trans¬ 
lating him to us. It fits in at once with the general dramatic 
situation, and is easily lodged in our imagination, espe¬ 
cially if people disagree about him, confess their uncer- 
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tainties, their partial knowledge, if they are prejudiced 
against him or infatuated with him. Our curiosity, our dis¬ 
position to take sides, serve to fix our attention on the items 
presented and fit them into a system of impressions so that 
they are not readily lost. 

This is what I mean by our digesting the facts. In the 
highly subjective type of fiction, people are likely to be 
characterized through the thoughts of some one else about 
them. In the subjective state of the person whose point of 
view is followed they find a sensitive plate prepared to take 
in as much of them as is relevant for the time being, and 
it is the interest of this reflecting subject that doubles the 
mere interest of the items and makes them so much more 
digestible. 

Henry James came to have a great dislike for what he 
calls a “seated mass of information,” and in his later 
novels and tales (say, from 1897 on) he virtually never 
ushers in a character with a formal introduction. One char¬ 
acter is introduced by another. Thus in “The Wings of the 
Dove” (1902) we meet two ladies traveling together in 
Switzerland, a Mrs. Susan Strinsrham of Burlington, Ver- 
mont and a Miss Milly Theale of New York City. Milly 
Theale is to be the heroine of this story, and the author 
wishes to give us from the beginning a strong impression 
of her personality and circumstances. But he does not trust 
himself to do this in his own official capacity. He is not 
himself inside the story. Susan Stringham, on the other 
hand, is from the first moment well within the story. She is 
there for many good reasons, and the most important of 
these is the need for some one who can give the reader a 
more intimate view of Milly Theale than any mere 
omniscient author. Mrs. Stringham can throw upon her 
the light of a particular New England experience. And the 
author very promptly gives his heroine the benefit of Mrs. 
Stringham’s view of her. Mrs. Stringham is represented as 
recalling in Switzerland the impression Milly Theale had 
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made upon her at the time when she came up to Boston on 
a visit to friends. 

Milly Theale had Boston friends, such as they were, and of 
recent making; and it was understood that her visit to them— 
a visit that was not to be meagre—had been undertaken, after 
a series of bereavements, in the interest of the particular peace 
tliat New York couldn’t give. It was recognized, liberally 
enough, that there were many things—perhaps even too many— 
New York could give; but this was felt to make no dif¬ 
ference in the important truth that what you had most to ilo, 
under the discipline of life, 01 of death, was really to leel your 
situation as grave. Boston could help you to that as nothing 
else could, and it had extended to Milly, by every presumption, 
some such measure of assistance. Mrs. Stringham was never to 
forget—for the moment had not faded, nor the infinitely fine 
vibration it set up in any degree ceased—her own fust sight of 
the striking apparition, then unheralded and unexplained: the 
slim, constantly pale, delicately haggard, anomalously, agiee- 
ably angular young person, of not more than two-and-twenty 
summers, in spite of her marks, whose hair was somehow ex¬ 
ceptionally red even for the real thing, which it innocently con¬ 
fessed to being, and whose clothes were remarkably black even 
for robes of mourning, which was the meaning they expressed. 
It was New York mourning, it was New York hair, it was a 
New York history, confused as yet, but multitudinous, of the 
loss of parents, brothers, sisters, almost every human append¬ 
age, all on a scale and with a sweep that had required the 
greater stage; it was a New York legend of affecting, of romantic 
isolation, and beyond everything, it was by most accounts, in 
respect to the mass of money so piled on the girl’s back, a set 
of New York possibilities. She was alone, she was stricken, she 
was rich, and in particular was strange—a combination in itself 
of a nature to engage Mrs. Stringham’s attention. . .Susan 
privately settled it that Boston was not in the least seeing her, 
was only occupied with her seeing Boston . . . She was see¬ 
ing her, and she had quite the finest moment of her life in 
now obeying the instinct to conceal the vision. She couldn’t ex¬ 
plain it—no one would understand. 
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Now, many readers will think that the necessary in¬ 
formation in regard to Milly Theale might have been con¬ 
veyed in a much shorter paragraph, or that in a paragraph 
of this length much more information might have been 
conveyed. And this is perhaps the place to state candidly 
that Henry James is not a popular writer, and that a large 
number even of the most intelligent and discriminating 
readers remain incurably impatient of his way of telling a 
story, and after a trial or two at his later novels, simply 
decline to give further time to him. They find him fussy 
and long-winded. And there is no use trying to convert 
them into devotees. Other readers, like myself, while ex¬ 
tremely fond of Henry James, are equally fond of novelists 
who, like Hardy for example, proceed on lines almost dia¬ 
metrically opposed to those James follows, and we do not 
wish to set up either of them as exclusive models. We do 
not condemn one novelist because we admire another very 
unlike him, any more than we condemn the poetry of 
Baudelaire because we admire that of Lamartine. 

The reason why I give so much more attention to the 
method of James than to that of Hardy is because he repre¬ 
sents certain procedures which have been gaining ground 
during the last thirty-five or forty years, because he has had 
such an incalculable influence on other novelists in the 
matter of technique, so that he occupies more than any 
other a pivotal position in the development of the 
twentieth-century novel. And then, in spite of his eccen¬ 
tricities, Iris excesses, his mannerisms, he is a remarkable 
illustration of certain principles of esthetics which no one 
can afford altogether to ignore. Thomas Hardy may be in 
certain ways the finest English novelist of his time, but he 
might have learned a great deal from Henry James. 

Returning to the characterization of Milly Theale, we 
note that James vouchsafes a relatively small number ol 
concrete items of information about her. They could all be 
summed up in a sentence: she was pale and slim; she had 
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striking red hair and strikingly black mourning clothes; 
she had lost all her relatives and was fabulously rich. 

In one of his earlier stories James would have given us 
tliree times that number of facts about her, including per¬ 
haps a notation, a la Balzac, of the exact liguie ot hei lor- 
tune. But in the meantime James has come to realize th.at 
it is more important to choose the lacts than to assemble 
them in quantity. He knows that the mind ol a reader has a 
limited capacity, a low saturation-point. After a certain 
point the facts cease to register. He knows that what is 
more important than the facts themselves—their number, 
their size and specific gravity—is the impression they make 
on the reader’s imagination. What determines the impies- 
sion for the reader is not merely the facts but the way they 
are lighted, the meaning they carry. 

And James has discovered the enormous effectiveness of 
lighting them from within the story itself. Milly Theale 
is to be a romantic heroine not merely because of her love¬ 
liness, her loneliness, and her great wealth, but because of 
the extraordinary appeal she makes to a small number of 
discriminating persons. The first of these is Susan String- 
ham. Though a New Englander, Susan is not a Bostonian, 
and can see more in Milly Theale than the excellent peo])le 
of Boston, who are capable of doing everything for the be¬ 
reaved young woman except appreciate her special quality. 
It is only Susan Stringham in that city who has the kind of 
imaginative insight to take in the full “value” of Milly’s 
personality, and give due place in the total effect to her 
New York mourning, her New York hair, and the legen¬ 
dary megalopolitan scale of her bereavement and material 
endowment. Thus the few expressive strokes of objective 
characterization are made significant and effective by the 
background of subjective coloring on which they stand out. 

But note that in general James likes to leave much to 
the imagination of the reader, and that Milly in particular 
is a character about whom he wishes to trace a sort of 







glamorous margin of haziness. Moreover, it is one of the 
features of his method that certain things should always be 
left for clearing up at a later point in the story, if only to 
lure the reader on with the bait of curiosity. 

And aside from all this, James has a fondness for slow 
and leisurely unfolding of facts, both in exposition and 
characterization. He does not wish us to gobble our food 
and risk an indigestion of mere knowledge. In this connec¬ 
tion one is a little puzzled by his discipleship of many years 
to that most objectively factual of novelists, Balzac. One is 
even led to wonder whether it is not a case of the fascina¬ 
tion of opposites. James was never in his best work particu¬ 
larly generous with objective detail. And throughout his 
later period he was remarkable for the small amount of 
“solid” fact which he made to serve. Every hard pellet of 
information is swimming in a bath of the digestive juices 
of reflection and appreciation. 

It is the very opposite of the method of history, in which 
each page bristles with numerous and ponderable facts in 
serried phalanx. In history we feel that we can never have 
too much information. Our object is to know. In fiction, 
our object is to feel and appreciate, and what counts is not 
the number of facts but the degree to which we have been 
made to live with them. James believes in a slow tempo in 
tlie “release” of these facts, a tempo determined by that of 
the relleetive process out of which from time to time 
emerges lor the reader some item of objective information. 

3 

This principle holds for the general exposition as well- 
as lor characterization. James’s method is to introduce a 
character, on a given occasion, brooding over the situation 
in which he finds himself. Whatever we learn about the 
antecedent circumstances comes out, in the beginning, as 
it were by accident. A given fact is referred to—or, better, 
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alluded to—because it is tliere in the background of the 
pei;>on’s thought. James’s effort is to gi\e it tor the reader 
the same air of something known and implied in tlie men¬ 
tal process which it has for the character, Pei haps no bettei 
example of this can be found than the opening paragraph 
of “The Ambassadors” (1903). 

Strether’s first question, when he reached the hotel, wa^ 
about his friend; yet on his learning that Waymarsh was ap¬ 
parently not to arrive till evening he was not wholly discon¬ 
certed. A telegram from him bespeaking a room “only if not 
noisy,” reply paid, was produced for the inquirer at the office, 
so that the understanding they should meet at Chester rather 
than at Liverpool remained to that extent sound. I'he same 
secret principle, however, that had prompted Strether not ab¬ 
solutely to desire Waymarsh’s presence at the dock, that had 
led him thus to postpone for a few hours his enjoyment of it, 
now operated to make him feel he could still wait without 
disappointment. They would dine together at the worst, and, 
with all respect to dear old Waymarsh—if not even, for that mat¬ 
ter, to himself—there was little fear that in the sequel they 
shouldn’t see enough of each other. The principle I have just 
mentioned as operating had been, with the most newly dis¬ 
embarked of the two men, wholly instinctive—the fruit of a 
sharp sense that, delightful as it w^ould be to find himself look¬ 
ing, after so much separation, into his comrade’s face, his busi¬ 
ness would be a trifle bungled should he simply arrange for 
this countenance to present itself to the nearing steamei as the 
first “note” of Europe. Mixed with everything was the appre¬ 
hension, already, on Strether’s part, that it would, at best, 
throughout, prove the note of Europe in quite a sufTicient de¬ 
gree. 

We begin with Strether himself, not with an account of 
who he w^as. We begin with the way he felt, when he first 
landed in England, at the thought of meeting his friend 
Waymarsh. We are not told in so many words that he 
landed in England, but we infer as much, since that was 
one of the things that determined his feeling. We are not 
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told who this Waymarsh was; we simply infer from 
Strether’s feeling that there was something about him 
which made it disagreeable to have one’s first impression 
of the Old World spoiled by the sight of him. We are not 
told what sort of person Strether was, where he came from, 
what his Hie was like back there, nor why he had come 
abroad. 

By the author himself we are never told much about any 
of these matters. But in due course of time we learn all that 
we need to know% mostly by process of inference from w^hat 
Strether thinks and from what he has to say to other people. 
We gather that he has some “business” in the Old World. 
We learn something, a little later, of what he looked like 
to a lady whose acquaintance he picked up in the hotel 
lobby. We have intimations, from his own thoughts, of “a 
certain person” who might not have approved of the in¬ 
timacy which so soon established itself between him and 
this Maria Gostrey. It is clear that Waymarsh does not 
much approve of “Europe,” and in the second chapter we 
learn more about him by following Strether’s impressions 
of him and cogitations about him as they talk together in 
the gas-light in Waymarsh’s hotel room, Waymarsh sitting 
in trousers and shirt on the edge of his couch. 

One thing to be observed in all this is how^ infallibly the 
general information has its pertinence in relation to the 
particular occasion which w^e have before us, and seems to 
justify its introduction only in so far as it has such relation. 
The reader learns what he needs to know^ not because the 
author know's it and is there to give it to him—as, let us 
say. in Walter Scott—but because a certain character in the 
story happens to be thinking about the matters in question. 

This Lambert Strether w hose view w e are follow ins: in 

_ ^ 
“The Ambassadors” is a magazine editor of Woollett, 

Massachusetts, who has come abroad on an errand in be¬ 
half of a certain wealthy lady of that towm, a wadow named 
New^some. Her son Chad has long been living in Paris, and 
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she thinks it time he was coming back to take chaige of the 
large manufacturing business which he has inherited. He 
has shown no signs of interest in that business and seems to 
prefer the life of cultivated idleness offered by Paris. Ii 
looks as if there were a woman in the case, and to the im¬ 
agination of Woollett it can be nothing but a person who 
is “no better than she should be.” So that Strether s errand 
—his embassy—is to try to pry him loose from his vulgar 
liaison. If he is successful, the understanding is that 
Strether shall marry Mrs. Newsome. 

Such are the facts to be set forth in the exposition. But 
to state them in these bald and abstract terms is entirely 
contrary to the system on which this sort of book is writ¬ 
ten. And for this reason: that these bald and abstract terms 
are not the terms in which they present themselves to the 
consciousness of Lambert Strether on any of the occasions 
on which it is opened up to us. They are all implied in his 
mental process all the time. In his thought he is forever 
alluding to them, but he cannot be imagined telling him¬ 
self things which are the primary facts of his conscious life. 
And so the author, who does not consider his subject 
“done” at all unless it is done in the tone of the characters’ 
own consciousness, must leave us to gather these primary 
facts either from Strether’s “allusion” to them in his 
thoughts, or from what actually comes out in conversation 
between him and other people. 

This is certainly a slow and inefficient method of exposi¬ 
tion if exposition is taken to mean putting before the 
reader the ponderable facts. But it has its great advantages 
if what we are most concerned with is the so-called im¬ 
ponderables of the story—the quality of the character s 
feeling and approach to life, and the meaning and value he 
attaches to the given facts. In “The Ambassadors” the rea¬ 
son why so much attention is given to Waymarsh is that he 
stands for the “Woollett” reaction to life; whereas Maria 
Gostrey stands for a more subtle and more liberal way of 
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taking things, and in particular “Europe.” This whole 
story is one which is built up of imponderables—that is, of 
subjective attitudes and appraisals, of shades and discrimi¬ 
nations in values. So that if there ever was a story naturally 
well adapted to the subjective method of narration it is 
this one. 

Moreover, so far as slowness of exposition goes, the 
reader actually suffers no hardship on that score. For, while 
the exposition waits, the story itself moves on; and so in¬ 
sensibly are the items of the exposition insinuated into the 
course of the narrative that we never realize that this pro¬ 
cess has taken place. The story starts with the first sentence, 
with Strether’s inquiry about his friend Waymarsh. For is 
not Strether’s instinct to postpone a meeting with Way- 
marsh all of a piece with his instinct to postpone his prob¬ 
lem in reference to Chad? The same underground refer¬ 
ence to Chad and Strether’s difficult errand is present in all 
his feeling toward Maria Gosti ey. From the first moment of 
their encounter begins Strether's training in another way 
of viewing things; she is to serve as the main agent in his 
corruption or conversion, however we should phrase it. 
That is the subject of the story, and thus the story is well 
under way before we have finished the first chapter. Mean¬ 
time the exposition is little by little being accomplished, 
always in the most intimate relation to the story in its im¬ 
mediate present phase. 

And thus the antecedent facts are absorbed by the reader 
almost without his knowing it, which is always the easiest 
way of taking in facts of any kind. Facts are assimilated 
most readily where the attention is most vivid, and in fic¬ 
tion it is the here and now of the story, it is the character’s 
immediate situation and predicament which give such vivid¬ 
ness to the reader’s attention. So that in this metliod the 
exposition is accomplished by a kind of painless operation 
as if the patient had been put under an anestlietic. 
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In an earlier chapter the restricted point of view is listed 
among the elements that make for the realization of the 
dramatic ideal. It is time we were discussing why this is so. 
The fundamental impulsion to dramatic concentration in 
general is the desire to secure in the novel something 
equivalent to the dramatic present in the play. The limita¬ 
tion of time tends to produce the effect of the dramatic 
Now; the limitation of place, the dramatic Here; the “cen¬ 
ter of interest” concentrates the attention, as in the drama, 
upon these particular people or this particular person now 
present here. And, finally, the restriction of the point of 
view carries to its full logical outcome the esthetic idea of 
the limited center of interest. 

In many cases the one idea implies the other and the 
two elements of technique cannot be distinguished. Thus 
in novels like “Henry Esmond,” “Kidnapped,” “Green 
Mansions,” “The Arrow of Gold” the narrative, purport¬ 
ing to be composed by the central character of the story 
generally in the first person, must necessarily be restricted 
to the point of view of this central character. He writes as an 
eye-witness and participant in the action, he is the voucher 
for its truth and the interpreter of its meaning. If he relates 
anything that took place when he was not present, he lets 
us know just how it came to his knowledge, and this very 
process of coming to know things which he did not witness 
is incorporated as a part of the whole personal experience 
which he is engaged in setting forth. 

*93 
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Even when the narrative is given in the third person, if 
any one character holds the center of the stage for an ap¬ 
preciable length of time we have a strong tendency to 
identify ourselves with him, as children identify themselves 
with the hero of a fairy-story. We see things through his 
eyes, we share his point of view, and it is his point of view 
to which the story is more or less for the moment restricted. 
What happens he sees; and most of it in some sense hap¬ 
pens to him; at any rate, he is interested in it by hope and 
fear, by curiosity and suspense; he approves or disapproves; 
he interprets for us. 

Such is the case with ‘'Crime and Punishment.” We have 
the general impression, on putting down the book, not 
only that it is Raskolnikov’s story but that it is told from 
his point of view. And yet there is a very considerable dif¬ 
ference between his method and that of James in his later 
novels, where the matter of the point of view has evidently 
been the subject of much more careful attention. 

The relation between center of interest and point of 
view is in “Crime and Punishment” about like that in 
James’s early novel “The American” (1877). This is the 
story of one of our business men who wishes to marry a 
young Frenchwoman of rare personal distinction and social 
standing among the old noblesse, but finds himself en¬ 
gaged in a strange battle in the dark with her relations, 
who, though attracted by his great wealth, have an invinci¬ 
ble repugnance to marrying into “business.” It is an 
absorbing story, and at the same time a charming comedy of 
manners on that ever recurrent theme of James’s—the con¬ 
trast of American and European attitudes and styles of 
behavior. In general quality and effect there is nothing 
more unlike Dostoevski, and I have brought this novel into 
the discussion simply to illustrate a point of technical like¬ 
ness more notable in this period of James’s writing than 
later. The story is beautifully conducted through a series 
of well-developed “scenes,” and almost invariably the cen- 
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tral character is Christopher Newman. In this respect, then, 

1 he American” is as good an example of dramatic con¬ 
centration as “Crime and Punishment.” But like Dos¬ 
toevski, James here fails to show that meticulous concern 
for the restricted point of view which he does show in his 
later novels. 

In each case the book begins by introducing the central 
character in the objective biographical manner. “On an 
exceptionally hot evening in July a young man came out 
of the garret in which he lodged in S. Place and walked 
slowly, as though in hesitation, towards K. bridge.” “On a 
brilliant day in May, of the year 1868, a gentleman was 
reclining at his ease on the great circular divan which at 
that period occupied the centre of the Salon Carre, in the 
Museum of the L.ouvre.” You have only to compare these 
statements with the opening sentence of “The Ambassa¬ 
dors,” given in the last chapter, to see what a totally differ¬ 
ent system of communication of facts is implied. In the later 
novels we start immediately inside the particular situation, 
at a particular moment, as it presents itself to the person 
involved. In “Crime and Punishment” and “The Ameri¬ 
can,” the authors approach the situation with all the cere¬ 
mony of the expository method, in which we are to be 
regularly informed by the narrator from without of the 
time and the place and the physical action or attitude of the 
as yet unnamed individual, whom it will then be the 
author’s business to give us an account of. 

In “The American” four solid pages are devoted to a 
general account of Christopher Newman, his physical ap¬ 
pearance, his habits, the sort of man he was, including a 
good many things on which he had never himself reflected. 
And throughout the book there are scattered passages, 
from half a page to several pages long, devoted to descrip¬ 
tions of persons and places, to characterization of persons, 
and in general to blocks of information given in the lump, 
with little attempt to assimilate it to the special mental 
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process of Newman. Dostoevski, in “Crime and Punish¬ 
ment,” manages for the most part to avoid passages of this 
sort by certain expedients long known to the craft, though 
more often used by novelists dominated by the dramatic 
ideal. A large part of the necessary exposition of this sort 
is conveyed by means of letters received by Raskolnikov 
and by narratives made to him by some other character in 
the course of conversation. So that in this respect he man¬ 
ages to keep more strictly within the point of view of the 
central character. 

When it comes to those passages necessarily occurring 
here and there through the book which are devoted to the 
reflections of the central character, we feel ourselves to 
be very closely identified with him. So contagious is the 
emotional excitement of the book that we have the im¬ 
pression of being shut up within the very soul of this man. 
As a matter of tact, the mental processes in question are 
not always presented strictly and rigorously from the point 
of view of Raskolnikov. On closer examination one is aware 
of the author behind his character, ready to explain things 
which the character does not understand. “It was not that 
he understood, but he felt clearly with all the intensity of 
sensation. . . .” The author makes a distinction. “If he 
had cared to think a little, he would have been amazed 
indeed. . . .” The author explains what the state of mind 
of his character would have been if his thinking faculties 
had been a little more alert. It is not a marked feature of 
Dostoevski—this disposition to go behind the mental pro¬ 
cess of his character—but it is a feature that shows itself 
frequently enough to distinguish him from those later 
writers who make a shibboleth of the consistent point of 
view. 

Henry James had been writing novels for more than 
twenty years before he took this last step toward dramatic 
consistency. There are many partial anticipations, in “The 
American,” of the uniform subjectivity of his later novels. 
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But there is also a much greater likelihood, at any point, 
that we shall become aware of the author’s going behind 
the character; and this he often does in the openest man¬ 
ner, as one with a full license to disagree with his hero. 
"He flattered himself he had not fallen, and hadn’t need 
to fall ... in love, but his biographer may be supposed 
to know better what, as he would have said, was the matter 
with him.” "He gave a groan as he remembered what he 
had meant to do; he was annoyed, and yet partly incredu¬ 
lous, at his having meant to do it: the bottom suddenly had 
fallen out of his revenge. Whether it was Christian charity 
or mere human weakness of will—what it was in the back¬ 
ground of his spirit—I don’t pretend to say; but Newman’s 
last thought was that of course he would let the Bellegardes 
go. If he had spoken it aloud he would have said he didn’t 
want to hurt them.” 

James here touches on one of the most interesting points 
of psychology—the difference between the feelings of which 
a man is conscious in taking a certain position and the 
fundamental motives, generally unknown to him, which 
lie behind the conscious feelings. James, however, was not 
prepared, in "The American,” to do anything with this 
interesting consideration, and he did nothing more with 
it than to touch upon it in the passage quoted. It was not, 
it seems, within his province. It is interesting to be re¬ 
minded, as in the passage quoted, that James was awaie of 
the frequent contrast between what lies in the foreground 
and the background of the spirit. But it is significant that 
such reminders are confined to his earlier novels. By the 
time he came to write "The Spoils of Poynton” (1897) he 
had learned that his forte was not for psychological analysis, 
for the detection of what lies in the background of the 
human spirit, but rather for the dramatic presentation of 
mental states as the characters themselves are conscious of 
them. And his great concern came to be to maintain a 
beautiful consistency of point of view—not to allow’ the 
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least scratch or stain of “undramatic” comment on the 
polished surface of the subjective mirror. 

This must not be taken to be an absolute statement, 
admitting of no exceptions whatever. My point is that in 
his later novels, in third-person narrative, James carries the 
principle of the limited point of view farther than any 
writer had ever done. Even when, rarely, he feels it neces¬ 
sary to give an outside view of the central character of the 
moment, he has his ways of getting it done without seem¬ 
ing to tell you himself, as author, what it is he wants you 
to see. 

The most obvious way in which the concern for point of 
view shows itself in the later novels is the length of time 
during which our observation of what is going on is con¬ 
fined to the view of a single person. Such limitation of view 
over a considerable stretch of time is a means of intensify¬ 
ing the effect analogous to the lengthy development of 
the events of a single day, the limitation of place, and the 
continuity of action. And it may be said broadly that this is 
the great distinctive feature of the novels of Henry James. 

2 

But even so, there is an obvious distinction between 
novels like “The Golden Bowl” (1904) and “The Wings of 
the Dove” (1902) on the one hand, and those like “The 
Spoils of Poynton,” “What Maisie Knew” (1897), “The 
Ambassadors” (1903) on the other. In the three last men¬ 
tioned a single point of view is maintained virtually with¬ 
out interruption from beginning to end. In “The Golden 
Bowl” and “The Wings of the Dove” the story is built up 
of large blocks of narrative, each told from the point of 
view of a single character, but with these characters taken 
in alternation. In each of these books there are five differ¬ 
ent persons whose view is followed at one time or another. 
The reason for this is clear enough. The very point of these 
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stories largely lies in a contrast of views. It does not have its 
existence absolutely and without reference to the various 
minds that mirror it. Its peculiarity is its chameleon-like 
character, as one color after another plays upon it and 
shows it in a different light; the succession of these colors 
is its spectrum. 

But that is not the only way to consider the matter, and 
a different metaphor will better bring out the relevance 
of this method to the problem of telling the story. The 
different characters view the facts from a different angle of 
vision, an angle of vision which in each case shuts off from 
one of them much of what is seen by another. There is in 
each case a story—there are facts—something does happen. 
It is necessary for the story-teller to present at any given 
moment just those facts which he wishes the reader to 
know. The reader must be kept in the dark as to certain 
things; and, above all, he must be made curious about 
what he does not know. He must be kept in suspense as to 
how things are going, and his suspense must be directed 
skilfully, and centered on certain issues. 

This was always a principle of James's story-telling, as it 
was of Dostoevski’s, but now he brings the method of the 
restricted and alternating point of view^ to the support ot 
his principle of directed suspense. At a given point in the 
story he views the situation through the eyes of a certain 
one of the characters. He sees what that person sees, and 
wonders about whatever he wonders about. His curiosity 
or suspense are thus directed upon certain points. Then he 
views the situation through the eyes of another; light is 
thrown on places formerly dark; but meantime the situa¬ 
tion has developed, has altered; and there are new areas of 
darkness into which his vision cannot penetrate. When he 
has thoroughly familiarized himself with the ground as 
viewed from this angle, he moves to a new position and 
looks through the eyes of another character. 

“The Golden Bowl” has for its subject a quadrangular 
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situation growing out of Maggie Verver’s desire to provide 
companionship for her father after her own marriage to 
the Prince Amerigo. She provides for him by marrying 
him to her old friend Charlotte Stant—an old friend of 
Amerigo’s, too, though this is unknown to Maggie. And 
then what comes about insensibly is that Maggie spends 
more and more time with her father and Charlotte spends 
more and more time with the Prince. The matter goes so 
far that even the innocent-minded Maggie begins to won¬ 
der how far it has gone. She and her husband are too “civ¬ 
ilized” to talk these things over in plain terms, but Maggie 
makes a slight gesture which gives her husband to under¬ 
stand how she feels. He in turn makes a slight gesture 
which gives her to understand that it will be all right. 

And now, with no words spoken, there comes about, here 
again, a kind of fierce struggle in the dark, in which Mag¬ 
gie’s aim is to make herself the confederate of her father 
and her husband, to isolate Charlotte, and, in a perfectly 
civilized way, force her to retreat from her position as 
Amerigo’s intimate. 

One important character I have left out of this account, 
because her importance is, after all, not for the story itself 
but for the story-telling. This is Mrs. Assingham, the 
woman who had engineered the marriage of Maggie and 
the Prince and who is very much concerned that it should 
be a success. She is a characteristic Jamesian personage, 
whose sole purpose in the story is to offer an approach other 
than that of the characters of the drama—a sort of fourth 
dimension very useful in calculating from time to time the 
exact location of certain points involved in this mathe¬ 
matical problem. 

Now for the distribution of the point of view. The al¬ 
most invariable principle is to keep to that of one of the 
characters through several chapters at a time. In the first 
half of the book it is the Prince Amerigo and Charlotte 
Stant who are most often used as mirrors of the action, 
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for this first half is mainly given to building up the quad¬ 
rangular situation as it appears to one or the other of them. 
There is, however, one entire book of more than loo pages 
devoted to the point of view of Maggie’s father. And more 
than once the author finds it convenient to put us at the 
angle of vision of Mrs. Assingham. Only so can he develop 
the full implications of the situation without enlightening 
us more fully than he desires. Mrs. Assingham and her 
husband, with whom she discusses things, are persons with 
a legitimate concern for what is going on, and occupying 
a very favorable post of observation. But they are not ac¬ 
tors in the drama, they are not “in the know.” All they can 
do is watch and speculate, and they serve to help us watch 
and speculate, to define the conditions of the pioblem and 
direct our interest to the significant points. 

They help also to delay the progress of the illumina¬ 
tion. There is a very real and ugly fact at the core of things 
here. But it is a fact born of a phantom. And the phantom 
is one of those shadows projected from the minds of men. 
This apparition James wishes to conjure slowly with slow 
strange music, in some “misty mid-region” of shadowy 
adumbrations, letting it grow and swell by insensible de¬ 
grees before our fascinated eyes. It is one of those things 
that would shrink up and slink away if full daylight were 
turned too rudely on it. And so, in addition to the views 
of the Prince and Charlotte and Mr. Verver—inside views 
but each one partial and shut in upon itself—we are given 
the relatively outside view of Fanny .Assingham, who can 
do nothing but speculate and wonder. 

But in the second half, it is Maggie’s view of things 
which becomes most interesting to the author. It is the 
married woman and daughter, generous and candid soul, 
who has never in her life experienced the reality of Evil 
in the world, who gradually comes to realize that Evil it¬ 
self is camped in her own household, that she is in danger 
of losing her husband, the man she adores, and that it is 
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her father’s wife who is the agent of this alienation. At first 
she does not know the facts, but only feels them in the air; 
it is a curious accident that brings them unmistakably to 
her attention, making her understand how great an inti¬ 
macy had existed between Charlotte and Amerigo before 
her marriage. But she cannot speak to any of them, re¬ 
strained by her pride, her notion of civilized behavior, and 
even by her instinct for strategy. She can only watch. She 
can watch the working on Amerigo of her little gesture of 
awareness; she can watch the growing restlessness and des¬ 
peration of Charlotte, isolated even more than herself by 
the return of Amerigo to his loyalty; and she can watch 
the silent maneuvering of her father to sound her out and 
find a way to make things right for his daughter and at the 
same time save the faces of them all. 

It is this tense and tireless watching, like the sleepless 
watching of an Indian in the forest, attention ceaselessly 
strained for the slightest rustle or snapping of a twig that 
may give evidence of danger—this perpetual living in the 
presence of issues that mean life and death—which gives 
its extraordinary and unique character to “The Golden 
Bowl,” its atmosphere of breathless charged stillness, com¬ 
parable only to certain effects in Conrad and Poe. And the 
main technical means by which the effect is secured is the 
limitating of observation over such long stretches to the 
consciousness of Maggie. There is in the second half one 
interruption to Maggie’s view. James was no doubt aware 
that there is a limit to any reader’s capacity to remain shut 
up within the narrow circle of one person’s consciousness. 
He must have realized that our imaginations languish if 
confined too long to the flat two-dimensional plane of the 
subjective, that we crave from time to time the outside 
view of a character which serves to furnish the third dimen¬ 
sion and give body to it. There is one passage of nearly 
sixty pages in which he shows us Maggie through the eye^ 
of Fanny Assingham, so that her suffering, her perplexity. 
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her final certainty may be bodied forth in speech and ges¬ 
ture. But then again we return to the mind of Maggie, and 
do not emerge again till the end of the book. 

Altogether, in this half of the book, we have over 300 
pages given to the point of view of Maggie. Moreover, with 
the exception of 15 pages, in which she is the subject of 
discussion between Mrs. Assingham and her husband, Mag 
gie is always present, the center of interest, even when it is 
not her point of view that is followed. The likeness to 
Dostoevski’s method will be at once apparent, with the 
special addition of James’s featuring of the point of view. 
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Tl he ambassadors,” as I have said, belongs in a distinct 
gioup among the novels of James in that the story is told 
from beginning to end (except tor slight variations in the 
first chapter) trom the point of view ot the same person. 
It marks, theretore, the furthest point to which this method 
had been carried at the date of its publication (1903)—the 
extreme limit ot the dramatic tendency so lar as this device 
is concerned. “The Ambassadors” is a full-length, two- 
volume novel. Already, however, James had applied the 
same technique in shorter novels—“The Spoils of Poyn- 
ton” and “What Maisie Knew.” These are indeed very 
short novels, as novels go with James, only 265 and 363 
pages, respectively, in the New York edition. “The Turn 
of the Screw,” which no one thinks of calling a novel, is 
162 pages long; it is a very long short story. “The Spoils 
of Poynton” and “What Maisie Knew” were long enough 
to be published in separate volumes immediately after 
their appearance serially in magazines. It is therefore con¬ 
venient to call them novels. Moreover, they include more 
characters than “The Turn of the Screw”; they involve 
more plot; they cover more ground spatially and tempo¬ 
rally. They are not mere anecdotes, like “The Turn o.^ the 
Screw.” So perhaps we may with a clear conscience call 
them novels. 

The fact of the matter is they are transition pieces, on the 
borderland between the novel and the short story. We 
know, from James’s preface, that “The Spoils of Poynton*' 
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started out to be a short story, and that the magazine editor 
was considerably embarrassed by its turning out so long. 
This story and “What Maisie Knew” are the products of a 
ten-year period (between “The Tragic Muse” and “The 
Awkward Age”) during which James produced no novel on 
the grand scale, but in which he was as busy as ever turn¬ 
ing out short stories. And it is a significant item of history 
that at least the first of these novels in which the single 
point of view was consistently maintained was originally 
intended to be a short story. 

One is reminded that the single point of view is one of 
the commonest features of the short story; that, for ex¬ 
ample, every one of the more famous of the stories of Poe 
is strictly limited in this way (e. g., “MS Found in a Bottle,” 
“Ligeia,” “The Fall of the House of Usher,” “The Mur¬ 
ders in the Rue Morgue,” “The Gold Bug,” “The Black 
Cat,” “The Cask of Amontillado”). And the same thing 
is true for many of the tales of other famous masters, like 
Maupassant and Kipling. 

Note, however, that all the tales of Poe listed above are 
written in the first person; the author is incapable of in¬ 
terfering with the character’s point of view simply because 
he is identical with the character. So that, so far as this 
matter of technique is concerned, these stories are on all 
fours with “Robinson Crusoe,” “Kidnapped,” and dozens 
of other romantic novels of adventure. The writer of ro¬ 
mance has always fancied the first person narrative for the 
reason that it gives such an air of authenticity to his record. 
In romance the intellectual interest in character and so¬ 
ciety is relatively slight; what happens is often strange and 
hard to credit, and it is all the more important that atten¬ 
tion should be given to whatever makes for verisimilitude. 
Since the author is dealing not in everyday truth, it is still 
more incumbent on him to cultivate the semblance of 
truth. And this is greatly helped by having the story told 
by an eye-witness, by one of those most concerned in it. 
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Sometimes the story is so complicated and involves so 
many people that it is impossible to make any one person 
witness of all that occurred. In such cases the writer of 
romance often resorts to the device of a series of documents, 
diaries, etc., by different people, which he, as editor, has 
brought together, having the story told by relays of wit¬ 
nesses. This method is used in “The Woman in White,” 
in “The Master of Ballantrae” and “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 
Hyde.” And the authors of these stories have used the most 
cunning ingenuity in differentiating the manner of the 
several narrators, and of arranging them in that sequence 
which will best contribute to the gradual and timed “re¬ 
lease” of the wonders and mysteries which are their subject- 
matter. 

Stevenson seems to be laboring at present under an 
eclipse—the same eclipse that shadows Browning and other 
Victorian writers whose stock was at its peak during the 
first years of this century. In the case of both Browning 
and Stevenson, I suspect it is not real esthetic considerations 
which have led to their rejection by present-day critics, but 
something scarcely relevant to a judgment of their art. 
They were cheerful men, who believed in God, and our 
highbrow critics prefer a gloomy outlook and religious 
unbelief. 

Stevenson is quite generally regarded as a writer of story¬ 
books for boys. And few critics stop to consider what ex¬ 
traordinary story-books they are. The mere style is an 
achievement so rare that this alone lifts the boyish tales of 
Stevenson into the rank of literary masterpieces. It is in 
one sense a literary style, for it is the result of wide read¬ 
ing and devoted care, and compounded of elements derived 
from many sources. But these elements have been so skil¬ 
fully blent, and the product is so exactly suited in tone 
and spirit to the requirements of the story, that to say it is 
literary is to give it the highest praise. 

Sometimes, in his essays, Stevenson is a bit self-conscious, 
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a bit precious; he goes in for spots of archaic coloring and 
refinements of Latinism, for effects of archness and roguery 
which suggest the fooleries of Lamb without matching 
them. But in his stories he has too great regard for the 
‘modesty of nature” to let himself go in such fanciful ways. 
The quaintness is the true quaintness of an eighteenth- 
century chronicle, the saltiness is that of men trained in 
the school of adventure, the elegant plainness is that of 
gentlemen of the old school. But above all, throughout 
these chronicles, the literary connoisseur is enchanted with 
the nervous idiomatic flavor, the true crisp vernacular in 
phrase and turn of expression, so completely in contrast to 
the prevailing manner of those eighties and nineties in 
English fiction—the smart, the turgid, the sentimental, or 
the simply vulgar and flabby—and is grateful to Stevenson 
for the long discipline of literary study which enabled him 
to restore to English prose some of the clear sparkle that it 
had before the romantic movement started it off in the 
direction of “sincerity” (Carlyle, Ruskin) and expressive¬ 
ness (Meredith, Pater). 

As for technique in the larger, structural sense, Steven¬ 
son was probably the English novelist of his time who had 
the most fastidious concern for those nice adjustments and 
economies which it gave James so much pleasure to con¬ 
template and to practise. James’s personal friendship with 
Stevenson began in 1885, and continued until Stevenson’s 
death nine years later. He was an enthusiastic reader of 
Ste^’enson’s stories, especially his novels, and his letters are 
full of praise for his achievements, for example in “The 
Master of Ballantrae” and “Catriona” (“David Balfour”). 
He was forever sending books to Stevenson in Samoa, in¬ 
cluding his own books, and it was to Stevenson that he 
confided in 1888 his intention, after completing “The 
Tragic Muse,” to write nothing but short stories for some 
time. This was to prove the dividing line between his earlier 
and later period, the novels of the later manner being 
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ushered in (in 1897) ^^e long short story or short novel 

“The Spoils of Poynton.*' 

These facts are at least suggestive. I should hesitate to 
state baldly that James was strongly influenced by the tech¬ 
nique of Stevenson; but it is true that the carefully con¬ 
sidered point of view in writers like James and Conrad 
marks the application in “realistic” novels of a device that 
had long been of importance to the writer of romance. 
James and Conrad are indeed, on the whole, felt to be 
most closely allied to the realists, so much are they con¬ 
cerned with “psychology,” which is human nature seen 
from the inside. But they were unwilling to dispense with 
those aids to illusion which, being more or less indifferent 
to realists like Balzac and Flaubert, were quite indispens¬ 
able to the romancers. 

But while the point of view is likely to be an important 
matter with the romancer, it is still more likely to be a 
mark of the short-story writer, and it is time to come back 
10 my original suggestion that the single point of view in 
the later novels of James was a natural outgrowth of his 
j)reoccupation, during the ten-year period in question, 
with what he calls in his letter to Stevenson “short lengths.” 
It was during this period that he turned out, for example, 
those remarkable tales “The Liar,” “The Pupil,” “The 
Private Lale,” “The Real Thing,” “The Altar of the Dead,” 
and “The Turn of the Screw.” Some of these are in the 
third person and some in the first, but all show the most 
rigorous observance of the single point of view. The last- 
named is presented in the form of a document, the writ¬ 
ten statement of the woman concerned in the strange hap¬ 
penings, with an introductory scene accounting for thii. 
person, like the “framework” introduction of Turgenev’s 
“A King Lear of the Steppes,” Conrad’s “Heart of Dark¬ 
ness,” and certain anecdotes related by word of mouth in 
Maupassant. 

“The Turn of the Screw” is a tale of supernatural mys- 
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tery, of terror and suspense, like so many of the tales of Poe. 
And that brings to mind the statement made so often in 
regard to the short story (tor example, by Clayton Hamil¬ 
ton), that one of the defining elements of the genre is 
singleness of impression. Poe had a highly romantic im¬ 
agination. But he had likewise a sharply logical mind, 
trained by the disciplines of mathematics and the law. and 
he always set out with great deliberation to produce a par¬ 
ticular effect. Every one is familiar with the thick and grue¬ 
some atmosphere of horror and mystery which he could 
build up step by step, by the selection of just those items 
best calculated to make their special assault upon the 
reader’s sensibilities. And it is evident how important an 
element in securing this effect is the single point of view. 
He wishes never to blur the effect by a change of focus. He 
wishes to keep the reader’s interest centered upon some 
particular point from which at any moment may spring 
the monster of his morbid imagining, to permit no mo¬ 
ment’s relaxation of his terrihed concern, and so to hold 
the reader throughout in a state of quivering tension. 

But this is not the only purpose served in Poe’s tales by 
the single point of view. A considerable number of them 
belong to the genre of detective stories, for example, 
“The Gold Bug” and “The Murders in the Rue Morgue.” 
In stories of this type it is very important that the solution 
of the mystery should be made by gradual degrees, and 
that the reader’s knowledge should be limited at each stage 
of the narrative to just that which the author wishes him to 
know. It has always been a natural procedure to secure that 
limitation of knowledge by letting the reader follow the 
process of one given mind—the mind of the detective, or 
the mind of some companion of the detective, less clever 
than he, to whom the detective makes his revelations in 
the order that will best maintain the other’s suspense 

Henry James, in his short stories and in those later nov¬ 
els which followed the middle period of short-story writing, 
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is clearly aiming at a singleness of impression like that of 
Poe’s tales. In general it is not an impression of physical 
fear and supernatural horror that he wishes to produce, but 
something much harder to define, which takes its quality 
from the mind of one or more of the characters. 

Again, the stories of James (like those of Conrad) are 
mystery stories, almost we might say detective stories. The 
principle ol their composition is to pose a question, or 
better, a series of questions, or problems for solution; by 
cunning suggestion to fix our attention on certain points 
of intenser interest and doubt; to hold us there watching 
those points until we have become thoroughly at home in 
the particular situation from which they are visible as 
“questionable ” shapes; and then, by the proper illumina¬ 
tion of those points, to create beyond them a new zone of 
obscurity. 

Mystery stories, I call these fictions of James and Conrad. 
Only, the mysteries are for the most part psychological; the 
questions to be resolved are not so much matters of fact in 
the objective world as matters of interpretation, apprecia¬ 
tion. Appreciation, not by a mere professional author— 
one who knows everything, has known everything from 
the beginning, and has nothing to learn—but by some one 
closer to the story, some one (in James) actually within the 
story, who can be shown in the very process of learning, 
of coming to understand little by little whatever it is that 
lies at the heart of the mystery. So tliat in this type of realis¬ 
tic, of psychological fiction, there is a double reason for 
cultivating a technique which has hitherto been the spe¬ 
cialty of romance. 


2 

Thus in “The Ambassadors,” the most remarkable of 
the full-length novels of James in which the single point of 
view is maintained, Lambert Stretlier has come abroad on 
an errand that calls for the subtlest exercise of his faculty 
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for interpretation and appreciation. His task is to bring 
home Chad Newsome, but the first condition for success 
in this undertaking is that he shall make the acquaintance 
of the young man and get some understanding of the forces 
which have hitherto kept him so constant to Paris. When 
he first encounters Chad, in a box at the opera, he is at 
once struck by the fact that he is not the callow young thing 
he was when he left home, but rather a person of decided 
distinction; and Strether is at once conscious that he will 
find himself at a considerable disadvantage in dealing with 
a man so fine and so well armed in all worldly ways. And 
his task becomes still more difficult when he meets the 
woman who is holding Chad—a person of birth, breed¬ 
ing, sensibility. It is not a crude situation which can be 
met with crude measures. 

In each one of the twelve books into which the novel 
is divided there is of course a provision of objective fact 
on which Strether is to exercise his faculty of appreciation. 
But the really important thing, to which the author gives 
the front of the stage, is not the facts but what he makes of 
them. There is, for example, the all-important fact—ob¬ 
jectively considered—of the precise relation subsisting be¬ 
tween Chad and Madame de Vionnet, whether or not it is 
a “guilty” one. The thing is never put explicitly into 
words; it would be characteristic of Lambert Strether to 
surround such a matter with the utmost discretion even in 
his own thoughts. When by accident he is presented with 
evidence which he cannot ignore that the relation is not 
“platonic,” it is clearly a considerable shock to his New 
England prudery or idealism. But this merely confirms 
him in his conviction that Chad ought to stay. Strether 
has been too busy “appreciating” Madame de Vionnet and 
what she has done for Chad for this little discovery of fact 
to turn him against her. 

“Nuns fret not at their convent’s narrow room.” It is the 
pleasure of the artist to choose the special conditions under 
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which he is to present his subject and to work out all its 
richness within the limits of those conditions, whether 
they are constituted by the sonata form or by “the Sonnet’s 
scanty plot ot ground.” In “The Ambassadors” it was not 
the story ot Chad Newsome and Marie de Vionnet that 
James undertook to present, nor the relations between 
Lambert Strether and Mrs. Newsome, nor Franco-American 
society in Paris: it was just so much of all these as bore 
upon Strether’s embassy, and just so much of these as came 
to him in the pursuit ot that embassy; it was his “apprecia¬ 
tion” of all these things in their relation to his undertak¬ 
ing. And the beauty ot the performance lies in the justness 
with which he measures out the exact amount of each of 
these elements that is to enter into the composition, indi¬ 
cates the exact degree of their emergence in the conscious¬ 
ness of Strether, controls everything artist-wise in the in¬ 
terest of the effect he is after. And the effect he is after is 
the growing excitement of appreciation in the mind of 
Lambert Strether. 


3 

That is one sort of excitement, and sufficient for a cer¬ 
tain kind of reader. It is not, however, the sort that for the 
most part readers of novels crave and demand. What they 
crave and demand is the emotional excitement aroused 
by situations involving extreme danger or suffering for at 
least the principal character, or predicaments putting a 
terrible strain upon him because of the urgent necessity of 
taking decisive action or making a choice between difficult 
alternatives. 

Such emotional excitement is present in but slight de¬ 
gree in books like “The Ambassadors.” And that is, I be¬ 
lieve, even more than the over-elaboration of style, the rea¬ 
son for James’s want of popularity. He deals very little in 
the crude obvious truth of the human passions and appe¬ 
tites. His is primarily a world of sentiments. Perhaps the 
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best definition we can make of sentiment is intellectualized 
or idealized emotion. This intellectualization or idealiza¬ 
tion of the emotions implies a very great degree of abstrac¬ 
tion; it means the ruling out, almost completely, of the mere 
appetites and undifferentiated passions. James rules them 
out of his world partly, no doubt, because of a certain over¬ 
fastidiousness of taste, a New England old-maidishness, 
which there is no point in trying to deny, and which ac¬ 
counts very largely for his rather exaggerated dislike for 
Flaubert, Zola, Maupassant, and other artists whom as 
artists he could not help but admire. 

But that is not the whole story. Another powerful, and 
this time purely esthetic, reason for ruling out the cruder 
appetites and passions is simply that they tend to upset 
those finer equations of sentimental mathematics which 
it is his delight and specialty to work through to their con¬ 
clusions. Mathematics is the art of abstraction from the 
tangible realities of tables and chairs. Numbers is, as I un¬ 
derstand it, the art of considering things without relation 
to their individual qualities; and when we get to algebra, 
we have arrived at a still higher degree of abstraction, in 
which numbers themselves have been subsumed in a cate¬ 
gory to be designated by a, b, c, by x, y, z, by n and pi. And 
die thing goes on to higher and higher degrees of abstrac¬ 
tion until it becomes necessary for Professor Whitehead 
to resort to the Deity as the Principle of Concretion with¬ 
out which we should have no actuality whatever. 

James does not go so far with his sentimental mathe¬ 
matics; but he does like to conceive a world in which a cer¬ 
tain number of people behave as if they were rational 
beings, without too much interference from the freakish 
cross-currents of casual appetite or subconscious infantile 
motivation which in everyday experience confuse and be¬ 
wilder us. He is like a physicist who wishes to carry on his 
experiments free from electrical or magnetic disturbances. 
He makes, accordingly, a choice of passions which can be 
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described in terms of intelligible and social motives— 
sentiments, that is to say—and brings them together in a 
field free from magnetic disturbances, where they can work 
out together the equation constituted by their opposing 
or collaborating forces. 

Of course this is, in some degree, the procedure of all 
literary artists. The difference is in the degree of abstrac¬ 
tion. It must be acknowledged that it is very high in James, 
and that in novels like “The Awkward Age” and “The 
Sacred Fount” it is so high that the interest of these books 
is almost exclusively intellectual. What keeps it from being 
such in books like “The Spoils of Poynton” and “The 
Golden Bowl” is the poignancy of the heroine’s predica¬ 
ment and the intimacy with which we are made to realize 
it by the handling of the point of view. 

In “The Spoils of Poynton” the heroine, Fleda Vetch, 
is a homeless girl of unusual taste and refinement, who falls 
in love with a young man already engaged to marry a 
rather common young woman, Mona Brigstock. Owen 
Gereth, the man, is heir to the beautiful country place of 
Poynton, which is particularly notable for the precious 
objects collected and housed there by his mother and his 
dead father. Mrs. Gereth highly approves of Fleda, but de¬ 
tests her prospective daughter-in-law and cannot bear to see 
her mistress of Poynton and its “spoils.” And she secretly 
transfers the finest pieces to a more humble country-house 
of her own. There Fleda visits her, and finds herself in 
the extremely delicate position of go-between when Owen 
comes out to expostulate with his mother. She learns from 
Owen that his fiancee is highly indignant at Mrs. Gereth’s 
“steal,” and has indeed postponed the marriage until such 
time as the spoils are returned to Poynton. But, Owen 
warns her, she must not tell his mother that this is Mona’s 
position, since tliat would only make her more determined 
to keep the things at Ricks. In the course of their conversa¬ 
tion Owen manages to convey that he realizes the superi- 
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ority of Fleda to his vulgar-minded fiancee, and that in¬ 
deed, with encouragement, he might be induced to transfer 
his affections. 

Fleda realizes that there is one way out: if Mrs. Gereth 
holds on long enough, Owen will cease to insist on the 
return of the spoils, and will simply give up Mona. This, 
Fleda feels, would be a beautiful solution of all their diffi¬ 
culties; it w^ould dispose of Owen, of herself, and of Mrs. 
Gereth. Only, it w^ould not provide for Mona, nor for 
Owen’s obligation tow^ard her, nor Fleda’s obligation 
toward them both. So that Fleda Vetch finds herself in as 
tight a dilemma as any young woman ever found herself in, 
between the complicated and irreconcilable demands of 
honor on the one hand, and, on the other hand, the simple 
dictates of passion. If she had been a mite less clever an 
actor, or if the mere instinct of love had been given slightly 
more sway in her, the situation w'ould have cleared up at 
once and the story been over. 

But that is not the way with heroines of James. They are 
generally consummate masters of dissimulation (mostly in 
the good cause), and their emotions are so largely cast in 
the pattern of an ideal behavior, determined by conscience 
and a fabulously refined notion of honor, that they are 
incapable of acting directly upon instinct. They are obliged 
to think out the line of action demanded by their ideal 
sentiment; and they have to think it out, from moment to 
moment, in the very presence of the enemy. This is what 
gives the urgency and tension to predicaments like Fleda’s. 
She feels impelled to give an instance of a manner of loving 
as different as possible from Mona Brigstock’s. It is a 
tribute she owes to her pride, her self-respect, which is 
about all the poor girl possesses. 

The line which Fleda takes at once leads her into a re¬ 
lation to Mrs. Gereth calling for a desperate display of 
strategy. She has three secrets which she is bound in honor 
to keep from Mrs. Gereth: her love for Owen, Owen’s in- 
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very keen woman and hard to hoodwink, and the tenth and 
eleventh chapters, in which the two women discuss Fleda s 
interview with Owen, are an example of breathless intel¬ 
lectual fencing, all on a level of the finest breeding. Fleda 
is driven back from one position to another; she has to give 
up the secret of her love for Owen, and she has to give up 
Mona’s ultimatum. But she manages to preserve the secret 
of Owen’s love for her, and she manages to stick to her view 
that, whatever happens, Mona will never give up Owen. 

This is but the beginning of Fleda’s battle, but will suffi¬ 
ciently illustrate what is a rather constant feature of 
James’s fiction, especially in the later period. The principal 
characters are likely to be engaged most of the time in a 
sort of spiritual game which involves a sharp, continuous 
trial of wits at close range. This is doubtless one thing that 
alienates many readers, since it gives what they feel to be 
an unduly intellectual cast to the story. 

It is probably less true of “The Spoils of Poynton” than 
of most of the later novels. Fleda shows herself, in the long 
run, human enough, and she is, in the whole view, a 
plucky, pathetic character, who makes a strong appeal to 
the reader’s sympathy. There is in plenty the material of 
emotional appeal. Only it is James’s way to throw the em¬ 
phasis in another direction. More or less, he leaves the char¬ 
acters’ emotions to be inferred from the tenseness of their 
effort to meet the trial of wits. 

The emphasis falls accordingly not on the moral struggle, 
as in George Eliot or Mrs. Humphry Ward; not on the senti¬ 
mental sufferings of the character, as in Hugh Walpole, 
in Dorothy Canfield, or (to go farther down the scale of 
art) in A. S. M. Hutchinson; nor on what we might call the 
sufferings of passion—though that is perhaps too fine a 
word for the occasion—as we have them in writers like 
Hergesheimer and Swinnerton. What is most prominent is 
the strain upon the character’s wits. ^Ve are reminded of 



POINT OF VIEW: JAMES 217 

dramatic passages of romance, in Hugo, in Dumas, in Stev¬ 
enson, Cooper, Scott, where the hero is called upon to show 
his resourcefulness on the spur of the moment in order to 
get himself out of a tight place. 

There are passages in James that have the same quality, 
in the moral world, as that chapter in “Kidnapped” where 
David Balfour, being sent by his devilish uncle to climb the 
dark stairway in the ruined tower, gropes his way from 
step to step in the murk, vaguely conscious of perils which 
he cannot define, until a providential flash of lightning 
reveals the gap in the stairway through which, but for that 
accident, he was destined to fall to his death. There is m 
James the same breathless suspense for the character whose 
point of view we share; the same relentless strain upon his 
vigilance and ingenuity. 

So that there is, after all, in work like “The Spoils of 
Poynton,” an intensity analogous to that of well-written 
romance. And talk as we like of the intellectual cast of 
a story in which the stress is not laid directly on the senti¬ 
mental factors, when we use the word “intensity” we are 
using a word which has some kind of emotional connota¬ 
tion. It is the intensity of such fiction which saves it from 
the reproach of being unemotional. 
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E HAVE not yet done with the restricted point of view. 
This technique is made to serve purposes more narrowly 
esthetic than any discussed in the preceding chapters, and 
difficult to describe except with the help of those analogies 
which are the staple of art-criticism. The very assumption 
of a definite point of view implies an ideal of refinement 
in execution such as is prized in the arts of painting and 
engraving. It implies an author who is not content to dump 
his matter down in a heap. It is one pattern of arrange¬ 
ment; it implies a system of presentation. If the intention 
is successfully realized, that in itself is an artistic merit, like 
accurate drawing or observance of the laws of perspective. 

In “The Spoils of Poynton” we derive our impressions 
of all the characters except Fleda from the way they strike 
her. It is through the medium of Fleda’s finer spir¬ 
itual perceptions that we are made to realize the grosser, 
though more robust, reactions of Mrs. Gereth to questions 
involving conscience and the sentiments. Mona Brigstock 
and her mother appear very little on the actual scene, and 
the vivid impression we have of their quality is derived al¬ 
most altogether from the disgust aroused in Fleda and her 
friend by the crassness, the philistine commonness of taste 
and motive, the gross vitality of these people in the back- 
giound. It is the great triumph of this method that char¬ 
acters who are seldom seen and heard take on nevertheless 
the actuality of persons present before our eyes, loom 
portentously as forces to be reckoned with. 

2i8 
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Owen himself is a figure of the middle distance; and yet, 
thanks to Fleda’s attentiveness to the least sign, we feel that 
he has been limned wdth all firmness and delicacy of stroke. 
He is to his mother’s view a mere stupid fellow. But to 
Fleda his simplicity has from the beginning an engaging 
quality, associated with her sense of his helplessness, his 
good nature, his dyed-in-the-wool gentlemanliness. And 
she comes to realize, as time goes on, that the rightness of 
his feelings is capable of making of his simplicity a social 
instrument as fine as cleverness. It is very interesting to 
see how his character “comes out” in the course of these 
prolonged negotiations; and it is Fleda’s powders of appreci¬ 
ation for this sort of thing that ser\es to bring it out. 

Of course there are quite other ways for the author to 
accomplish these effects in characterization. But there is a 
distinct esthetic pleasure derived from this method of do¬ 
ing it through the consciousness of one of the characters. 
In what does this pleasure consist? Let us carry the ques¬ 
tion a little farther back, and inquire in what consists the 
pleasure derived from representation of any kind. Nature 
is in her own way so much more beautiful, so much more 
“stunning” than any picture can make her. And yet it is 
one of our most persistent urges to make representations, 
with every kind of artificial medium, of that Nature whose 
special beauty can never be approached. And there are 
moods in which we much prefer the artificial product to 
the natural thing. 

The mere skill involved in that degree of accuracy which 
will serve to remind us strongly of the original is sufficient 
to arouse our admiration. But literalness of reproduction 
is but the beginning—or else the decadent end—of the 
matter. Critics of all schools agree that art involves a high 
degree of selection and elimination, of rearrangement of 
the elements of the subject, of composition within the 
limits of the square of canvas. One chief pleasure to be de¬ 
rived from painting is an understanding of what is done 
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by interpretation, by positive modification of a given sub¬ 
ject in the interest of some unifying and enriching idea. 
We like a picture for its expressiveness. And this expres¬ 
siveness is traceable not merely to composition in the larger 
sense but to the details of technical procedure. We take the 
keenest pleasure in the mere brush stroke of a Van Gogh 
in painting in a sky, his manner of applying thick masses 
of oil which give sparkle and animation to the object pre¬ 
sented. The painter has translated nature into the terms of 
art, and in translating has enriched it, has brought to it an 
increment of pleasure. 

But, if our analogy is to be of any use in connection with 
the art of fiction, we must return to the primary fact of 
representation. In the freest of painting there must be some 
correspondence between the subject and the artistic prod¬ 
uct. Otherwise we should miss that pleasure of recogni¬ 
tion; we should not appreciate the skill in selection and 
interpretation. It is this primary and mysterious corre¬ 
spondence between nature and art that lies at the heart of 
all our pleasure in technique. Our joy in the visible world 
is doubled by our joy in its reproduction through the 
medium of art. In art, we enjoy nature somehow for the 
very fact that it comes to us indirectly. It is at one remove 
from what we call reality, and this may be in itself a rea¬ 
son for the glamour which it holds for us. 

This applies as well to the novel as to any form of art. 
It is obvious that the story which the author tells is at one 
remove from what we call reality, and gives us a different 
sort of pleasure from that which we derive from the direct 
observation of life. But if the autlior so arranges his story 
that it shall be told entirely from the point of view of one 
of his characters, he has made an extension of the prin¬ 
ciple involved in all artistic process. The special conscious¬ 
ness of the character constitutes an added principle of selec¬ 
tion, of composition and interpretation. As in author’s 
statement of his subject we have the pleasure of recogniz- 
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ing the original reality enhanced by wiiat the author reads 
into it or by the mere process ot straining it through the 
medium of words; so, in the character’s special view ol the 
subject, we have the pleasure of recognizing the author s 
view of it enhanced by the contributions of the character’s 
temperament. And if there is a glamour in the fact that all 
art is at one remove from what we call reality, there will be 
an intensification of that glamour in an art that is at two 
removes from it. 

I say, what we call reality. But everybody knows what a 
tricky word has there entered into the discussion. Reality, 
we say naively, is constituted by the facts themselves, with* 
out regard to what we may think about them. But a brief 
initiation into metaphysics—or even, in these days, into 
physics—is sufficient to show us that of the primary facts 
themselves we know absolutely nothing. A physical scientist 
like Eddington will tell you that scientific knowledge con¬ 
sists of a series of formulas, all of them creations of the 
human mind, which serve very well the practical purpose 
of controlling certain processes of nature and predicting 
what will happen under certain circumstances, but that 
this series of formulas is a closed circle, entirely distinct 
from the presumable reality to which it corresponds, and 
never at any point bringing us actually in contact with that 
reality. 

If this is true of the physical world, the one world which 
has long been regarded as the very type of hard reality, 
how much more true is it in the esthetic realm! In science, 
at least, there is a near approach to universal agreement on 
terms for describing the phenomena which form its subject- 
matter, and the effort is to make as little as possible of the 
temperaments of individual investigators. Whereas in art, 
while there have always been conventions ol one kind or 
another, a premium has been put on the individual (|uality 
of the interpretation. In all art, the great thing is not ac¬ 
curacy so much as fullness or richness in the rendering of 
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reality. In fiction, facts are made important by being set in 
such a light that they become not facts but meanings. 

One way of doing this is to give the facts just that mean¬ 
ing which they have for some one of the characters. They 
are like so much lumpish matter which can be made avail¬ 
able only by being dissolved. The consciousness of the char¬ 
acter is a chemical fluid capable of dissolving the facts and 
making them available. And the important matter for art is 
that we should have a perfect solution. If there remains at 
the bottom a deep sediment of undissolved matter, so that 
it is necessary to shake the bottle hard before using, the 
artist has fallen short of his aim. This objective-subjective 
solution should be saturated but not over-saturated. The 
mixture of elements should be so perfect that we have a 
complete obliteration of the distinction between objective 
and subjective. 

Of course, a similar result may be obtained by a process 
directly opposite to that of James. In James the objective 
is completely assimilated to the subjective, and the effect is 
best rendered by our analogy of the fluid solution. In 
Maupassant the subjective is for the most part completely 
assimilated to the objective; and a better analogy would be 
a boxful of perfectly formed crystals. These crystals have 
a glitter and weight which have their own appeal, and one 
may well prefer the method of Maupassant. In his tales the 
characters seem to have no existence except in the objective 
facts in which they are completely absorbed. It is the 
dominance of the objective. 

So here we have two beautiful methods of representing 
human nature—two esthetic conventions, we may call them 
—beautiful in their simplicity, their richness, their artistic 
precision. Neither of them involves a complete descrip¬ 
tion of human nature. Maupassant’s system implies that 
men exist in the objective aims in which they are absorbed. 
James’s system implies that men are creatures living mainly 
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in reflection, perpetually conscious of their own reactions 
to the situations of which they form a part. 

We are obliged, if we are to appreciate either of these 
kinds of art, to accept its conventions. We are obliged, in 
James, to grant the existence of people who live more con¬ 
stantly and consciously by reflection than our Aunt Dinah 
or our Cousin Ned. They are given in an unusual degree 
to brooding over the social situation, the relation in which 
they stand to the other characters, watching Irom ]iiomciu 
to moment the subtle changes that come over this relation 
and affect, as it were, the balance of power in the sentimental 
'Vorld. 

And if it so happens that we like this kind of thing, we 
may derive from such narratives that supreme pleasure of¬ 
fered by the arts, the sense of complete immersion in the 
medium chosen. We are plunged deep, deep in this richly 
flavored and tinctured fluid, and soak it in at every pore. 
We are confined so long and strictly within the character’s 
range of vision that we grow to have an intimacy with its 
minutest features which becomes for us an imaginative pos¬ 
session never to be lost. We are absorbed, to the last inch 
of consciousness, in this special world of illusions, as we arc 
absorbed in the world created by great actors, by George 
Arliss or Emil Jannings. And when we come out into the 
daylight, we rub our eyes almost in pain, and it takes a cer¬ 
tain length of time to adjust ourselves uneasily to what 
we call “reality.” 


2 

The world of reality is the world of newspapers and 
window displays, of self-starters and bumpy pavements, ol 
telephone bills and telephone numbers scrawled on a pad. 
It is a world of irrelevant facts not yet got into order, un¬ 
framed, unlighted, uninterpreted. And printed books are 
full of matter from the world of facts, big facts and little, 
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important and trivial; and, above all, crude facts, facts T\ot 
yet assimilated to any system of meanings, nor strained 
through any effective medium. 

This is the way I feel about even so powerful a book as 
Henry Handel Richardson’s “Ultima Thule” (1929). Here 
is in great plenty the stuff of human nature and emotion. 
Here is a tragic story if there ever was one, such a story as 
lurks behind many a cheerful facade of social appearances. 
It is certainly an unusual achievement for an author to have 
seen the importance and the possibilities of such a subject 
and to have got it set down in some kind of consecutive 
narrative. But somehow I feel that the higher processes of 
organizing art are largely absent, and that the thing remains 
an artless and irritating performance. Emotionally the 
author understands her characters, but esthetically she does 
not seem to appreciate them—as, for example, Julian Green 
appreciates his characters in “The Dark Journey” (1929). 

Superficially her characters are commonplace people; the 
children are brats from a back street. Now, there are two 
ways of dealing with superficial commonplaceness. One is 
to recognize it and play it up, make it an element in. the 
artistic effect. Another is to ignore it as unimportant in 
comparison with the tragic issues, considering that persons 
who suffer what this family suffers rise above all super¬ 
ficial commonplaceness, transcend it. The one method is 
George Eliot’s, and the other is Balzac’s. But the author of 
“Ultima Thule” seems to have chosen neither one nor the 
other, almost as if she did not realize the commonplaceness 
of her characters, or at any rate as if she did not appreciate 
it as a factor in her esthetic problem. 

The bane of fiction is the unassimilated fact. The pe¬ 
culiar brilliance of Julian Green lies in his avoidance of 
this danger, the sureness and intensity with which in him all 
facts are lighted with the calcium glare of some artistic in¬ 
tention. Now, this is the great point about James’s method, 
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infinitely different as it is from Julian Green’s. He never 
jars the reader with crude facts that give one that shivering 
sense of being outside the subject instead of inside. His 
intimacy is the quality which distinguishes him most from 
that giant among psychological novelists, Stendhal. 

Such books as “La Charteuse de Parme” (1839) and “Le 
Rouge et le Noir” (1830) are perfect quarries of solid and 
precious facts of human nature. Poor low-born Jalien Sorel, 
eaten up with Napoleonic ambition, and tortured not with 
his love for this or that woman but with the need to prove 
in love-affairs with aristocratic persons the prestige of his 
personality—there we have something of first-rate impor¬ 
tance in normal psychology, almost altogether neglected in 
fiction, which prefers to indulge simpler views of amorous 
sentiment. And Stendhal has other matter too. He is a 
realist in a sense in which the term will not apply to James. 
He is, moreover, a great romantic personality, and he writes 
well—with gusto, wdt, and force. 

He may be in many ways a much greater writer than 
James, but he is not so fine an artist. Julien Sorel is like 
a convincing historical figure rather than an intimately 
known personage of fiction. We understand him perfectly, 
we know what he stands for and can give a satisfactory ac¬ 
count of him; we know^ what he did and what happened to 
him. We even know what he thought. But him we do not 
seem to know; w-e do not feel that we have lived with him. 

This may be due partly to his foreignness, the remote 
ness of those days, those types and issues. But it is also 
partly due to something in the technique that strikes the 
modern reader as quaint and old-fashioned. Stendhal is 
full of stuff. He is ready at any moment to give us all the 
facts, all at once, all in a heap. He is prodigal of psychology; 
in “Le Rouge et le Noir“ he will spend whole chapters on 
the thoughts of a character. And yet he seems in a hurry, 
and is forever turning to mere analytical summaries to re- 
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inforce the effect of situations which have not been made 
sufficiently intimate. Speaking of Madame Renal’s convic¬ 
tion of sin, following the illness other child, he says: 

This great moral crisis changed the nature of the sentiment 
which united Julien to his mistress. His love was no longer 
simply a matter of admiring her beauty and taking pride in 
possessing it. Their happiness was from now on of a greatly 
superior nature; the flame which devoured them was more in¬ 
tense. Their joy would have seemed greater in the eyes of the 
world. But they no longer found that delicious serenity, that 
unclouded felicity, that easy happiness of the first periods of 
their love, when the sole fear of Madame de Renal was not to 
be loved enough by Julien. Their happiness had at times the 
air of a crime. 

The author is more concerned to make us understand the 
psychology of his hero than to make us share it. 

There are plenty of fine scenes which dramatize in vivi 1 
fashion the psychology of Julien, but even here intrudes 
the habit of psychological analysis to spoil the intimacy of 
our contact with the character. On the night when he 
climbed into the window of Madame de Renal, alter a 
long period of separation when she had given him up for 
the good ol her soul, there is a constant alternation between 
statements which present the state of mind of Julien and 
statements which describe and explain it. When Madame 
de Renal urges him to take his departure before he has 
satisfied his pride, he realizes what a shame it would be for 
him to be sent away, enough to poison his whole life. 

From this moment all that there was of celestial in the posi¬ 
tion of Julien disappeared rapidly from his heart. Seated beside 
a woman whom he adored, almost straining her in his arms, 
perceiving in the deep obscurity that she had been weeping, 
feeling by the movement of her breast that she was sobbing, 
he had the misfortune to turn into a cold and calculating crea¬ 
ture of policy. 
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There is in all this an air of the literary and theoretical 
quite hostile to the purposes of dramatic intimacy. 

It goes without saying that Stendhal feels free to pass, 
without warning, from the point of view of one character 
into that of another. He is the omniscient historian, ready 
at any moment to give any piece of information which 
seems pertinent to his chronicle. There are no limits to his 
vision, even temporary, no unlighted places waiting for the 
due amount of illumination. Now, limitation of vision is 
one of the chief means of securing intimacy. It is like the 
window curtains by which you shut yourself in with the 
narticular hreside where you choose to feel at home. One 
reason why Stendhal can pass so cavalierly from one con¬ 
sciousness to another is that he has never penetrated very 
deep, has never shut himself up very cozily, in any one of 
them. 

In James it is not the mere strictness with which he 
limits the point of view that gives the effect of intiinacv. 
It is the depth of penetration, the density of the medium, 
the degree of saturation of the facts. So complete is this 
saturation in James that the minutest grains of fact are 
given an effectiveness as great as that in Stendhal of actions 
on a sensational scale. In Stendhal, the hero must climb 
into the heroine’s window by a ladder, and risk his life each 
time he visits her, in order to impress us. The lovers must 
be at every moment in a state of frenzied passion or of icy 
indifference. In James, situations of great quietne.ss may 
be given a breathless importance by the fidelity with which 
he renders their significance to the persons involved. 

There is the simple, unmelodramatic incident—and yet 
in the finest sense highly theatrical—by which Lambert 
Strether is made to realize finally the nature of the in¬ 
timacy between Chad and Madame de Vionnet. Spending 
a quiet afternoon in the country, Strether discovers these 
two enigmatic persons together under circumstances which 
can bear but one interpretation. For Strether it is the reso- 
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lution of doubts he has harbored and repressed during 
many months. The characters all behave beautifully, chat¬ 
ting together over their dinner to cover the embarrassment 
of this encounter. But there had been the moment when 
Strether knew that the others had seen him; there had 
been that instant of hesitation as to whether they should 
recognize him. And this, in the scale of values so carefully 
maintained by the author, takes on an importance nothing 
short of sensational. 

Here again it is the subjective method that is largely re¬ 
sponsible for the effect secured. It is like some amplifying 
process for reproducing the finest shades of expression and 
tone in music. Well, these finest shades are often, in life, 
what gives its peculiar point to any experience, and an art 
that can recover them for us is an art which gratifies us not 
merely by its fineness but by its truth. We do not know 
whether we are more grateful for the amount of human 
experience thus restored to us or for the delicate stroke by 
which the trick is turned. 



PART THREE: THE WELL-MADE NOVEL 

Little circumstances, which were perhaps acci¬ 
dental in a great author, were by these critics con¬ 
sidered to constitute his chief merit, and trans¬ 
mitted as essentials to be observed by all his 
successors. To these encroachments, time and 
ignorance, the two great supporters of*imposture, 
gave authority; and thus many rules for good 
writing have been established, which have not the 
least foundation in truth or nature; and which 
commonly serve for no other purpose than to 
curb and restrain genius, in the same manner as it 
would have restrained the dancing-master, had 
the most excellent treatises on that art laid it 
down as an essential rule that every man must 
dance in chains. 

—Henry Fielding: “The History of 
Tom Jones, a Foundling” 
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I call the well-made novel, with its “dramatic" 
tendencies, is merely, let the reader bear well in mind, a 
sort of ideal construction. It is perhaps never found in its 
absolute form, with every element perfectly represented, 
unless it be in some novelette ot Schnit/lei like “Fraulein 
Else" (1923). It is none the less the ideal toward which 
tended most of the characteristic woik of, say, 1895-1925, 
in England and America, and is still strongly in evidence, in 
spite of the new tendencies epitomized in Joyce’s “lUysses." 
In one author the stress will be on certain factors, in an¬ 
other on certain others. 

The author’s disposition to keep himself out of the 
picture is almost universal, as one realizes the more strongly 
by considering the exceptions. A novelist like Arnold Ben¬ 
nett, whose work is the modern equivalent of the panoramic 
novel of Thackeray, is strikingly in contrast with Thackeray 
and all his contemporaries by virtue of the dryness of his 
tone. It is true that he does not hesitate, wherever he thinks 
fit, to observe his characters from the outside and interpret 
them to the reader, even to tell us how he feels toward them 
himself. After relating the death of Samuel Povey, the 
author remarks: 

He lacked individuality. He was little. I have often laughed 
at Samuel Povey. But I liked and respected him. He was a very 
honest man. I have always been glad to think that, at the end 
of his life, destiny took hold of him and displayed, to the ob¬ 
servant, the vein of greatness which runs through every soul 
without exception. He embraced a cause, lost it, and died of it. 

231 
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Again, Mr. Bennett does not scorn to enliven even his 
most serious novels with occasional facetious comments 
faintly suggestive of the humor of the great Victorians, as 
where he disposes of a certain charwoman by remarking 
that “she had caught smallpox and she died of it, thus losing 
a good situation.’’ 

But altogether passages of this sort are extremely rare in 
novels like “The Old Wives’ Tale’’ (1908) and the Clay- 
hanger series (1910-16). Mr. Bennett was writing too 
consciously under the inspiration of the French naturalists, 
with their ideal of dry objectivity in the treatment of char¬ 
acter. His personal comments serve only to give a slightly 
ironic or slightly sympathetic coloring to the mainly un¬ 
varnished narrative. 

And even so, Arnold Bennett seems a bit old-fashioned 
in this respect when brought into comparison with any 
number of typical novelists of the day like Margaret Ken¬ 
nedy, Willa Gather, Somerset Maugham, Ellen Glasgow, 
O. E. Rolvaag, or Julia Peterkin. 

Consider, for example, how entirely free is Mrs. Peter- 
kin’s “Scarlet Sister Mary” (1928) from any flavoring of 
patronage, sentimentality, apology, defense. The author 
makes no effort to present her heroine “subjectively.” She 
retains full privilege as author to explain, describe, narrate 
the life of this maternal dark Venus. But she never in the 
slightest degree presumes on these privileges. The facts are 
left to speak for themselves in all simplicity. The author 
presents the sorrows of Mary—she shows her flourishing 
with her children and her love-charm. She shows us the 
“meetings” of the religious party in the negro village and 
makes us feel the consolations of religion to these dis¬ 
inherited ones. But she does not give the impression of 
“telling us” about these things. She simply sets them be¬ 
fore us. She makes no use of irony or scorn as a means of 
playing up one character against another, one philosophy 
against anodier. 
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Even more remarkable in this kind is the achievement 
of Pearl Buck in “The Good Earth” (1931). The biblical 
simplicity of her style corresponds to the grave matter-of- 
factness of her chronicle. Without censoriousness and with¬ 
out sentimentality, the Occidental Christian delineates the 
manners and morals of the Chinese peasant, following 
through the whole cycle of life from boyhood to old age, 
from indigence to wealth, keeping always strictly within 
the limits of a provincial Chinese mentality. So she builds 
up little by little the picture of an alien culture having its 
own weakness and strength, its own dignity and rightness, 
and its independent claim to consideration. It is all done 
in the open-minded scientific spirit of modern sociology. 
But it is also a notable effort of sympathetic imagination, 
and there is high art in the consistent maintenance of the 
tone. Never does the author indicate a moral. And if a 
moral arises from this deeply moving story, it is one so uni¬ 
versally human that it transcends the bounds of race and 
creed. 

These two distinguished books are the more representa¬ 
tive of current tendencies in that there is nothing peculiar 
about them technically—nothing specially “modern” or ex¬ 
perimental to set them off from the common run of novels. 

2 

The principle of selectiveness is again everywhere in 
evidence in the characteristic work of 1895-1925. It goes 
along with that complete alteration in the conception of 
plot as the basic element of form in the novel. 

Even so late as 1905 academic critics were still talking 
of “Tom Jones” as the supreme model of formal composi¬ 
tion by virtue of its well-nigh perfect plot. Dr. Maynadier 
tells us: 

“Tom Jones’* is firmly composed,—so firmly that as it stands 
it is one of the best-constructed novels in our language, and. 
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with the omission of a few chapters, it might become the very 
best. . . . The mystery of Tom’s birth, on which all the com¬ 
plications hinge, is put before us in the third chapter of the 
first book—that is, in the second chapter of the story—and it is 
not explained until the seventh chapter of the last book,—only 
six chapters from the end. Nor is this any too soon to divulge 
the secret, when we consider how much is to be cleared up be¬ 
fore the last page. Moreover, various episodes of the story which 
do not seem pertinent as we begin to read them, always turn 
out somehow to help towards the end. 

So then, it seems, the essence of good composition is to 
have a complicated tangle of mysteries to be “cleared up,” 
with one central mystery which is propounded early and 
not disposed of till very near the end. Now, it has long 
been a puzzle to me why “Tom Jones” should so often be 
cited as the supreme example of this art when we have so 
many nineteenth-century novels which answer all the pre¬ 
scriptions, and which, in the matter of complication and 
suspense, go it decidedly one better. What about “Guy 
Mannering” and “Ivanhoe”? Wliat about “The Woman in 
\Vhite,” or “Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde”? Could not some¬ 
thing be said even for Hardy’s “Desperate Remedies”? 

Nothing ever is said for “Desperate Remedies,” for the 
simple reason that, while it is “firmly composed,” God 
knows, and, like all good stories of this kind, keeps its 
master-mystery unrevealed to the last chapter, it does not 
happen to display the special genius of Hardy even in the 
art of composition. Hardy’s genius for composition is dis¬ 
played in “The Return of the Native,” in “Tess” and 
“Jude,” and this without his being obliged to conceal the 
identity of any of the characters or, at the last moment, 
discover in an old cupboard the suppressed will which re¬ 
stores the rightful heir to his inheritance. Such tricks as 
these were the stock in trade of the nineteenth-century com¬ 
poser of plots, and I see no reason why Fielding should be 
preferred in this respect to the author of “Bleak House,” 
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“Great Expectations,“ and the “Tale of Two Cities.” 

We are not here concerned, be it noted, with the Edgar 
Wallaces and S. S. Van Dines of an earlier day. The men 
of our time who correspond to the serious novelists of the 
past are men like Galsworthy and Lawrence, and these men 
do not occupy themselves with the invention of plots which 
hang on the suppression throughout the major part of the 
story of the facts necessary to explain it and to bring about 
a suitable ending. If Arnold Bennett sometimes tries his 
hand at this sort of thing, it is with his tongue in his cheek 
and frankly to make the pot boil. When he writes seriously, 
he writes soberly—relying for his appeal not on the mys¬ 
terious and sensational in event but on the interest we take 
in the normal daily lives of people like ourselves. 

Now, the preoccupation with intrigue as the basis of 
story naturally tends toward complication and away from 
simplicity of line. The emphasis is thrown on surprising 
happenings rather than on the development of character 
and on the simple moral dilemmas that make the drama of 
character. And it is the ever increasing emphasis on psy¬ 
chology—that is, upon character intimately rendered— 
which, in the well-made novel, goes hand in hand with the 
elimination of intrigue. 

There is one variety of intrigue which does not neces¬ 
sarily call for sensational mystery and yet implies a con¬ 
siderable complication of plot. It involves the assemblage 
within the covers of one book of a large number of char¬ 
acters whose fortunes are closely related, and so they belong 
together, but who take turns in holding the center of the 
stage, as the story of one or the other becomes the subject 
of the moment. Such is the type of story favored by Trol¬ 
lope, for example, in the famous cathedral series. 

In “Barchester Towers” (1857), begin with Arch¬ 
deacon Grantly, the gentleman among clergymen. We turn 
next to Mr. Harding, his father-in-law, recently warden of 
Hiram’s Hospital, and Harding’s daughter, the widowed 
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Eleanor Bold; then to the newly appointed bishop, the 
evangelical Dr. Proudie, and his bossy wife; and then to 
the bishop’s low-church chaplain Slope, who is Mrs. 
Proudie's great rival for power in the diocese. Enter next 
the family of the Stanhopes; the Thornes of Ullathome; 
and the high-church Mr. Arabin. I have named only the 
principals in this drama, and have therefore left out of ac¬ 
count the Quiverfuls and many other interesting figures. 

The questions at issue are threefold: (1) Which one of 
several eligible men shall marry Eleanor Bold? (2) Who 
shall be appointed to the vacant wardenship? (3) Who shall 
be made dean? But the dramatic oppositions involved are 
much more numerous than is implied in this simplified 
statement of the issue. Taking into account only the ec¬ 
clesiastical intrigue, there are (1) the opposition of the 
Grantlyites in general to the episcopal party; (2) the strug¬ 
gle for mastership between the bishop and his wife; (3) 
that between Mrs. Proudie and Slope. And when we add 
the complications of the love-story and the many ways in 
which it interlocks with the church plot, and attempt to 
estimate the number of minor dramatic situations resulting 
from all his, we get into the higher mathematics. 

. 4 nd note that the story is very well told, very well told 
indeed according to the principles of story-telling practised 
in this school. Trollope has much more sense than Thack¬ 
eray for the dramatic handling of individual chapters and 
suites of chapters developing a single situation. The two 
chapters picturing Mrs, Proudie’s reception, with the ar¬ 
rival of the Signora Neroni and the jealous rage of the 
bishop’s wife, and several other chapters involving the 
struggle for power between Mrs. Proudie and the chaplain, 
or between Mrs. Proudie and the bishop, are equal in sheer 
comedy to anything in Thackeray and superior to anything 
in him for theatrical arrangement. As for firmness of com¬ 
position, must one not pronounce “Barchester Towers” 
(or even “Framley Parsonage,” for that matter) superior to 
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“Tom Jones," if we take into account the large number of 
threads of plot here interwoven and the extreme deftness 
of their interweaving, without any touch of sensationalism 
or mystery, but all within the ““modesty of nature"? 

But it is this very art of interweaving threads of plot— 
this cunning joiner’s work—which came to seem antiquated 
in the period of the well-made novel. To writers like Gals¬ 
worthy and Edith Wharton, like Ellen Glasgow and Somer¬ 
set Maugham, it must seem that Trollope has laid his em¬ 
phasis too much on plot for plot’s sake, and too little on 
character, on the feeling of life itself which comes thicker 
and thicker with the emphasis on character. No one will 
question the brilliancy and glitter of Trollope’s characteri¬ 
zations, nor his general observance of the truth of human 
nature. Only, it is character seen, for the most part, from 
the outside, and in its relation to the comparatively artificial 
mechanism of plot. And with the distribution of interest 
over so large a number of principal persons, it is virtually 
impossible to attain that emotional force and massiveness 
which is a great feature of Maugham’s “Of Human Bond- 
age," of Miss Sinclair’s ‘“Mary Olivier," or Rolvaag’s 
Giants in the Earth, ” not to mention “The Man of Prop¬ 
erty" or ““Women in Love." Trollope does not force human 
nature into a mold; he does not misrepresent it. Neither 
does he render it with intensity, or penetrate to its secret 
places of agony, despair, and exultation. He gives life truth¬ 
fully enough but ever on the surface level of social comedy. 

For such purposes he does not feel the necessity for rang 
ing all his material around one center of interest, and is in 
this respect in marked contrast to the great French natural¬ 
ists, his contemporaries. These men, who took so much 
bolder a grasp on life and human nature in its most in¬ 
tense manifestations, have almost invariably that French 
sense for composition which is so very different a matter 
from the sense for composition seen in the plot of “Tom 
Jones." And it is not merely Flaubert and the Goncourts 
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and Maupassant, with their narrow range of characters and 
relative thinness of action. Zola too, with his enormous 
crowded canvases, his titanic accumulation of detail, has 
an unfailing sense for building everything round one emo¬ 
tional center. Everything in ‘"Nana” is made to circle round 
that magnificent courtezan, that nodus of corruption. 
The whole epic of “L’Assommoir ’ is felt as the story of the 
laundress Gervaise. The whole cycle of “Lourdes” is pre¬ 
sented from the point of view of the Abbe Pierre and given 
a reference to his love for the crippled Marie de Guer- 
saint. 

Tlie same principle prevails in Turgenev, the friend of 
Flaubert and Zola, and generally speaking in the Russian 
novel. Neitlier Tolstoy nor Dostoevski is concerned with 
the weaving of intrigue in the English manner. And it is 
against this background of the gieat French and Russian 
realists that the well-made novel shaped itself in England 
and America. 


3 

It is worth while giving some examples of how this new 
piinciple of composition works out in novelists who other¬ 
wise show a wide variation from the formula of the well- 
made novel. Arnold Bennett gives the best example in the 
period we are discussing of the “panoramic” method of 
Huickeray and Dickens. In his best-known novels, “The 
Old Wives’ Tale” and the Clayhanger series, he covers a 
very long space of years, and gives us that sense of intimacy 
with the characters which results from our living through 
their whole lives with them. 

They are not particularly eventful lives. The characters 
are absorbed for the most part in what are relatively little 
things. The married life of Constance Baines was one of 
infinite small besieging cares which never left her mind 
free for anything but a sort of profound contentment. Ben¬ 
nett allows Sophia a somewhat romantic experience when 
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she runs away with Gerald Scales. And later there is some^ 
thing romantic, at least to the reader, in her being buried 
in such a strange foreign environment. But what the author 
features is her capacity as manager of a boarding-house. 

He lays great stress in all his masteipieces on family 
life rather than erotic adventure. And this is in accordance 
with our normal experience. The average life in its bulk 
and in its obvious features consists of two stages: that in 
which we are growing up in the house with our mothers and 
fathers, and that in which we are bringing up our own chil¬ 
dren in our own house. Quarters are necessarily close for 
a!l but wealthy people, and we all have a tendency to get 
in one another’s way. In some fashion it is likely to be with 
all of us as it was with the Clayhanger children, whose fa¬ 
ther was such an awkward obstruction to their own activi¬ 
ties. Edwin bears a deep grudge against his father for his 
lifelong tyranny. The tables are turned inevitably when his 
father becomes a weak and helpless old man, who must give 
up his keys to his son and make over to him the power of 
signing checks. This part of the story occupies three fourths 
of “Clayhanger.” It is only in the fourth part that a love- 
affair is introduced, and it is clear that the main theme of 
the book is the family life of the Clayhangers. 

The second novel of the Clayhanger series is the some¬ 
what more romantic story of “Hilda Lessways,” but the 
third, “These Twain, ’ deals with the unromantic relation 
of husband and wife. It is simply an account of the tug- 
of-war between two people who are genuinely fond of 
one another but each of whom wants to have his own way. 
It is a powerful and significant story, and it presents another 
aspect of that commonplace and pedestrian experience, 
family life. 

But while Bennett is in these books a sober realist, with¬ 
out intrigue or melodrama, and without the poetic ele¬ 
ments of Meredith, Hardy, or Conrad, we mast not con¬ 
clude that he represents life as being dull and placid. One 
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of the most remarkable features of his work is the sense he 
gives us of the exciting character of experience to those who 
lead such commonplace lives. When Sophia looks back upon 
her life, at the bedside of her dead husband, she thinks: '‘I 
wish I was dead. I have been through too much.” 

That is the constant note of “The Old Wives’ Tale”— 
how much the characters go through. Arnold Bennett has 
realized one of the capital truths of human existence— 
that our emotion is not commensurate with the material 
circumstances which call it forth; it is not the circum¬ 
stances but our own hearts that make life exciting and sig¬ 
nificant. The values of life are subjective, and the prime 
value is the simple sensation of living. Of one of his 
heroines he says, “She began to perceive that this that she 
was living through was life.” 

This is a dominant note in the Clayhanger series. Edw in 
Clayhanger leads in the Five Towms a very humdrum life, 
but this does not prevent him from having moments of 
the highest excitement and satisfaction. It might be simply 
a quiet evening of good talk at a neighbor’s house; it might 
be events of major importance that called for such moments 
of realization. After his father’s death his sensations are a 
mingling of pity with a sort of exultant wonder. “Edwin’s 
distress w^as shot through and enlightened by his solemn 
satisfaction at the fact that destiny had allotted to him, 
Edwin, an experience of such overwhelming grandeur.” 
A little later we have a summary of his general situation 
and how he regarded himself. He hadn’t accomplished 
much, that was true. But he had had the dining-room made 
over since his father’s death. He was getting ever richer. 

He went to the theatre. He went to concerts. He took holi¬ 
days. He had been to London, and more than once. He had a 
few^ good friends. He was his own master. . . . His careei, 
which to others seemed dull and monotonous, presented itself 
to him as almost miraculously romantic in its development. 
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So Edwin Clayhanger is thinking of his career and its 
development. One of the specialties of Bennett is that tone 
of emotion, in the characters themselves and in tlie reader, 
which is associated with the continuous and fatal lapse 
of time. This is not that concentrated excitement over tlte 
issue of some drama taken at its height and played out 
within a few days or a few weeks. It is the slow-growing 
and penetrating sentiment that comes only with a sense of 
the continuity of lives encountered at recurring periods 
over a long course of years. It is likely to run strongest at 
times when death puts its full stop to the career of some one 
of the characters and causes the others to regard their lives 
in the perspective of the generations. Thus in “The Old 
Wives’ Tale” there is the death of Mr. Baines and Mrs. 
Baines in the first book, in the second book the death of 
Samuel Povey; and in the fourth book we witness the end 
of Gerald and Sophia and Constance. And in the meantime 
life is punctuated for Constance by the growth of Cyril 
from babyhood to manhood, and by the Christmas post¬ 
cards received from Sophia down through the years. 

In the James type of novel our intimacy with the char¬ 
acters grows in the spiritual dimension of thought through 
the infinite expansion of the moment. But here it is the 
literal dimension of time, with its constant incremental 
cumulation of feeling, that makes us intimate with the 
people of the story and gives them their incomparable air 
of solidity and reality. 


4 

The chronicle of “The Old Wives’ Tale” covers a period 
of more than forty years, from the sixteenth year of Con¬ 
stance Baines to her death at fifty-eight. This is even longer 
than the period covered by “Vanity Fair.” And one might 
look for similar methods of composition in books so like 
in panoramic eflfect. But Arnold Bennett, even in those 
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extensive “chronicles” (as Mr. Muir calls them), has been 
noticeably affected by the dramatic tendencies of his day. 

To begin with, Bennett has an exceptionally clear sense 
of the artistic value of the chapter as a unit of composition. 
He knows in advance precisely what material he is going 
to include in each chapter, what contribution it will make 
to his steadily moving story, just how much weight it will 
have to bear from the superincumbent mass of his carefully 
planned structure. He knows how it will begin and by just 
what stages it will move to its definite conclusion. He has as 
sharp a sense as Eliot, James, or Zola for the “discriminated 
occasion.” A chapter is most often conceived by him as 
the vehicle for a particular scene or act of his drama. And 
within the chapter he distinguishes clearly between the suc¬ 
cessive moments of the action, the successive tableaux 
which make up the act. To this end he often divides each 
chapter into numbered sections, each of which presents a 
se()arate moment or tableau. This is his method in “The 
Old Wives’ Tale,” “Clayhanger,” and “Hilda Lessways.” 

It is evident that he exercises fastidious care in the open¬ 
ing and closing of chapters and sections. He is a very ob¬ 
jective writer compared with James, mostly occupied with 
action, movement, event. For this reason it is even more ob¬ 
vious in Bennett that he begins the chapter regularly in 
the midst of a constituted scene. A very large number of 
chapters open with the speech of one of the characters on a 
definite occasion. It may be that weeks or years have in¬ 
tervened between this and the preceding chapter, and it 
may be necessary to give some brief account of what has 
passed in the interval. But first he will set the new scene 
going. If it is an act or an attitude which is to be recorded 
rather than a spoken word, the first sentence is phrased in 
such a way as to plant us firmly in the new situation, how¬ 
ever much later it may be in time. “Mr. Povey was playing 
a hymn tune on the harmonium, it having been decided 
that no one should go to chapel.” “Constance stood at the 
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large, many-paned window in the parlour. She was stouter.” 
“Then she was lying in bed in a small room, obscure be¬ 
cause it was heavily curtained.” ‘‘They had been to Ver¬ 
sailles and had dined there.” ‘‘Matthew Peei-Swinnerton 
sat in the long dining-room ol the Pension Frensham.” 

The same care is used in giving to each section its dis¬ 
tinct value as a scenical component of the action. Thus in 
the minor mechanical points of story-telling, bennett il¬ 
lustrates the concern for neatness of lorm that was a dom¬ 
inant feature of the novel in his period. And the care be 
stowed upon the smallest units of composition is made to 
serve that “sense of time” which it is the object oi this type 
of novel to produce through the cumulative effect of many 
little events following one another steadily through a long 
course of years. 

When we turn to the larger outlines of the story, we 
note that there is in “The Old Wives’ Tale” a much sinaller 
number of characters than in “Vanity Fair,” and much less 
of social diversity. There is less complication oi issues, and 
the author has not the necessity of passing constantly from 
one set of characters to another to keep going his various 
threads of plot. 

Apd even within his compact family group, Bennett 
has taken pains to simplify and keep separate the several 
lines of action. This he has accomplished notably by his 
division of the story into four books and his allocation 
to each book of the matter appropriate to it. In the first 
book we have the simple group, all assembled in the same 
house: Constance, Sophia, Mrs. Baines, Povey. The center 
of interest is not absolutely determined here, but on the 
whole it is felt to be Sophia, because it is between her and 
Mrs. Baines that the issue is most sharply drawn, and she 
is the young person to whom our sympathies go out most 
strongly. If this book is entitled “Mrs. Baines,’’ it is more 
by way of signalizing that she has no part in the later books 
—the marriage of her daughters is the end of her. In the 
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second book the center is clearly Constance, in her rela¬ 
tion to her husband and her son. In the third book the 
center is absolutely and without exception Sophia. In the 
fourth book the center of interest is the relation between 
Sophia and Constance, brought together again in their old 
age. The first and second and fourth books are laid in 
Bursley; the third in Paris. When one considers that each 
one of these four books is as long as many an ordinary 
novel, one is all the more impressed with the sense for 
dramatic composition displayed by this writer of chronicles 
in the manner of Dickens and Thackeray. 

The great thing to note is that, instead of alternating the 
chronicles of Constance and Sophia throughout the second 
and third books, during the twenty-five years of their 
separation, Bennett had the inspiration to keep them ab¬ 
solutely distinct, following through first one and then the 
other without interruption. 

But, some one will say, Bennett did this naturally and 
indeed inevitably, for the reason that the two sisters did not 
meet during all these years: it was not the author’s tech¬ 
nique but the nature of the material which determined this 
arrangement. The answer is that we can make no such 
artificial distinction between technique and subject-matter. 
The technique is, to be sure, the natural expression of the 
subject-matter favored by a given writer. But it is equally 
true that the choice of a certain type of subject-matter is 
determined by the technical preferences of the author. Or, 
better, the undifferentiated mass of human life arranges 
itself for different authors and for different schools accord¬ 
ing to certain typical patterns. What first impresses the 
reader of “The Old Wives’ Tale” is the pattern of the lives 
of Constance and Sophia Baines, beginning and ending to¬ 
gether, but in the long middle years flowing sharply apart; 
and one cannot question that this was a leading feature 
of Bennett’s original artistic motive in writing their history. 

That the separate following of Constance and Sophia 
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through the middle books of “The Old Wives’ Tale” is 
more than a happy accident is made clear by the Cla> 
hanger series. Here Bennett follows almost identically the 
same plan, and here there were actually several meetings ol 
the characters concerned during the time that he keeps 
their stories separate and distinct. The first novel is “Clay- 
hanger"—itself a longer book than the average—which 
covers the life of Edwin from 1872 to 1892, including 
his several meetings with Hilda. The second is “Hilda 
Lessways," covering her life through a part of the same 
period. In the third of the series, these two persons, now 
married, are carried along together like Constance and 
Sophia Baines in the fourth book of their chronicle. 

The most remarkable feature of the author’s tcchnicpie 
in this series is that the meetings between Edwin and Hilda 
before their marriage are twice recounted at length, the first 
time from the point of view of Edwin in “Clayhanger," the 
second time from that of Hilda in “Hilda Lessways.” Here 
again, in an extended chronicle, we have a striking in¬ 
stance of the dramatic principle of coin])ositi()n which pie- 
scribes the careful maintenance of a limited center ol in¬ 
terest. 
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VARIATIONS: GALSWORTHY 


.A.\()ther English writer ol the same period even more 
widely identified than Bennett with the sort of chronicle 
which is carried through a series of novels covering a long 
period of years is John Galsworthy. The six novels com¬ 
prising “The Forsyte Saga” and “A Modern Comedy,” to¬ 
gether with the several short stories trhich link one novel 
with another, make up the most monumental example in 
English ol that j)redilection for novels in series which has 
been a leading feature of the early twentieth century. 

Other Famous examples are: in French, Romain Rol- 
land’s “jean Christophe” (1904-12), Marcel Proust’s “A la 
Recherche du temps perdu” (1913-26; English translation 
under the general title “Remembrance of Things Past”), 
Roger Martin du Card’s “Les Thibaitlt” (1922 ff.; English 
translation in three volumes beginning with “The Gray 
Notebook”): in Dutch, Louis Couperiis’s “Books of the 
Small Souls” (1901-1909): in Polish, Ladislas Reymont’s 
“The Peasants” (English translation 1924-25): in Swedish, 
Selma Lagerlof’s “The Ring of the Lowenskblds” (1925- 
28); in Danish. Martin Andersen Nexo’s “Pelle the Con¬ 
queror (1906-10) and his “Ditte” (1919-21): in Norwegian. 
Sigrid Undset’s “Kristin Lavransdatter” (1920-22) and her 
later series beginning with “The Axe ” and ending with 
“The Son .Avenger” (1925-27): in Norwegian and Engli.sh, 
O. E. Roh aag’s series beginning with “Giants in the Earth” 
and ending with “Their Father's God ” (1924-91). 

In England, besides the series of Bennett and Gals- 

-■tti 
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worthy, there have been the following: J. D. Beresford’s 
'‘Jacob Stahl” (1911-15), Doiothy Richardson’s “Pilgrim¬ 
age,” comprising nine novels between 1915 and 1927, 
Henry Handel Richardson’s series entitled “The Fortunes 
of Richard Mahony” (1917 ff.). Ford Madox Ford’s scries 
of four novels beginning with "Some Do Not” (1924), 
and G. B. Stern’s series beginning with “The Matriarch” 
(in England, “Tents of Israel,” 1924). In America there 
have been Louis Bromfield’s series beginning with “The 
Green Bay Tree” (1924) and ending with “A (iood 
Woman” (1927), Edith Wharton’s “Old New York” (1924) 
and the incompleted series by John Dos Passos (sec Chap¬ 
ter XXXIX) and by T. S. Stribling, “The Forge” (193O 
and “The Store” (1932). 

Earlier examples of such novels in series dating iiom the 
1890’s are Huysmans’ “La-Bas,” “En route,” “La Cathe- 

drale,” and “L’Oblat,” Pontoppidan’s “Emmanuel,. the 

Promised Land,” and “Dommens Dag,” Sienkiwit z s “With 
Fire and Sword,” “The Deluge,” and “Pan Michael, and 
Fogazzaro’s “The Patriot,” “The Sinner,” and “ I he 
Saint.” And they all perhaps go back, in general scheme, to 
Balzac’s Comedie Humaine (1829-47) and Zola's series 
of “Les Rougon-Macc[uart” (1871-93). 

This whole subject has been studied by Miss Elizabetli 
Kerr in a master’s dissertation, on file in the University c^l 
Minnesota library, entitled “The Sec|uencc Novel: Pic 
tional Method of a Scientific Age.” Miss Kerr makes much 
of the fundamental unity of conception running through 
the various works of the series in the most characteristic ol 
these products. 

Another general feature of all these sequence novels is 
that, while they cover a long period of time and tend to 
include a large number of characters in the aggregate, each 
separate novel is limited in time, in the number of char¬ 
acters, and in the special dramatic issues involved; so that, 
just as e»^h novel has its o^n title, it has generally its own 
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distinct unity ot design, and is capable of being read by 
itself and standing alone. And yet there is never any ques¬ 
tion about the intimate connection of each ot these novels 
with all the rest in the series. There is very often one cen¬ 
tral character who is carried through the whole series and 
who most often carries with him a large number of the 
other people from book to book. 

On the other hand, the separate titles and the complete¬ 
ness and self-sufficiency of each novel in the series dis¬ 
tinguish them sharply enough from books like “Tom 
Jones,” “Roderick Random,” “Peregrine Pickle,” and the 
three-decker English novels of the nineteenth century, in 
which, for the most part, the separate volumes are no more 
capable of standing alone than the separate instalments of 
a novel published serially. 

It is quite likely that the exigencies of publishing and 
the conditions of the book market were in large part re¬ 
sponsible lor the lormal self-sufficiency of these novels in 
series. They had to be made to stand each by itself, since 
the reading public could not be asked to wait several years 
for the completion of this year’s story or go back before 
reading it to buy and read the story of several years ago. 

But this purely practical consideration fell in, I think, 
with the taste of the times for stories dramatically limited 
according to the general formula of the well-made novel. 
The Georgian reader did not have the Victorian’s tolerance 
for the Epilogue, such as we find it in George Eliot, for ex¬ 
ample, in which the author tells us briefly what happened 
to his characters during the twenty-five years following the 
fall of the curtain. The twentieth-century reader does not 
relish this sketchy messing about with future events; he 
does not care to be told just how each character received the 
due reward of his virtuous life. He likes his curtain neat and 
definitive. If there were further developments, that is an¬ 
other story, which may well be taken up in another book. 
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as Couperus takes up the sequel of “Small Souls“ in “The 
Later Li£e“ and the other novels of his tetralogy. 


2 

In the case of Galsworthy it is important to remember 
that when he wrote “The Man of Property” (published in 
1906), he had not conceived the idea of the “Forsyte Saga” 
as a whole. This definitive study of the rich bourgeoisie of 
London was followed immediately by the “Country House” 
(1907), “Fraternity” (1908), and “The Patrician” (1911), 
studies of the squirearchy, the professional class, and the 
aristocracy, respectively, and making up altogether a kind 
of social survey of the well-to-do classes in England. At that 
period Galsworthy’s idea seems to have been to make his 
study of English society in extenso rather than to specialize 
intensively in the manners and customs of the Forsytes. It 
was not till 1917, after he had published several other im¬ 
portant novels, that appeared the short story “An Indian 
Summer of a Forsyte,” which takes up the chronicle of 
Jolyon Forsyte and Irene; not until 1920 appeared the 
second novel of the series, “In Chancery”; and not till 
1928 appeared “Swan Song,” the sixth and last one of the 
series. 

It would indeed have been impossible for Galsworthy to 
project in 1909 any of the novels beginning with the third. 
For they deal, among other things, with events in political 
history which were many years in the future; the action of 
“To Let” takes place in 1920, after the World War, that of 
“The Silver Spoon” in 1924-25 during the first Labor 
government, that of “Swan Song” in 1926 during the fa¬ 
mous general strike. 

The idea of continuing the chronicle of the Forsytes in 
the form of a family “saga” was an afterthought of Mr. 
Galsworthy; and this, for one thing, results in an even 
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greater distinctness of the component parts than is the 
case with the sagas of Rolland, Proust, and Sigrid Undset. 
“The Man of Property” is as complete, independent, and 
well unified a novel as “Fraternity” or “The Country 
House”; and if the later novels of the series do imply the 
background of the earlier ones, it is none the less true that 
each is carefully devised to stand by itself. 

This is, I think, more especially true of “In Chancery” 
and “To Let.” In the second series, “A Modern Comedy,” 
one feels that Mr. Galsworthy is carried forward more by the 
momentum already acquired than by any powerful creative 
impulse; each book follows immediately on the year in 
which the action is placed, as if the author were somewhat 
hastily and perfunctorily keeping his chronicle up to date. 
One grows rather tired of the monotonous reappearances of 
Soames in his double role of anxious financier and doting 
father. There is some effort to give distinctness to each book 
by varying the public interests of Fleur’s husband, Michael 
Mont, and by certain episodes in the private life of Fleur. 
But on the whole, these episodes lack definition, and one’s 
final impression of the series is a sense of indeterminate¬ 
ness greatly in contrast with the sharpness of outline which 
characterizes the earlier novels. It is unmistakably the 
earlier series which gives Mr. Galsworthy his place among 
novelists of distinction. 

“The Man of Property” is a study of the possessive spirit 
as it affects the lives and manners of a typical English fam¬ 
ily engaged in big business and finance. Here and in the 
later novels of the series this spirit of possession is set in 
opposition to a Beauty which the Forsytes do not take into 
account in their philosophy, but which in spite of them 
comes in to upset their plans and disturb their emotional 
life. In “The Man of Property” this opposition is drama¬ 
tized in the relations of Soames Forsyte, the solicitor, and 
his wife Irene. They were married without love, on the 
explicit understanding that if they did not hit it off he was 
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not to hold her bound by the marriage tie. But when, in 
the course of the story, Irene declares that such a condition 
exists and demands her freedom, Soames repudiates the 
agreement and holds her bound. It is not in him to re¬ 
linquish what is, for him, only another form of that most 
precious of all things, property. 

The matter is brought to a head by the love which springs 
up between Irene and Soames’s architect, Bosinney. This 
young artist is, like Irene, unaffected by the Forsyte scale 
of values. He has been engaged by Soames to build their 
new house at Robin Hill. He is a man of original imagina- 
Lion and taste and is carried away by his desire to make the 
new house a thing of unusual beauty, so that he consider¬ 
ably exceeds the amount agreed on with Soames for the 
cost of the building. At the opening of the story he is en¬ 
gaged to marry June, the daughter of Soames’s cousin, 
Jolyon Forsyte, but the intimacy which develops with Irene 
in their consultations over the house leads to their falling 
in love. Soames would doubtless have met the extra cost 
of the house with no more than a little grumbling if it had 
not been for the stealing of his wife’s affections, but, stung 
in the quick by this invasion of his property rights, he 
brings suit against Bosinney, determined to ruin him 
financially. 

Of the concluding events of the drama I will mention 
only the death of Bosinney, run down by a bus while 
wandering distracted in the London fog. The story all 
centers around the building of the new house at Robin 
Hill and the growing realization by the Forsytes of the 
existence of a passion with which they are unable to cope,* 
the action takes place from June 1886 to December 1887, 
covering roughly the period during which the house is 
building. 

“In Chancery” takes up the story of Soames and Irene 
in the years 1899-1901. They have long been living separate 
but not divorced. Soames cannot realize the definitiveness 
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with which Irene has turned against him. He makes a crude 
effort to win her back, and, that failing, he invokes the 
machinery of the law to divorce her, so that he may marry 
again and have issue. He succeeds in putting her in the 
wrong by methods which are a biting satire on the English 
divorce laws of the time; but in the course of doing so he 
raises up a champion for Irene in the person of his cousin 
Jolyon, June's father. This member of the Forsyte clan, 
now a widower, is the one who holds their philistine philos¬ 
ophy in its least pure form. His sensibilities are outraged 
by Soames’s brutal persecution of Irene; he comes to ad¬ 
mire her fineness of nature; and love springs up between 
them. So that the jealous Soames has the misery of seeing 
his wife in love with that one of all his relatives with whom 
he has least in common. The dramatic character of this 
story is most simply indicated by the brief formulation: 
Soames by insisting on his right of property in his wife’s 
affections, succeeds merely in driving her into the arms of 
Jolyon. 

In “To Let,” while Soames and Irene and Jolyon are 
still principal characters, the story is better defined as the 
drama of their children. Fleur, Soames’s daughter by his 
second wife, and Jon, the son of Irene and Jolyon, acci¬ 
dentally meeting in the year 1920, fall in love without 
knowing anything of the history of the parents. But the 
bitter heritage is one they cannot throw off, and in spite 
of their love, and of Fleur’s determination not to let any 
old history come between them, it is impossible for }on to 
marry so much against the feeling of his father and mother. 
The dramatic character of this story is very simply formu¬ 
lated: the ugly working of the sense of property in one 
generation brings about the grievous frustration of love 
in the following generation. 

It will be evident that each one of the novels which make 
up “The Forsyte Saga” is distinct and independent and 
shar^l\ deffned vtv wo\. 
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that Galsworthy exhibits the dramatic tendencies of the 
well-made novel in anything like their completeness. His 
attitude toward the Forsyte clan is that of a sociologist or 
anthropologist making a study of the manners of some 
primitive people. Author and interpreter, he is never tired 
of pointing out the characteristic manifestations of the 
“possessive spirit” and indicating how typical they are of 
the British people or of human kind in general. 

One of his main intentions is to illustrate the great di¬ 
versity of types included under the head of Forsytism, and 
the many modifications which come about with the passage 
of time. Especially in “The Man of Property” his scheme 
implies the featuring of a large number of different mem¬ 
bers of the Forsyte family in their several homes, w'ho, one 
after the other, take the center of the stage for the mo¬ 
ment. Mr. Galsworthy never at any period of his writing 
had a marked predilection for continuities of action in¬ 
volving a single person or group which tend to build up 
scenes like those on the stage. 

But with all these abatements there is much of the 
dramatic in the general composition of his narratives, as 
one might expect from an author who is so famous as a 
writer of plays. Through all the comings and goings of 
the Forsytes in “The Man of Property” one never forgets 
the central theme of Soames’s relations to his wife. The 
various branches of the Forsyte family are all following with 
extreme interest the developments at Robin Hill. They 
are all fascinated and troubled by the exotic charm of 
Irene, fascinated and outraged by the strange incompre¬ 
hensible phenomenon of Bosinney; and from their several 
strongholds they are watching the growth of that storm- 
cloud on the horizon which threatens the smug security 
of their order. 

It has often been pointed out w-hat a peculiar method 
Galsworthy employs in his treatment of Irene and Bosinney, 
t\iough t\i\s is essentiaWy the same method that Mrs. Whar- 
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ton follows with regard to the Countess Olenska in “The 
Age of Innocence.’’ These characters, who are meant to 
be the most sympathetic to the reader, are never presented 
directly but always through the eyes of the Forsytes. As 
Mr. Leon Schalit points out: 

In the whole “Saga,” only Irene and Bosinney, the two 
lovers, remain opaque. This is clearly deliberate . . . The 
whole Irene-Bosinney love affair is hinted at, rather than re¬ 
lated. . . . Instead of diiectly describing the moods of the two 
lovers he will get them by showing the thoughts and feelings 
aroused in the observer by the sight of the lovers. 

Mr. Galsworthy has thus managed a sort of reversal of 
the method of the restricted point of view very suitable to 
his intention in this book. Instead of following the story 
through the eyes of the two most sympathetic characters, 
the lovers, he follows it through the myriad eyes of the 
Philistines, all centered upon the two mysterious and dis¬ 
turbing persons. It is an excellent device for unifying the 
diverse material and giving it pattern. And it was probably 
the best possible metliod for making his study of the natural 
history of the Forsytes. 

In the two later volumes the pattern is greatly simpli¬ 
fied by virtue of the fact that he has set the Forsytes so 
firmly on their feet in “The Man of Property’’ and has no 
further need for characterizing them in detail. But here 
again we have to deal with the principle of contrast which, 
as Mr. Schalit has pointed out, is a leading compositional 
device in Galsworthy. Contrast and, we may add, corres¬ 
pondence or parallelism of themes, repetition of themes, 
and the use of symbolic tliemes. Winifred’s reluctance to 
divorce Monty, her Forsyte instinct for holding on to him 
as to something that is hers, is the shadow of Soames’s 
feeling about Irene, and her suit for divorce is the parallel 
of Soames’s. Jolly and Val reproduce two peculiar blends 
of Forsyte and non-Forsyte as well as repeating the Soames- 
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Jolyon feud. And of course in the passage from Soames to 
Jolyon, from Jolyon to Soames as center of interest, in the 
passage from the Soames-Irene to the Soames-Annette rela¬ 
tion, the principle of contrast is being followed. 

This is the clue to the unity of effect of the whole. The 
alternation is not betw-een blocks of diverse characters 
carrying on diverse action in a complicated intrigue, as 
in Dickens, but between finely contrasted or graded speci¬ 
mens of true Forsyte, mongrel Forsyte, and non-Forsyte 
humanity, considered always by reference to the Forsyte 
view of life. 

And then, finally, the Forsyte view ot life is symboli/ed 
in public affairs by the Boer War, in which the characters 
take such a vivid interest. The British attitude toward the 
Boers is like that taken by the Forsytes toward private prop¬ 
erty, and the principle of suzerainty invoked to justily the 
war in South Africa is the same as that invoked by Soames 
in his relations with Irene. 

The lines of “To Let” are even simpler than those of 
“In Chancery”; but here too there is a considerable use of 
contrast and parallelism. Altogether, throughout the en¬ 
tire series of Forsyte novels, as well as in Galsworthy’s other 
work, there is much cunning artistry lavished upon the 
elaborate system of cross-reference and implication. And 
much could be said of the deftness and refinement of touch 
displayed by Mr. Galsworthy in the development of his 
method. 

What is probably more urgent, however, is to signalize 
the relative want of force, depth, and solidity in his effects 
when brought into comparison with the greatest of his 
contemporaries, like Thomas Mann, Marcel Proust, Sigrid 
Undset, or with such of his predecessors as Fielding, Tols¬ 
toy, George Eliot, Zola, or Thomas Hardy. While the work 
of these men gives the effect of painting in oils, rich, deep, 
and luminous, the effect of Galsworthy is rather that of 
water-colors, at its best full of life, charm, and delicacy, at 
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its worst thin, sketchy, and superficial. In the last analysis, 
of course, these differences must be traced to unlikeness 
of temperament and imaginative power. But it is interest¬ 
ing to speculate on features of technique which go along 
with such variations in effect. 

3 

There is one rather mechanical aspect of technique 
which may have something to do with the relative want of 
solidity in Galsworthy’s effects. And this is most conve 
niently studied in connection with his handling of the 
chapter divisions. 

In Tolstoy, as we have seen, the chapters are very short 
and each one is generally confined to a single occasion and 
to one center of interest; often the same occasion and the 
same center of interest is continued through a considerable 
number of chapters, with corresponding gain in mo¬ 
mentum. In George Eliot the chapters are very much 
longer and confined to a single occasion and a single center 
oi interest; often a considerable number of chapters is con* 
fined to the closely related events of one day. In “Adam 
Bede” the first sixteen chapters (261 pages in my edition) 
are devoted to the events of four successive days. 

In Galsworthy the chapters are for the most part quite 
short; and while they are generally confined to the events 
of a single day, they show a decided tendency to pass from 
one center of interest to another and from one place to an¬ 
other. There is almost never in Galsworthy any consider¬ 
able number of pages devoted to a single scene, in one 
place, with the same characters participating throughout. 
And almost never does he follow the same character 
straight through a long succession of chapters or pages. 

There is nothing in all Galsworthy to compare for stead¬ 
iness of view on a single character with the chapter in 
“Buddenbrooks” (XI, ii) ending, “This was one day in the 
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life of little Johann,” or that section of ‘‘The Magic Moun¬ 
tain” which recounts the experience of Hans Castorp lost 
in the snow. There is nothing comparable, in the way of 
solid and leisurely development of a situation, to the open¬ 
ing chapters of “The Return of the Native” or of “Adam 
Bede.” There are no single chapters in Galsworthy com¬ 
parable for handling, with authority and in extenso, a 
single occasion involving a considerable number of per¬ 
sons, with any one of a dozen chapters in Zola’s “Nana,” or 
those in “L’Assommoir” presenting the fight at the lavoir, 
or the wedding of Gervaise, or the night when she takes to 
the streets. There is no series of chapters comparable for 
continuity of tragic interest with those in “Adam Bede” 
recounting Hetty’s “Journey in Hope” and her “Journey 
in Despair,” or those following on the wedding of Tess 
Durbeyfield, or those leading to the death of Eustacia Vye 
and Wildeve. There is no situation so fully rendered and 
with such authority of realistic art as that of Sophia Baines 
on the night of the public execution at Auxerre, or that of 
Emma Bovary on the last day of her life. 

The difference is partly one of emotional force. Gals¬ 
worthy simply has not the power of the great writers to 
present in all their poignancy the supreme moments of 
human passion and suffering. That English reserve and de¬ 
tachment which have sometimes been represented as artis¬ 
tic merits in him are also the gage of his low temperature 
emotionally. He is a graceful swimmer near the shores of 
human feeling, but he never ventures into the deep waters. 
His characters suffer, like well-bred people, from senti¬ 
mental deprivations which are real enough in their way. 
But they remain well bred in the very core of their being; 
they suffer the mild pains of the well-to-do. They do not 
seem to have come up against the stony walls which break 
the hearts of common people. They do not feel the pinch 
of life as Edwin Clayhanger feels it, or Esther Waters, or 
Michael Henchard, or Kristin Lavransdatter. 
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Nor is one conscious in Galsworthy of the sheer weight 
of realistic observation which in the greater writers is one 
measure of their intellectual stature. He does not look at 
anything so hard and long as Thomas Mann has looked at 
disease, lor example, in that chapter of “Buddenbrooks” 
beginning, “Cases of typhoid fever take the following 
course,” or as Bennett looked at the old printing-machine 
in “Clayhanger,” let alone the way in which Hardy looked 
at Egdon Heath or in which Balzac regarded the Maison 
Vauquer in “Le Pere Goriot.” 

He does describe in considerable detail the interiors of 
various Forsyte houses, with much aptness of phrase and 
deftness of draftsmanship. But somehow one does not have 
the sense of three dimensions which similar descriptions 
give one in Balzac, Hardy, or Bennett. And while he has a 
good deal to say of the representative character of his set¬ 
tings, they do not carry with them the intellectual over¬ 
tones of the great masters. No physical object in Gals¬ 
worthy stands so unmistakably for symbol and fact at one 
and the same time as Maggie’s slop-pail in “The Old 
Wives’ Tale.” 

Galsworthy does not have in high degree that faculty to 
make one see which indicates in an author intenseness of 
visual imagination. No scene in his work is so vividly illu¬ 
minated as that moonlight scene in the Adirondack wilder¬ 
ness in “The Master of Ballantrae” in which the Indian 
fakir exhumes the body of the buried master. No spot of 
earth is so magically set before us as the stretch of road to 
Casterbridge followed by Fanny Robin on her way to the 
poor-house, or the interior of Captain Anthony’s cabin in 
“Chance.” Galsworthy has none of that power, possessed 
by Hardy and Dickens and Victor Hugo, of following with 
intent curiosity the movements of a figure seen in a land¬ 
scape. He has not the faculty of bringing all the powers of 
vision to a focus upon some single spot or figure thus made 
to absorb the entire imaginative energies of the reader. 
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Now, genius is a mystery. These various faculties—emo¬ 
tional, intellectual, imaginative—are not to be reduced to 
the mechanical terms of technique. But there is neverthe¬ 
less some relation between creative genius and the methods 
which it follows to attain its ends. And Galsworthy’s com¬ 
parative want of force is associated with his inability to re¬ 
gard any person, place, or object steadily for any length of 
time. 

Probably the longest series of chapters in any of his 
books confined to the events of a single day is found in 
Part II of “The White Monkey,” chapters I-VII (pp. 115- 
184). But here at once one remarks that with virtually 
•every chapter there is a change of center. The first chapter 
is Soames’s, the second Victorine’s, the third Michael’s, the 
fourth and fifth Fleur’s, the sixth Michael’s again, and the 
seventh Victorine’s. And not merely that. But within 
the several chapters there is a constant change of scene as the 
person concerned passes from one place to another and is 
engaged with different people. In the (irst chapter Soames 
takes part in four distinct scenes—with Annette at Maple- 
durham, with strangers in the railway carriage going up to 
London, with his man Gradman in the office of his law 
hrm, and in the Board Room of a joint-stock company with 
the chairman of the board. 

This is perfectly typical of Galsworthy’s procedure. His 
characters never can stay in any one place or in the pres¬ 
ence of one group of people. They are forever scurrying 
restlessly about like ants. This makes impossible anything 
like a really constituted and well-developed scene. And 
since he is forever passing from one character to another, 
there can be nothing like that continuous following of a 
single character which we have throughout “Clayhanger” 
or the entire third book of “The Old Wives’ Tale.” 

Very often, moreover, it is in midstream—within the 
chapter—that he chooses to change horses. This is particu¬ 
larly true in “The Man of Property,” which remains, in 
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spite of everything, probably the most important of his 
novels. Over and over, in individual chapters, no sooner 
is our sympathetic interest engaged with one character than 
we are asked to transfer it to another, with necessarily a 
loss in emotional force. Consider for example Chapter XC 
entitled “June’s Treat.” It begins with an account of a din- 
ner at Soames’s house, including Soames, Irene, Bosinney,. 
and June, the dialogue rendered objectively from the 
point of view of an imaginary observer. There follows an 
account from June’s point of view of her attending the 
theater with Bosinney and the unaccountable coldness of 
her fianc^, culminating in his refusal to take her on Sunday 
to see the new house. The reader is ready to give his whole 
heart to June in this pitiful situation, when suddenly the 
author turns from her and Bosinney to persons so entirely 
strange to us that it is with a great effort that we can place 
them at all. We read of J une: 

The house had been mercifully darkened for a crisis, and no 
one could see her trouble. Yet in this world of Forsytes let no 
man think himself immune from observation. In the third row 
behind, Euphemia, Nicholas’s second daughter, with her mar¬ 
ried sister, Mrs, Twectyman, w^erc watching. They reported at 
Timothy’s, how they had seen June and her fianc^ at the 
theatre. 

There follows half a page of the conversation of these 
ladies, presumably on the following day. We then come 
back to June and follow her in her disconsolate return to 
her grandfather’s house. Then more than a page is devoted 
to Old Jolyon’s reflections. And the chapter ends with 
June. “And upstairs in her room June sat at her open 
window where the spring wind came, after its revel across 
the park, to cool her hot cheeks and burn her heart.” 

This may be a convenient way to get the story told and 
to touch on the wide range of persons and interests in¬ 
volved. But it is obviously impossible on any such system. 
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to make a really deep impression on either the sensibilities 
or the imagination of the reader. (^Vliich may indeed be 
one reason for the great popularity of Galsworthy with 
readers who wish to spare their sensibilities.) It is an ex¬ 
ceptional chapter in “The Man of Property” in which 
there is not one or more such excursion away from the 
person and place that may be supposed to interest us most 
deeply, into the lives and thoughts of others on quite other 
occasions. And even when we remain technically within 
one and the same scene throughout the chapter, there is 
often so constant a shift from objective to subjective, from 
one person to another as the center of observaiion, or from 
the thoughts of one person to those of another, that our 
interest and sympathy are distributed and dissipated as in 
some of the less successful panoramic tableaux of Hogarth. 

Thus Galsworthy’s fictions are made up, not of fairly 
large units of uniform narrative character, as is the case 
with Dickens, Eliot, Flaubert, Tolstoy, or any of the most 
powerful of the old masters, but of innumerable small bits 
of fragments assembled like the bits of colored glass in 
Gothic windows. This method has proved a very successful 
one for giving a general impression of the Forsyte clan in 
all its diversity, and it has evoked no protest from readers 
who like a story that moves forward with liveliness and 
sparkle. Mr. Galsworthy has had as many and as enthusi¬ 
astic readers as any novelist of equal distinction in our 
time. But 1 cannot but think that this scrappy and facile 
method of composition is the counterpart of a certain want 
of depth and vigor of conception, a certain languid pale¬ 
ness of temperament reflected from the author upon his 
characters, so that they constantly make one think of the 
mannequins displayed in the show-wdndow’s of smart 
department-stores. 

I find myself drawn in spite of myself to breathe the 
word “sentimentalism** in this connection. I do not ques¬ 
tion the honesty and fineness of spirit of this writer, nor 
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the truthfulness of his portraiture so far as it goes. But it 
does not go very far. It does not go very deep. It stays too 
consistently within the range of view of nice people. There 
is a kind of sentimentalism which results from simple want 
of intellectual thoroughness, from an imperfect analysis of 
the motives and forces involved in human action. And this 
is the sort one detects in the conception of Galsworthy’s 
Irene. He certainly has a deft and facile brush stroke, but 
one wonders whether his colors are such as will stand 
against the corrosive action of time. 
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VARIATIONS: SIGRID UNDSET 


Tl he objection to Galsworthy’s method is not simply that 
his narratives are built up of many small units rather than 
of massive scenes. This is, to a considerable extent, the sys¬ 
tem of Arnold Bennett, of Knut Hamsun, Sinclair I.ewis, 
and many other powerful contemporary novelists. But 
generally speaking, in the authors mentioned, there is some 
principle of composition which saves them from that 
scrappiness of effect which we have observed in Gals¬ 
worthy. Most often it is the assemblage of the small narra¬ 
tive units around a single center of interest over long 
stretches, so that each new fragment, each new circum¬ 
stance adds its increment of power and significance. 

The novels of Willa Gather have almost alw'ays a single 
center of interest. In “A Lost Lady” (1923), which is prob¬ 
ably, all things considered, her best piece of work, it is that 
Mrs. Forrester whose charm and weakness are both por¬ 
trayed with so much humanness and delicacy of touch. 
There is also young Niel Herbert, through whose eyes, for 
the most part, this rare creature is shown. It is he who 
makes clear to us the “value” for Mrs. Forrester’s character 
of her railroad-builder husband—her appreciation of him, 
her loyalty to him. “That, he felt, was quality; something 
that could never become worn or shabby; steel of Damas¬ 
cus.” And it is in the mirror of Niel’s disillusionment that 
w^e trace the growing shoddiness of her character as the love 
of pleasure more and more takes the place of what for Niel 
w^as the ideal element in her nature. Thus the book is 

263 
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doubly unified—through the subject itself, and through 
the extra provision of an instrument within the story for 
focusing the subject. 

I do not mean for a moment to suggest a parity between 
the delicate and shallow pencilings of Miss Gather and the 
really serious social studies of Mr. Galsworthy. Even Mr. 
Galsworthy would hardly have been content with the 
tenuous and sketchy motivation of Niel Herbert. He is a 
happy device, but hardly more than a device. Miss Gather’s 
undertakings are never so difficult as Galsworthy’s, and her 
achievements are relatively easy ones. Still, she is an artist 
of distinction within her narrow range; and the neat com¬ 
position of books like “A Lost Lady” and “The Professor’s 
House” (1925) will serve to illustrate our present point. 

The point is better made, however, by bringing into the 
comparison an artist of Mr. Galsworthy’s own caliber, 
whose general subject is virtually the same—philistinism 
in contemporary life. Mr. Lewis may not write, typically, 
with the sympathetic insight into the sentiments of nice 
people, nor with the moderation and restraint, of Mr. Gals¬ 
worthy. He altogether eschews the mild elegancies and 
pieitinesses of the English writer. His satire is of a drier, 
purer brand. But for that very reason his art is more sharp- 
edged; his effects stand out in bolder relief. 

His “Babbitt” (1922) is at least as significant a social 
document as ‘The Man of Property,” and at least as “real.” 
On the side of composition it bears some resemblance to 
Mr. (ialsworthy’s work, in that the dramatic or scenical 
method has been put aside for what we might call the in¬ 
cremental. It'is a portrait of a typical philistine business 
man, built up with many little strokes of the brush. What 
gives it its massive power is, for one thing, the almost un¬ 
broken maintenance of George F. Babbitt as the center of 
action and point of reference. Almost nothing happens in 
the absence of Babbitt. Almost nothing is related of which 
he is not at least a witness, whether or not realizing the 
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full implications of what he sees. So that the thing grows 
steadily in force and momentum. 

There is even less plot than in Galsworthy. In place of 
plot, we have a significant evolution in the attitude of 
Babbitt toward the social order of which he forms a part. 
There is a long block of chapters, say from XII to XXII, 
which trace his steady rise to popularity and a kind of 
affluence through his shrewd and energetic playing of the 
game—subscribing heartily to all the loud vulgarities, the 
social superstitions and hypocrisies which constitute the 
creed of his class. But there is something in Babbitt which 
makes him restless under the oppression of this philistin¬ 
ism. It is partly conscience and open-mindedness; it is 
partly the dreariness of his home life and the desire of the 
'‘old Adam” in him to have his fling. So that we may dis¬ 
tinguish another long block of chapters, XXIII to XXXIV, 
which trace Babbitt’s revolt. He is of course not strong 
enough to carry through his rebellion against the organized 
and dominant forces of the Boosters’ Club and the Good 
Citizens’ League, He finds that his wife means more to 
him than the furtive pleasures of Bohemia. And the story 
ends with a sort of cringing submission to an order of 
things which is too strong for him. 

It is this continuity of theme and issue which, taken to¬ 
gether with the single center of interest and the consistency 
of tone, give to “Babbitt” its bold and simple outlines—its 
effect of composition. Under the head of continuity, it 
should be remarked, further, that Mr. Lewis is capable of 
devoting one quarter of the whole book, the first seven 
chapters, to a single typical day in the life of his central 
character—something unparalleled, so far as I know, in the 
work of Galsworthy. 

It may of course be urged, on the other hand, that 
Lewis’s work lacks the live effect given by the variation of 
coloring, the nuances of Galsworthy’s method. And I do 
not pretend that Lewis’s is the ideal way of presenting hu- 
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man nature; that it has, for example, the depth and in¬ 
timacy of Thomas Mann or Emile Zola. There is too often 
the note of burlesque. There is too much generalizing of 
the subject by the author. The characters and incidents 
too often have the effect of cleverly chosen documents or 
exhibits. One feels this most strongly perhaps in “Arrow- 
smith” (1925), where the author’s scorn for ballyhoo in 
science and his deep-felt admiration for the true scientist 
call for a treatment less “smart” and topical, and more in 
the key of imaginative writing. 

But one cannot deny the truth, the representative im¬ 
portance, of these documents; nor can one deny Mr. 
Lewis’s skill in arranging his material so as to have the 
fullest effect in the forum of public opinion. 

2 

Probably the best example we can find of positive genius 
in handling this manner of narrative is Sigrid Undset. Her 
work is as fine an instance as we can cite of a feature of 
story-telling technique so characteristic of our time that it 
is worth a special chapter. It is a technique which corre¬ 
sponds to a special way of regarding life. The story-teller 
is inclined to conceive of life as made up not of a few 
broad and massive movements, culminating in a limited 
number of critical scenes, but rather of an infinite succes¬ 
sion of small waves breaking on the shore of human experi¬ 
ence and little by little modifying its shape and aspect. And 
there is a corresponding disposition to a finer modeling of 
the outlines. In this technique the ordinary chapter is a 
composite arrangement of many small bits of story. The 
action is slow; and while the plot may be there, the em¬ 
phasis is rather on the feel and texture of life under cer¬ 
tain conditions. 

In “Kristin Lavransdatter” (1920-22) there is an epic 
breadth of movement, an encyclopedic inclusiveness of 



SIGRID UNDSET 


267 

family life in its broader aspects, extending to a compre¬ 
hensive survey of a whole social order. There is no want of 
distinctness of outline and intention; at times the effect is 
sharply dramatic, with a worked-up suspense over the out¬ 
come of matters of life and death. But what is most remark¬ 
able in the art of Sigrid Undset is not the adequacy and 
boldness of the culminating dramatic scenes but the fine 
modeling of those parts that make the bulk of the narrative, 
in which is built up little by little the domestic situation of 
Kristin—the infinite detail and variety of documentation, 
the minute intimacy and concreteness of the rapidly suc¬ 
ceeding pictures of her life as mother and wife and mistress 
of the house. Very well suited to the author’s intention is the 
use of rather long chapters divided into many smaller sec¬ 
tions separated by double spacing. 

Thus in the opening chapter of “The Mistress of 
Husaby” (the second book of the trilogy), we first sec 
Kristin arriving b> boat at the landing-place at Birgsi, pale 
and woebegone with the double strain of pregnancy and 
travel by sea, and then the following morning met by 
Erlend’s friends and trying to disguise her illness and low 
spirits. In the second section we see her riding across the 
hillside toward her husband’s home, escorted by a troop of 
lively young men. Then we follow her into the church, and 
into the house where she is to be mistress. The fourth sec¬ 
tion shows her three days later, after the departure of the 
guests, reviewing her impressions of the new household, 
the ill husbandry that prevails there, and the contrast with 
her father’s well-regulated establishment. In the following 
section this theme is made dramatic in a conversation with 
her husband’s kinsman Ulf. There follows a section de¬ 
voted to further specification of the arrangement and con¬ 
duct of the house. Then come the more dramatic sections: 
that in which Erlend accidentally makes the discovery that 
Kristin is pregnant and angers her by showing himself 
more concerned at the scandal than happy in the prospect 
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of their having a child; and those in which he takes her to 
visit a neighboring estate, and they quarrel on the way, 
ending with their reconciliation and companionable re¬ 
turn home. 

Thus, in twelve separate sections, are briefly touched 
perhaps a score of distinct moments in the early married 
life of these passionate lovers—some of them distributed 
over several weeks, and others following rapidly upon one 
another in the course of one day s horseback excursion— 
which develop scenically the strained emotional situation 
that is to characterize their whole life together and gradu¬ 
ally disclose the first rift in their happiness. Each distinct 
picture drives in its little golden nail, as James would say, 
and the drama grows in intensity and depth of significance 
with every light deft touch of the artist’s brush. 

Some attention should be given to the practice of punctu¬ 
ating the narrative by double spacing between the sections. 
Such punctuation, so important in this kind of composi¬ 
tion, is entirely wanting in Galsworthy. And this fact sets 
him apart from the large number of novelists of our time 
who have made use of it. 

There are several ways of indicating the sections of 
which a chapter is made up, with the passing from one oc¬ 
casion or one point of view to another. The double-spacing 
regularly used by Sigrid Undset is a more occasional fea¬ 
ture of Hamsun and Edith Wharton, of Louis Bromfield 
(“Early Autumn”), Sherwood Anderson (“Many Mar¬ 
riages”), Willa Gather, and many other contemporary 
writers. In Mr. Anderson’s “Dark Laughter” a line of dots 
serves the same purpose; in Aldous Huxley’s “Point Coun¬ 
ter Point” it is a line of asterisks. Where the division into 
sections is more regular, as in Bennett, Lewis, Rolvaag, 
Bromfield (“Twenty-Four Hours”), tlie common device is 
to divide the chapter into sections indicated by roman or 
arabic numerals. Writers who use this method are likely to 
be such as deal in the “extravert” type of characters, char- 
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acters who live greatly in the fact; and each section brings 
its neat and definite increment of objective incident ot 
drama. 

Now, such indications of separateness are essentially de¬ 
vices for punctuation, intended for the greater convenience 
of the reader. And if we find the work of Marcel Proust 
for example, difficult reading, one obvious reason is that, 
in a narrative very little brightened and diversified by 
dialogue, he has made the least possible use of paragraph 
division, lines of dots, double spacing, or any other major 
mark of punctuation; and the result is a certain Teutonic 
solidity of page after page of unbroken prose, which fright¬ 
ens the most enterprising reader. 

But the matter goes deeper than that. The disposition to 
take advantage of these aids to clearness is indicative of a 
certain fastidiousness of taste which makes for neatness and 
order; it often implies a superior concern for the niceties 
of classification and arrangement, and, further still, a sensi¬ 
bility to the attraction of the perfectly finished phrase. The 
points of contact between the several parts of the narrative 
are like the points of contact between musical phrases; and 
the writer concerned to indicate clearly where they fall 
has much in common with the musician concerned to ob¬ 
serve with preciseness the pauses in a piece of music and to 
render with exact finish the effects of staccato and legato. 
The very fact of using the devices that indicate the points 
of contact and transition tends to make the writer more 
sensitive to the strategic values of these points in the narra¬ 
tive. In order that the several moments shall produce the 
surest effects in combination, it is important that each one 
should infallibly produce its own particular effect with dis¬ 
tinctness and the exact degree of emphasis assigned to it. 

The point of highest strategic importance in the section 
is likely to be the end. What is said there may be very 
quietly said; its deeper significance may be implicit rathei 
than explicit; but we know how often, in books as in life. 
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the most significant things appear thus disguised and un¬ 
stressed. In life there are many little things that give one a 
clue to the importance of remarks of most demure aspect: 
something in the inflection of the voice, an instant’s hesi¬ 
tation, a slight gesture, the sentence left unfinished. 

Many skilful novelists, especially among the French, 
make frequent use of the line of dots following a statement 
to indicate a pause. And writers like Sigrid Undset are 
well aware of the value of double-spacing. It is instinctively 
accompanied on the reader’s part by however brief a pause 
for reflection, and so the author does well to place at the 
end some word which he would like to have sink into the 
reader’s consciousness. 

There is, moreover, an esthetic gain in the intimation 
given by the slight break in the text that one thing is now 
complete and another is beginning. However closely the 
two moments are related, they are yet distinct, and with 
this slight pause we have the impression of starting at a 
later point, with the cumulative effect of one thing added 
to another. Time itself flows in to give an air of finality to 
the past experience. And still further, this little device may 
lend a special flexibility and mobility to the narrative. 
With tlie intimation given by the break, the author may 
often dispense with an elaborate transitional phrase, and, 
by the same stroke, with some generalizing statement that 
would water down the concreteness of his pictured story. 
And so the action moves forward with crispness and 
sparkle, and with ever accelerated motion. 

No sufficient illustration of these effects can be given 
without more extensive quotation and more detailed com¬ 
ment than is here possible. Instead, something may be said 
of the breadth in general compositional scheme made pos¬ 
sible by this technique. Many an exquisite detail may be 
worked in which would perforce be excluded from a chap¬ 
ter designed to trace the broad unbroken line of a single 
dramatic scene. There is here room for many a circum- 
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stance which might, at first blush, seem irrelevant, but 
which is full of subtle overtones, establishing harmonic 
relations of the rarest beauty, and which in the end falls 
into place with great precision in the larger compositional 
effect. 

Such, in “The Cross,*’ is a tiny section included in the 
chapter which presents the misery of Simon after his breach 
with Erlend, at a time when he has become acutely con¬ 
scious of his unabated love for Kristin. He has been mus¬ 
ing on his own life, the child he has had by Halfrid, and 
how his life might have been altered if that child had lived. 
In that case he would not have busied himself so in saving 
the life of Erlend, and Kristin might have been sitting now 
at Jorundgaard, a widow . . . “And he himself going 
about, maybe, rueing that he was a wedded man! There was 
naught so witless but that he could believe it of himself 
now . . Then follows the section in which he has set 
out in the wet spring snow, with the birds, toward evening, 
starting to pipe and trill in the woody thickets. 

As a cut in the skin bursts open again at a hasty movement, a 
chance memory gave him pain . . . Not many days ago, at his 
Easter feast, they—a whole troop of them—had stood about, 
basking in the midday sun. High above them, in a birch-tree, 
sat a robin, piping out into the warm blue air. Geirmund 
came round the house corner, limping, dragging himself along 
on his staff, with one hand on his eldest son’s shoulder. He 
looked up, stopped, and mimicked the bird. The boy, too, 
pursed his mouth and w^histled. They could copy well-nigh 
every bird note. Kristin stood a little way off, amidst of some 
other women. Her smile was so fair as she listened . . . 

And that is all. The intention is clear enough. The au¬ 
thor, at this point, wishes to remind us of the acuteness and 
the ideal quality of Simon’s love. She does not wish to tell 
us of it in bald and general terms, nor to bear down upon 
it with any but the lightest stress. And she thinks of this 
beautiful way of conveying to us the impression desired, 
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quite incidentally, in the form of a vivid remembered pic¬ 
ture naturally suggested by the aspect of the country as 
Simon rides on his way. It is too slight a touch to be ad¬ 
mitted in a narrative conceived in strictly dramatic terms, 
but one which we could hardly spare. 

And finally, before leaving the matter, we should note 
the contribution of this technique of chapter-division to 
the emotion of time that is so beautiful a feature of the 
chronicle as a whole. This is felt by the reader more and 
more strongly with the passing of the years over the head 
of Kristin, with the inevitable awesome procession of 
events that make of her a lover, a married woman, a mother 
many times over—the tragic alienation from her husband, 
tlu' growing up of her children and determination of their 
fates, the death one after another of her dearest ones, and 
her gradual withdrawal from the worldly life. The reader 
has a sen.se of vast stretches crowded with milestones deeply 
scored with human suffering and labor. 

Such would be the effect of the skilful telling of this 
story according to any technical system, from the mere 
force of the saga itself. But there is a more immediate and 
intimate evocation of this time-sense all along the way, 
which arises from the division of the narrative into its 
minor units of human experience. With the passage from 
one section to another, with its new increment of incident 
and passion, we seem to hear the very ticking of the clock, 
the ceaseless quiet swing of the pendulum that measures 
off the lives of men and weaves like a shuttle the web of 
time and destiny. 
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SiGRiD Undset has taken us a long way from the well- 
made novel with its special dramatic ideals. Her books are 
distinctly of the chronicle or biographical type, with the 
long lapse of years, and do not admit of that neatly limited 
dramatic issue which we have found in James and his ilk. 
Her panoramic inclusiveness has room for considerable 
historical episodes and a very large number of characters. 
And while the greater part of the narrative is presented 
from the point of view of Kristin, there is nothing like the 
rigorous limitation of view observed by James and many of 
his followers. 

Coming back to these matters of limitation, we cannot 
but observe the growing tendency in the last thirty years 
to a narrower and narrower observance of the “unities” of 
time and place in the novel. In the Forsyte series of novels, 
the limitation of time grows wdth the years, as if Gals¬ 
worthy were coming more and more under the domination 
of this fashionable tendency. While “The Man of Prop¬ 
erty” (1906) covers a year and a half in all, and “In Chan¬ 
cery” (1920) as much as two years, “To Let” (1921) is con¬ 
fined to the period from May to October of one year, and 
each one of the later books of the series is similarly con¬ 
fined to the period from spring to autumn or from autumn 
to spring. It should, however, be observed that already in 
“The Country House” (1907), Galsworthy had limited his 
time still more strictly, the w^hole action taking place be- 
tw^een the twenty-eighth of April and the third of the fol¬ 
lowing June, or slightly over one month. 
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Many of the novels of Hergesheimer are limited to a 
period shorter than the average in Galsworthy: “Java 
Head” (1919) three summer months; “Cytherea” (1922) 
and “The Bright Shawl” (1922)—within the framework 
supplied by the memories of the elderly gentleman— 
rather less. In Hemingway’s “The Sun Also Rises” (1926) 
the period is reduced to two months; in Huxley’s “Antic 
Hay” (1923) to a month or so, and in his “Point Counter 
Point” (1928) to a little over a month, if 1 reckon correctly. 
Fthel Sidgwick’s *‘Le Gentleman” (1911) passes between 
some time in June and July 14. Norman Douglas’s “South 
Wind” *'^1917) brings us down to somewhat less than two 
weeks, while the sirocco blows, and Phil Stong’s “State Fair” 
(1932) to a little more than a week. Frank Swinnerton’s 
“Nocturne” (1917) offers a novel in which the entire action 
is conlined to the events of a single night, thus anticipating 
Joyce’s perlormance in “Ulysses” (1922). 

“Ulysses,” though a most unusually long book, is all 
confined to the events of twenty-four hours, and has pre- 
^umably influenced the practice of many novelists. Mr. 
Bromtield advertises this aspect of technique in the very 
title of his “Twenty-Four Hours” (1930). Virginia Woolf 
in “Mrs. Da I lo way” (1925) follows Joyce, among other 
things, by confining the action to less than a twenty-four- 
hour day. 

Rex Stout, in “How Like a God” (1929), while he in¬ 
cludes a considerable history in the retrospective musings 
of his central character, yet limits in a particularly curious 
way the occasion on which all these musings take place. 
The man is climbing the stairs to an apartment on an up¬ 
per floor. The stages of his ascent are indicated by passages 
in italics at the head of each of the sixteen chapters, with 
what happens on his arrival briefly disposed of at the end 
of the sixteenth. The body of each chapter consists of that 
part of his history reviewed during a small stage in his 
ascent. Thus the whole of the story passes through his 
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mind in the brief time required to climb these stairs. It is 
a very interesting technical performance, and illustrates 
the culmination of several tendencies in current novel 
writing. There is first the tendency to tell the story back¬ 
ward, as so often in Conrad, as in Sherwood Anderson’s 
“Many Marriages” (1923) and “Dark Laughter” (1925). 

The looping backward from a constituted [)resent, again, 
generally accompanies the tendency to present the story 
through retrospection on the part of one of the (haracters. 
There is much of this in Joyce, in Virginia Woolf. In Miss 
Gather’s “The Professor’s House” Professor St. Peter, 
caught in the web of domestic commonplace and of aca¬ 
demic routine, lets his mind dwell frequently upon his 
childhood and other more romantic periods in his life. The 
most colorful circumstance of all was his acqtiaintance with 
Tom Outland, inventor and amateur arch:eologist; and it 
is his retrospective musings on Tom Outland which lead 
to the introduction of the young man’s diary, giving an 
account of his discovery of a lost Mexican pueblo on the 
top of a desert mesa. This constitutes the second of the 
three books into which the novel is divided. It crosses the 
otherwise somewhat drab story with its band of vivid color, 
making of the whole a composition of considerable charm. 
Moreover, the way it is introduced enables the author to 
keep her story proper within the orthodox limits since 
Richardson’s “Clarissa Harlowe ”—of twelve calendar 
months, and to give to the whole an air of compactness and 
of current reality. 

Miss Gather is not so successful in her evocations of the 
past in “Shadows on the Rock” (1931). There is here a very 
large amount of biographical and historical information 
to be conveyed, and it is conveyed not so much through 
retrospection on the part of the characters as through 
straight exposition by the author. Shadows on the Rock, 
however, belongs to the special genre of historical novels, 
and is not to be judged by the ordinary standards of novel- 
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writing. It is the almost unique distinction of Sigrid Und- 
set that she is able to give to remote historical events the 
sort of reality that we associate with contemporary life. If 
Elizabeth Madox Roberts has been able, in a lesser way, 
to do something of this kind in “The Great Meadow” 
(1930), that must be judged again as a very special 
achievement. 

In “Dark Laughter” virtually the whole story is pre¬ 
sented through the musing reminiscences of Bruce Dudley 
and Aline; in “Many Marriages” a great part is presented 
in this way and still more through the account of his life 
given by the father to his daughter, all on the night 
when the story comes to its crisis. This one night occupies 
three fourths of the whole book, and the action of the rest 
covers only a few weeks’ time, so that “Many Marriages” is 
another striking example of limitation in time. In all these 
books the tendency is to make the dramatic present—the 
here-and-now—which is the culminating moment of the 
story—a sort of framework for the earlier stages, given in 
retrospection. And the most formal and deliberate example 
of this technique is “How Like a God.” 

Another curious example of a similar technique is Chris¬ 
topher Morley’s fanciful invention “Thunder on the Left” 
(1925). The framework of this story is a children’s birthday 
party at a seaside resort. In the course of the party one of 
the children makes a wish before blowing out the candles 
of the birthday cake. He wishes to spy upon the grown-ups 
and learn whether they really do have a good time. And 
this results in the magical projection of these very children 
into man’s estate some twenty-one years later and in the 
same place. The body of the story presents the life of these 
grown-up children gathered together for a picnic. But in 
the end we return to the original birthday party and realize 
that the inserted narrative is a mere flight of the fancy. The 
inserted narrative covers less than two days’ time, and the 
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framework here-and-now only the few hours of the chil¬ 
dren’s party. 

Mr. Morley, however, was not the first to make some 
actual here-and-now the point of departure for a fanciful 
flight from reality and return to it. In Cabell’s “Jurgen” 
(1919) the middle-aged pawnbroker, coming home to his 
wife in the evening after putting up the shutters of his shop, 
incurs the gratitude of the great god Koshchei, who made 
all things as they are, by having a kind word to say for evil 
—that is, for things as they are—and is rewarded by being 
restored to the vigor and intellectual curiosity of youth. 
And so, transmogrified by the fine shirt of Nessus, he is 
permitted to go through a great variety of adventures 
which in the long run do not give him a good time, but 
make him glad to return to his scolding wife Lisa and all 
the comforts of use and wont. His imaginary return to 
youth is the exact opposite of Martin’s imaginary promo¬ 
tion to maturity, his adventures have an air of romantic 
improbability, and the moral of the tale has rather a dif¬ 
ferent complexion. But there is a close resemblance in the 
technical schemes of the two books. In “Jurgen” the im¬ 
aginary adventures of the hero are supposed to occupy just 
a twelvemonth, while the framework here-and-now brings 
him back to the same evening on which he set out. 

What we have been di.scussing so far is the aggregate 
time covered in a novel as a whole. As for continuities 
of action within these limits, it is obvious that where a 
whole story covers but a few weeks there is likely to be a 
close succession of days, with seldom any intervals to be 
bridged. This is notably the case in “South Wind,” “Clvth- 
erea,” “Antic Hay,” “The Sun Also Rises.” And it is also 
likely that certain individual days will be developed at 
considerable length. In “South Wind ” there are many in¬ 
stances of days to which several chapters are devoted, and 
one day, that of the volcanic eruption, continues to hold 
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the stage through no less than seven chapters. In “Pomi 
Counter Point” the first twenty-four hours occupy the 
author’s attention through the first twelve chapters (155 
pages in my edition), or more than one third of the book. 
It is still more obvious that where the aggregate time is one 
day or less we have an extreme case of that continuity of 
action which we noted in the novels of Dostoevski. We 
follow Mrs. Dalloway hour by hour through the twelve 
hours of her exposure. And while “Ulysses” is divided into 
a number of major episodes which make up the twenty- 
four-hour panorama of Dublin life, these episodes are con¬ 
tinuous one with another, and each one is developed at 
such length that it has the massiveness and solidity of a 
story by itself. 

As lor the ‘‘unity of place,” this is rather the rule in the 
novels mentioned in this chapter. “Java Head” all takes 
place in the village of Salem; ‘‘The Bright Shawl” (within 
its reminiscent framework) in Havana; “Le Gentleman” 
in Paris or its environs; “South Wind” on the little island 
of Nepenthe (presumably Capri); “Ulysses” in Dublin; 
“Mrs. Dalloway” in a fairly restricted portion of London; 
“Twenty-Four Hours” (following the example of Dos 
Passos’s “Manhattan Transfer”) on Manhattan Island; 
“Thunder on the Left” in and about the house of Martin’s 
parents at their summer resort; “Many Marriages” and 
“Dark Laughter” each in its little village of Wisconsin and 
Indiana, respectively. 

Very few of the novelists I have cited in this chapter as 
examples of the “unities” suggest the well-made novel ex¬ 
cept in such mechanical and superficial ways. Mr. Douglas 
in “South Wind,” and, following him, Mr. Huxley in books 
like “Crome Yellow,” “Antic Hay,” and “Point Counter 
Point” are concerned not so much with people’s dramas as 
with tlieir intellectual hobbies. They are interested in peo¬ 
ple who have something amusing to say. Their bcx)ks sug¬ 
gest but vaguely the problems of those caught in the web of 



THE UNITIES 


2/9 

actual living, the heat and stress and urgency of daily life. 
What they like is a pattern of talk, in which each characte! 
utters opinions with due regard tor the exigencies of wit 
and rhetoric or for the special variety of silliness and 
futility of which he is the representative. 

One is constantly reminded in them of Thomas l ove 
Peacock and the neat little dialogues which he strings along 
the tenuous romantic plots of "Headlong Hall” (iSifi) and 
"Nightmare Abbey" (1818). And when one has pointed out 
their kinship with Anatole France, one has sufliciently 
suggested that, while they are very much in a literary tradi¬ 
tion, and a fine one, they do not grow from the main stem 
of the tree of the novel. The novel proper has been from its 
inception a “bourgeois” genre, and the novelist has always 
taken his people seriously as people, if only in the way of 
satire. 

When it comes to Joyce and his following, we have such 
a radical departure from the main technical procedures of 
the novel that we shall have to consider them as primarily 
a reaction against the ideals of the well-made novel. But no 
literary revolution involves a complete reversal of the 
methods of its predecessor, and the widespread observaiu e 
of the unities of time and place in books so unlike the 
well-made novel in essence must be regarded as a heritage 
from that type to its successors and supplanters. Indeed, 
it is the paradox of the situation that the limitation of time 
and place, which was one of the characteristic tendencies 
of the well-made novel, was carried to much greater ex¬ 
tremes in the type of novel which is in the main a protest 
against it. 
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X HE disposition to observe the limited point of view in 
third-person narratives is of course widespread during the 
period considered. It is symptomatic of this trend that the 
first of George Moore’s novels to be written from the point 
of view of a single character was “The Lake,” published in 
1905, whereas in the great novels of his earlier time there 
is no evidence of his having considered this point of tech¬ 
nique. “The Sun Also Rises” and “A Farewell to Arms” 
are novels of a single point of view, but they are in the first 
person, which James considered a naive and inferior 
medium, and belong to the great traditional class of auto¬ 
biographic novels. 

Quite recently, in “Dusty Answer” (1927), Rosamund 
Lehmann gave a triumphant instance of the vogue of the 
limited point of view. The special beauty of her achieve¬ 
ment is, through the consciousness of a sensitive girl, to 
have presented so convincingly half a dozen corrupt and 
sophisticated characters. It is not the mere pictorial com¬ 
position itself that is the technical beauty of the work, the 
relation of these sinister beings to the young and innocent 
Judith. It is the skill with which these characters are ren¬ 
dered to our understanding purely in terms of Judith’s 
emotion. 

Another extremely interesting recent example of this 
technique is Rex Stout’s “How Like a God.” In this case, 
it is neither the first nor the third person that is used, but 
the second. In the introductory pages to each chapter, we 
are informed of Bill’s progress up the stairs, and this is told 
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in the third person. But in the chapters tliemselves we have 
him reviewing the histoi7 which has brought him to diis 
stairway on this occasion. And it is his inner discourse 
which is thus rendered. He is talking to himself, as it were, 
reminding himself of all he has been through—of the long 
chain of causes leading to his present psychological predica¬ 
ment. And so, through the body of this story, the leading 
character is always “you.” 

In the later novels of Sherwood Anderson there is a 
strong tendency to have the entire story told from the point 
of view of the characters and to keep to that of a given char¬ 
acter over a long space. In “Many Marriages” the point of 
view during more than half the book is unbrokenly that of 
John Webster, the maker of washing machines, who feels 
impelled in middle age to leave his wife and his native 
town, and to explain to his daughter the reasons for the 
failure of his married life. During the latter half of the 
book there is one clearly defined passage of about ten pages 
in which we follow’ the thoughts of his wife, who is being 
abandoned and whose sensibilities have been outraged by 
the brutal unveiling of her most private life, and several 
distinct passages in w^hich we follow the thoughts of the 
daughter, who has been converted to her father’s way of 
viewing things. But for the most part, even in the second 
half of the book, it is the thoughts of the man which are 
being followed, and the book closes with an account, en¬ 
tirely from his standpoint, of his departure with the woman 
Natalie. Quite similarly in “Dark Laughter” the main 
body of the narrative is given through the impressions, the 
musings, the retrospection of Bruce Dudley, a factory 
w’orker in Old Harbor, Indiana, beginning with the first 
five books (129 pages), but with other large blocks assigned 
to the points of view of Bruce’s employer and his employ¬ 
er’s wife. In both of these novels, the author is virtually 
nowhere as commentator or independent source of in¬ 
formation. 
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The novelist who has most constantly resorted to the 
technique of the limited point of view, and who has within 
each work most consistently maintained the limitations as¬ 
sumed, is Joseph Hergesheimer. In “Linda Condon” it is 
through the impressions of Linda that the entire story is 
given to us; in “Cytherea” through those of Lee Randon; 
in “The Bright Shawl” through the imagination of Charles 
Abbott, an old man sitting in his chair and recalling the 
adventures of his youth in Cuba. Not merely is each of 
these persons the invariable center of the stage in his own 
story, but whatever there is of interpretation is given to it 
by this central person. If the reader is occasionally able to 
appreciate qualities in certain of the characters not quite 
understood by Linda Condon, say, so young and inexperi¬ 
enced as she is, if some things are passed on to us over her 
head in the dialogue in which she takes part, that is, of 
course, a recognized means of enlarging the scope of this 
technique; the same enlargement has often been made by 
Janies, and notably in his story of a little girl, “What 
Maisie Knew.’ 

More interesting, however, than any of these books are 
“The Three Black Pennys” and “ Java Head,” in which 
Hergesheimer makes use of James’s technique of alternat¬ 
ing and limited points of view. In “The Three Black 
Pennys” (1917) it is, more strictly, not alternating but suc¬ 
cessive points of view that are offered. What Hergesheimer 
takes tor his subject here are three successive periods in the 
history ot a family of Pennsyhania iron-founders, with 
episodes in the lives of three men of the family, the last two 
descendants of the first. These three Pennys are called 
Black Pennys because of an ancient Welsh strain in them 
which crops out once in several generations, showing itself 
in a disposition to solitude and a want of conventionality. 
“Opposition’s their breath.” They are quite different in 
age and general condition. The first is young, the second 
middle-aged, the third an old man. The first is closely 
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bound up with the family iron-founding; the second has 
become a big business man; the third has retired altogethei 
from his connection with the business and become a lit* 
erary and artistic dilettante. But there is some effort to 
stress the influence of heredity in character—“the past in¬ 
exorably woven into the pattern of the future”—and still 
more, and more successfully, a kind of mystic sense of die 
reliving by later generations of experiences and sensations 
from the past. The last Howat returns to die in the old 
stone house at Shadrach Furnace, where the story began 
with the first Howat. As he dies there he sees “a pattern of 
flying geese wavering across the tranquil sky,” which is an 
exact repetition of a vision of his remote ancestor who bore 
the same name. And in many ways the author has done his 
utmost to give us a feeling of the continuity of experience 
in these successive avatars. So that if the three episodes are 
rendered through the point of view of three different men, 
far separated in time, still in a sense one may say that it is 
one man, or one essence, that of the Black Penny, that is 
followed throughout. 

A somewhat similar method is used by Hergesheimer in 
his most recent book “The Limestone Tree” (1931), in 
which he presents ten separate episodes from the “saga of 
certain Kentucky families of honorable and bloody mem¬ 
ory. Each episode is given from the point of view of a char¬ 
acter closely associated with its main action. It is a striking 
evidence of the degree to which Mr. Hergesheimer is 
committed to this method that he should have applied it to 
a narrative of events so solidly factual in character, in 
which there is little occasion to dwell on the impressions 
of the person chosen for mirror of the action. Indeed, there 
is something a bit quaint and unconvincing about certain 
phrases reminiscent of “Cytherea” or “The Golden Bowl 
applied to a backwoods character like James Abel. But, for 
all that, this limitation of the point of view in each episode 
does constitute a happy principle of organization: better 
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than mere chronology or the author’s whim it determines 
the order in which each event comes out, the place and 
occasion that brings each episode to its dramatic climax. It 
helps to project the reader more immediately into the spirit 
of the time. It is an example of the value of this method in 
the short-story form. 

Most interesting, most charming, and most dramatic of 
all Hergesheimer’s novels is probably “Java Head,” a story 
of the town and seaport of Salem in the eighteen-forties, 
just as the carrying trade is leaving her for Boston, with the 
substitution of steamboats for sailing-schooners. In this 
novel Hergesheimer’s handling of the point of view is 
curious and delightful. The book is divided into ten chap¬ 
ters, and each one of these chapters is confined to the point 
ot view of a different person, except that two of them are 
given from that of Gerrit, the most important character. 
Tlie story is told straight forward, but the author has man¬ 
aged to render the action of each chapter in terms of the 
impressions of the character chosen for that part. 

These persons are not all of the first importance in the 
story, but each one gives his special quality to the part of 
which he is the witness. They are of many different sorts, 
in age, character, and experience. There is Laurel, aged 
eleven, proud of being too grown up for pantalettes but 
all absorbed in girlish interests, candy, and play; there 
is salty old Jeremy, the grandfather, given to stories of the 
old sailing-ships; blue-eyed, quixotic Captain Gerrit, impa¬ 
tient of the hypocrisies and devious ways of the land; un¬ 
scrupulous Edward Dunsack, crazed by opium, enamored 
of the sophistications and luxurious ways of the Orient; 
Nettie Vollar, an illegitimate child, rebelling against her 
grandfather’s view of her as a sinful creature; Taou Yuen, 
Gerrit’s Manchu wife, gorgeously painted, polite, superior, 
full of Chinese superstition and high philosophy. 

It is a picturesque, and at moments an e.xciting, story 
that Hergesheimer tells through these so various recorders. 
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and it is a technical feat of no mean order thus to keep us 
interested in the story without any undue consciousness of 
the varying media. What they do is to lend each one the 
color of his temperament to the chapter over which he pre¬ 
sides, so that the whole is like some beautiful fan of many- 
colored leaves. 

But after all, the dominant effect is decorative rather 
than dramatic. There is here, as in all of Hergesheimer s 
work, a large stress upon costume, period, setting, picture. 
The careful and charming seasonal notations, the much 
that is made of the nautical element and of the colorful 
cargoes, the painstaking reproduction of historical details 
like the drilling of militia for the Fourth of July, the visit 
of President Polk, and the politics of the merchant marine; 
the exterior trappings of life of the period—carriages, can¬ 
dles, wine-glasses—all this reminds us of Amy Lowell and 
D. H. Griffith. And the characters themselves are most in¬ 
teresting, in the last analysis, regarded simply as a decora¬ 
tive arrangement in colors. 

Still less dramatic is the conception of stories like 
“Cytherea” and ‘Tinda Condon.” It is rather with a lyrical 
inspiration that Hergesheimer burns incense before the 
altar of his Platonic Love—the shadowy love that unfits 
Lee Randon for the domestic life of wife and children, or 
enables Dodge Pleydon to find in Linda the inspiration for 
his career as a sculptor. Of the same quality is that passion 
for patriotic service that inflames Charles Abbott in Cuba, 
under the symbol of a bright shawl. 

The very inevitability which Hergesheimer ascribes to 
the passion of love in “Cytherea” and “The Three Black 
Pennys” makes it an unfit motivation for drama strictly 
speaking. With all the realism of external circumstance, 
these characters want the moral—the social—actuality of 
characters in James, w’ho are bound to meet and solve the 
problem of conduct. There is here no psychological mys¬ 
tery, no situation with elements unsolved, no game of in- 
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tricate moves to be played out. The leading prepossession 
of Hergesheimer is the Pateresque problem of finding 
words to render qualitie s. It is for this reason that, with all 
the other marks, Hergesheimer does not quite meet the 
ideal requirements of the well-made novel. 

The technical influence of Hergesheimer is a continuing 
one in current American fiction, especially with writers 
undertaking to revive certain historical aspects of Ameri¬ 
can life with something of the realist’s sober eye. In Wal¬ 
lace Irwin’s “The Days of Her Life’’ (1930), a story of San 
Francisco in the eighties and nineties, each of the sixteen 
chapters is devoted to one day in the life of the heroine, 
Emma Beecher, from June 9, 1881, to July 9, 1899. Thus 
the single point of view is maintained throughout, and the 
long course of years in this panoramic survey is reduced 
dramatically to a limited number of particular moments. 
In William McNally’s “House of Vanished Splendor’’ 
(1932), the history of a certain wealthy family of Minnesota 
which traces its decline over a period of more than thirty 
years, the sixteen chapters are distributed among the seven 
leading characters, so that each of them has from one to 
three chapters conducted from his special point of view. 
Thus, through the medium of books like “Java Head’’ and 
“The Three Black Pennys,’’ something of the James tradi¬ 
tion in technique survives in work as different from his in 
general intention as could well be imagined. 
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THE WELL-MADE NOVEL; SEDGWICK, WHARTON 

HE two authors who most nearly follow the method of 
James—though in smarter and more attenuated form— 
and who in certain cases represent the well-made novel in 
its ideal state, are the American women Anne Douglas 
Sedgwick (Mrs. Basil de Selincourt) and Edith Wharton. 

In “The Little French Girl” (1924) Miss Sedgwick has 
turned out a story startling, and almost laughable, in its 
ieminine reproduction of the themes and procedures of 
James. Her handling of the point of view is quite as metic¬ 
ulous, and even more regular or patterned than that of 
James. The book is divided into four nearly equal parts: 
the first and third are assigned to Alix Vervier, the little 
French girl, the second and fourth to Giles Bradley, the 
young Englishman with whose family she spends two win¬ 
ters. It is with absolute scrupulousness that the author 
identifies herself throughout each part with the person to 
whom it is assigned. Her subject is perfectly typical of 
James, involving a delicately developed contrast between 
the French and English temperaments and ways of arrang¬ 
ing life; and this contrast is built up, as in the later novels 
of James, through the impressions of the two characters. 
The characters are motivated, as in James, by their senti¬ 
ments, which resolve themselves, when analyzed, into a 
highly refined sense of honor in personal relations. 

But what makes this so perfect a type of the well-made 
novel, where Anderson and Hergesheimer fall short of it, is 
Miss Sedgwick’s handling of the plot. Like James, she 
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makes great use of the technique of gradual revelation, each 
situation being developed to its fullest possibilities, before 
some new item of fact comes in to create a new situation 
for the characters to explore. For, like the characters of 
James, these people are forever exploring, seeking to un¬ 
derstand and appreciate. Strong emotions are involved in 
their understanding of the situation; they have not always 
arrived at the same point of understanding, and one ot 
them may have reasons for keeping his knowledge from the 
other; and the dramatic character of the dialogue often 
arises from the need of one to spare the other knowledge 
which he has attained, and at the same time to justify him¬ 
self in the eyes of the other for the interpretation which 
he puts on things. 

In the first part, Alix comes to stay with the Bradleys 
in England, and is in a perpetual process of taking in the 
English attitudes toward life. There is also a very particular 
matter involving the character of her mother, whom she 
adores. A certain young woman who goes under the pet 
name of “Toppie,” a high-strung and puritanical person, 
had been in love with Giles’s brother Owen. Before he was 
killed in the World War he had been intimately ac¬ 
quainted with Madame Vervier. Toppie knows that he had 
visited Madame Vervier while on leave, but not how often 
he had visited her. Alix knows of the several visits, but does 
not understand what interpretation to put upon them. It 
is only Giles who has reason to think that his brother was 
more intimate with Madame Vervier than either Toppie 
or Alix could bear to realize. And the dramatic climax of 
the first part comes with a scene in which, in Alix’s pres¬ 
ence, he lies to Toppie about the number of Owen’s visits 
in Paris. Alix does not understand why he should lie about 
it, and Giles is hard put to it to justify himself in her eves 
without revealing too much of his thought about her 
mother. 

In the second part, Giles accompanies Alix on a summer 
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visit to her mother’s seaside cottage in Brittany. There it 
is his turn to take in the French ways and to speculate on 
the exact relation of Madame Vervier and the charming 
young Andre de Valenbois. The climax of this part comes 
with the scene in which Madame Vervier, anxious to get 
her daughter safely out of the milieu in which she lives, 
lays all her cards on the table, makes it perfectly clear to 
Giles that Andre is her lover, and proposes that he (Giles) 
shall marry Alix. His reply is that he is in love with some 
one else—Toppie, of course. A second and higher climax 
comes on his return to England, when he attempts to give 
Toppie an account of Madame Vervier. In his wish to 
shield Toppie from his own knowledge, he only succeeds 
in making himself appear ignoble, and in his effort to jus¬ 
tify himself, he makes matters worse for Toppie by letting 
her know that Madame Vervier is not, as she had always 
assumed, a widow, but has a husband living. One is re¬ 
minded of Lambert Strether’s gradual enlightenment con¬ 
cerning Madame de Vionnet. 

How the author complicates this knot and then unties it, 
I will leave to the reader to discover for himself. What I 
wish to note is the skill, the neatness, the precision, 
with which she conducts the characters through the game 
of move and countermove, always along the line of their 
respective spiritual predicaments, and always within the 
framework of the chosen consciousness. This work does 
not have the solidity and depth and brooding intensity of 
James. The author does not dwell so long on the moments 
of thought, on the mere subjective process. The style is 
lighter; the narrative goes forward with a lighter move¬ 
ment, carrying a lesser weight of baggage. But for all these 
reasons it is perhaps a better exemplification of what is 
implied in my term “the well-made novel.” 

It should be noted that “The Little French Girl” is per¬ 
haps unique in the work of Miss Sedgwick for the com¬ 
pleteness with which it carries out this formula. It repre- 
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seats a sort of culmination in her work of these tendencies, 
which are stronger in all her later novels than in the earlier 
ones, so far as I have examined them, though in none so 
strong as in this. In “Philippa” (1930) everything is pre¬ 
sented distinctly from the point of view of one of the four 
principal characters, and generally each one is given a long 
block to hirnsell before a change is made to some other. 
The author lets the characters do it all. In “The Old 
Countess” (1927) there are but two persons, the married 
couple, Graham and Jill, who render through their alter¬ 
nating impressions the character of Madame de la Mou- 
derie and her protege, as well as the tragedy in which they 
are themselves involved. 

Once or twice we go behind the impressions of the char¬ 
acter, and learn what he himself looked like to others on 
the occasion he is recording. Such exceptions, however, are 
extremely rare; and it is true enough for the most part that 
in these later novels Miss Sedgwick observes with scrupu¬ 
lous exactness, if not with the regularity of “The Little 
French Girl,” the principle of the restricted point of view. 

In her earlier work this is much less true. In “Franklin 
Winslow Kane” (1910), while there is very little that does 
not come to us from the impressions of the characters, there 
are so many of these whose impressions are followed, and 
the changes are so frequent, that much of the effectiveness 
of this method is lost. 

Again, in “Tante” (1911), in addition to the injudicious 
distribution of the point of view, there are many passages 
which are in the purely expository manner of an author 
who finds it more convenient to speak to us directly. While 
the bulk of the story is from the point of view of either 
Gregory or Karen, the principals, this honor is sometimes 
given to a person so insignificant as Miss Scrotton; and 
there are many scenes presented in a straight objective 
manner, so that we who have been watching Madame von 
Marwitz from before the footlights (through the eyes of 
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Gregory and Karen) may be duly informed of what she is 
actually like behind the scenes. This is the usual old- 
fashioned method; it is like the method of James in “Rod¬ 
erick Hudson” and “The Tragic Muse”; whereas the 
method of “The Little French Girl” and “The Old 
Countess” is more like that of “The Golden Bowl” and 
“The Wings of the Dove.” 

The upshot of this comparison is that, while Miss Sedg¬ 
wick was all along greatly under the inlhience of James, 
she followed him at a considerable interval. The culmina¬ 
tion of his technique comes in her just twenty years after 
its culmination in him. It comes, let us observe, at the very 
moment when all the progressive tendencies in the novel 
are showing a marked reaction against most of what he 
stands for. 


2 

The same thing is true of Edith Wharton, whose first 
striking use of the later James technique is in “The Age 
of Innocence” (1920). “The Valley of Decision” (1902) 
may be left out of account altogether. It is a ponderous 
historical novel in the tradition of “Romola,” suggesting 
George Eliot in the close-knit, competent, rather formal 
style, and in the minute and conscientious scholarship dis¬ 
played. 

“The House of Mirth” (1905) has a subject more sug¬ 
gestive of James—the shifts and compromises of a young 
woman brought up to the luxury of society life but without 
a sufficient income. Lily Bart, by her intelligence and 
charm as well as by her situation, reminds us of Charlotte 
Stant, Kate Croy, and Fleda Vetch. It is inevitable that her 
story should be told largely from her point of view. But 
Mrs. Wharton has not conceived this as an artistic princi¬ 
ple to which sacrifices must be made, and she finds it more 
convenient to present many passages of the story from the 
|X)int of view of Selden, and even of such insignificant 
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characters as Mrs. Peniston, Mrs. Stepney, Gerty Parish, 
and Trenor. Mrs. Wharton sometimes leaves the point of 
view of her heroine to tell us how she looked, or passes 
lightly from her thoughts and feelings to those of her 
companion. 

Lily dropped down on the rock, glowing with her long climb. 
She sat quiet, her lips parted by the stress of the ascent, her eyes 
wandering peacefully over the glowing ranges of the landscape. 
Selden stretched himself on the grass at her feet, tilting his hat 
against the level sun-rays, and clasping his hands behind his 
head, which rested against the side of the rock. He had no wish 
to make her talk; her quick-breathing silence seemed a part of 
die general hush and harmony of things. In his own mind there 
was only a sense of pleasure, veiling the sharp edges of sensa¬ 
tion as the September haze veiled the scene at their feet. But 
Lily, though her attitude was as calm as his, was throbbing 
inwardly with a rush of thoughts. 

An occasional passage such as this shows that, while 
Mrs. Wharton has a distinct tendency to make much of the 
impressions of her important characters, she had not at 
this date the intention of rendering her story exclusively 
through these, but followed naturally the traditional 
method of objective narrative. 

This is even more striking in novels like “The Fruit of 
the Tree” (1907) and “The Custom of the Country” 
(1913)» in which the interest is distributed over a larger 
number of principal characters, who succeed one another 
alternately as the center of the picture, and give way 
often to quite secondary characters where the exposition 
requires it. Very frequently, in “The Custom of the Coun¬ 
try,” the author begins her chapter (XIV, XV, XXXVII, 
XXXVIII) in a purely objective manner, setting the stage 
and marshaling the characters for half a dozen pages before 
any one of the persons emerges and begins to interpret the 
action in terms of his own impressions. 

And there is a particular reason why, in this book, Mrs. 



EDITH WHARTON 


295 


Wharton cannot maintain the James technique of re¬ 
stricted point of view. The central person, Undine Spiagg, 
a common young woman from the back country, who uses 
her beauty as a means of making successively more bril¬ 
liant marriages, and so raising herself in the social scale, is 
a noble forerunner of Lorelei in “Gentlemen Prefer 
Blondes” (1925). But Mrs. Wharton does not tell her story, 
like Anita Loos, in the diary manner. And the irony with 
which her career is chronicled does not admit of our los¬ 
ing ourselves in her point of view. Her vulgar smartness 
is a very different thing from the sensitive intelligence of 
Fleda Vetch or Lily Bart, and cannot be expected to ren¬ 
der more than the gross and superficial aspects of the world 
she views. So that with the best of intentions, with the 
modern disposition to let the character speak for herseli, 
the author cannot very whole-heartedly identify herself 
with Undine Spragg, and we are forever conscious of her 
critical gaze upon the motives and behavior of her shoddy 
heroine. 

But any reader coming to “The Custom of the Country” 
directly from, say, “Vanity Fair” will be struck by the 
enormously greater use made in the later novel of the 
impressions of the characters themselves—even Undine’s 
—as the means of rendering the action. This tendency 
toward intensifying the point of view is perhaps what 
should be emphasized in a discussion of any of these earlier 
novels of Edith Wharton rather than their departure from 
the limited point of view. 

Meantime, in several very short novels or novelettes she 
had been experimenting with the absolutely limited point 
of view. In “Madame de Treymes” (1907), strongly remi- 
niscent of “The American,” of “Madame de Mauves,” and 
of other stories of James, long and short, the point of view 
is, without exception, that of John Durham, the counter¬ 
part of Christopher Newman and Longmore, Americans 
similarly caught and bewildered in the mazes of French 
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aristocratic society. In “Ethan Frome“ (1911), inside the 
framework provided by the imaginary narrator, the point 
of view is exclusively that of Ethan Frome. Thus Edith 
Wharton followed exactly the evolution of James in this 
matter, even to the first application of the restricted point 
of view in stories long enough to be published each in a 
single volume, though not long enough to be classified 
securely as novels. 

In “Summer” (1917) the same technique is extended to 
a novel of almost average length; and after “The Age of 
Innocence” this technique is the rule rather than the ex¬ 
ception. In “A Son at the Front” (1923) and “The Chil¬ 
dren” (1928) the story is given altogether from the point of 
view of the central character. In “Hudson River Brack¬ 
eted” (1929) it is given alternately from the standpoints of 
the two principals. But none of these novels of Edith 
Wharton after “The Age of Innocence” is on a level of in¬ 
terest with “The House of Mirth” or “The Custom of the 
Country.” Taken together they are symptomatic of the 
overwhelming trend in her toward the restricted point of 
view. But of all her books, it is “The Age of Innocence” 
that stands out as the best example of the well-made novel 
in its various implications. 


3 

This book is a historical novel in the sense that, pub¬ 
lished in 1920, it is laid in the New York of the 1870’s, the 
“age of innocence,” and that much is made, in a deft and 
unobtrusive way, of the physical aspect of old New York, 
the cultural interests, and, above all, the social and moral 
tone, of the four hundred of the time. Much is made, again, 
of the quaint exclusiveness of the few families who are 
acknowledged to be paramount. As for die moral tone, al¬ 
luded to in the title, the great thing is the disposition of 
good society of the seventies to ignore the existence of any- 
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thing “unpleasant,” to convey delicate meanings, if they 
must be conveyed, by implication without the use of words, 
never frankly to face realities diat do not conform to the 
prevailing ideal, and inexorably to purge society of any 
person who has offended against the conventional code. 

It is this social ideal which is represented by May Well¬ 
and. There is in the end something impressive in the 
quiet, selfish cruelty with which she holds her fiance and 
husband to his obligations, even using her prospective 
motherhood (of which she is not even certain) to “hold up” 
him and the woman he loves. It is not to her own happiness 
so much as to a kind of idol, a jealous god of respectability, 
that she compels their sacrifice. And since they do sacrifice 
to this god, they thereby acknowledge his authority, and a 
kind of rightness in his ideal. On this point, indeed, the 
irony, the satire breaks down, since the author has an air 
of subscribing, herself, to the moral code in (juestion. 

The story is very simple. The Countess Ellen Olenska, 
an American woman who has married abroad unhappily 
and run away from a dreadful husband, has now returned 
to New York and wishes to be taken back into the fold. 
In spite of a certain ambiguity in her history and status, 
she is backed by the right people among her connections, 
and arouses the interest of Newland Archer, a young law 
yer engaged to marry her cousin May Welland, lie is 
deputed by the family to persuade her not to sully their 
name by suing for divorce. In this mission he succeeds, and 
meantime falls in love with her. But when he declares his 
love it is already too late, for he has won her over so com¬ 
pletely to his idea of decency that she cannot conceive of 
finding her happiness at May’s expense. And so Newland 
marries May and sees nothing more of Ellen for a long 
time. 

But now it becomes a question of her going back to her 
unspeakable husband—a solution greatly to the taste of 
the New York relatives. Newland opposes this; their love 
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flames up again; and it is a question whether they may flout 
the idol to which they have sacrificed. But this is prevented 
by May’s confiding to Ellen that she is pregnant, and the 
family have the satisfaction of packing Ellen off again to 
Europe. Such is the story, except for an epilogue chapter 
reviewing Newland’s life of good works over many years, 
and ending with the visit of his son Dallas to Madame 
Olenska in her Paris apartment. 

The book is remarkable for unity and simplicity of ac¬ 
tion. There are, of course, other characters than these 
mentioned, and other tenuous threads of plot, but no loose 
threads—everything is skilfully woven in and pertinent to 
the main action. Each chapter, almost without exception, 
makes one discriminated occasion, the French ideal of a 
scene of drama. Leaving out of account the epilogue, the 
entire action covers about two years’ time. But most of this 
time falls between chapters, near the beginning of the sec¬ 
ond book, and the drama proper occupies two periods of 
several months each, with a close-knit, continuous thread 
of limited issues. 

What more than anything else contributes to the unity 
and compactness of the drama is that Newland Archer is 
present in every scene, and that everything is shown from 
his point of view. The author may begin a chapter with 
what seems like an objective account of a scene or of cer¬ 
tain circumstances necessary to our understanding it, but 
invariably, in such a case, within a page or two she reminds 
us that what she has described or chronicled is what was 
seen by Archer or known to him: “As he mused on these 
things”; “these things passed through Newland Archer’s 
mind as he watched the Countess Olenska”; “Newland 
Archer, standing on the verandah of the house, looked 
curiously down upon this scene.” And much more com¬ 
monly the chapter begins with him directly. 

Quite as remarkable as the consistent point of view is 
the consistency with which tliis view is directed upon a par- 
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ticular object or issue. Three persons are presented—one 
the person seeing, and the others tlie two persons seen, and 
the limitation helps Ellen Olenska and May Welland as 
much as it does the man observing them. 

In particular, the limitation of what we know and think 
of Ellen to what Newland thinks and knows gives her 
reality, artistic distinctness, and intensity. And at the same 
time it provides the story, as the author controls what new 
information she shall release from point to point, and keeps 
our curiosity and concern at the same white heat as New- 
land’s. 

This is most striking of all in the first book, in which 
the “exposition” is carried forward step by step with the 
story. The great question here is as to the actual character 
and status of Ellen, from the moment when, in their box 
at the opera, Newland heard the remark of old Sillerton 
Jackson on the public recognition given the countess by 
the Mingotts, “I didn’t think the Mingotts would have 
tried it on.” In the following chapter Newland is made to 
wonder at the Countess’s disrespectful way of referring to 
New York; later, at her inviting him to call—an act so un¬ 
conventional—what did that mean? The gossip of dinner 
tables makes him speculate on the exact circumstances of 
her leaving her husband and what degree of reprobation 
attached to her behavior. This ambiguity is intensified by 
her relations to the dreadful Mrs. Struthers, whose home is 
the meeting-place of amusing and talented bohemians, and 
to Julius Beaufort, the banker of notorious reputation. 
When Newland urges her, in the common interest, not to 
divorce her husband, there lurk in the background certain 
vague charges which her husband has made against her. 
He cannot get her to make a specific statement as to the 
nature of these charges; he wonders if she has it in mind to 
marry her lover who helped her aw^ay, and in just what 
sense he was her lover. 

All these questions come to a head in the final chapter 
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of Book I, the scene-a-faire of this drama. Here, in true 
James manner, the two persons are like players in some 
dark game; with each new^ play, with each new revelation 
of fact or motive, the situation takes a new turn; and the 
scene moves forward from surprise to surprise. Newland, 
fearing that he has not strength to hold out long, has been 
urging May to hasten the date of their marriage, and she 
has become aware that he is interested in some other 
woman, and has offered to set him free. When now he tells 
Ellen of May’s offer, she wants to know about the “other” 
woman—does she love Newland? When he reveals that she 
is the other woman, she replies that he is the one who has 
made their love impossible by persuading her not to di¬ 
vorce Olenski. ... It next appears that it is not her hus¬ 
band that she has feared or anything that he has “on” her; 
she has merely wished to avoid bringing scandal upon him 
and May. . . . And now Newland is determined that he 
will not marry May, that he must have Ellen. . . . Ah, but 
that is impOvSsible, and it is he himself who has made it 
impossible. Ellen has come to realize that she cannot rightly 
love Newland unless she gives him up; she cannot be 
happy unless she remains true to the ideals which he has 
taught her. . . . But even then, we feel, she might have 
yielded to the urgency of Newland; she is, we suspect, on 
the point of yielding, when a telegram arrives from May 
announcing that she has consented to advance the date of 
the marriage as Newland had wished. And this chapter 
and this book end with Newland’s announcement to his 
sister that he is to be married in a month. 

4 

If Edith Wharton shows her expertness more in one 
thing than another, it is in her dialogue. But it is the 
dramatic continuity of issue that gives its point to the dia¬ 
logue and determines that it shall have structural, func- 
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tional value as well as interest for itself alone. In “The Age 
of Innocence,” certainly, she does not indulge herself with 
talk which is merely entertaining, which is devised for set¬ 
ting forth certain pet opinions of the autlior or for display¬ 
ing the humors and eccentricities of the characters. Some 
aspects of New York society tone are amusingly hit oft in 
certain passages of dialogue, but she manages to subordinate 
this interest strictly to that of her theme and make it serve 
the major issue. Her dialogue has some of the point of 
Thackeray’s, but it is more dramatically knit together. 

It is in general pointed and crisp from pruning and selec¬ 
tion and from concentration on an issue. She is very deft 
in the springing of new items of information, carefully 
prepared, the timing of curtains, the isolation of signifi¬ 
cant bits. There are no long fat speeches of explanation, 
as so often in Hugh Walpole, for example; it is all broken 
up into half-utterances, challenges, questions, meanings 
developed through the give-and-take of dialogue. The chap¬ 
ters are short, and the chapter-divisions serve to set in 
provocative relief the culminating lines, like Sillcrton jack- 
.son’s remark at the end of the first chapter, “I didn’t think 
the Mingotts would have tried it on.” 

Very fine is the breathle.ssly awaited pronouncement of 
old Mr. Van der Luyden in Chapter VII. The Van der 
Luydens are the acknowledged arbiters of taste in the four 
hundred; upon their reaction depends the reception given 
Ellen by every one that counts. It seems that the Leftertses 
—influential, but not omnipotent—have pronounced 
against her. And now Newland and his mother have come 
to appeal to the higher court. The preliminary conversa¬ 
tion with Mrs. Van der Luyden is not detailed, nor the 
Archers’ presentation of Ellen’s case. A word or two is re¬ 
corded of solemn remark on Mr. Van der Luyden’s daily 
custom of reading the “Times” in the afternoon. Emphasis 
is laid by the Archers on the fact that he ought to know of 
what is going on in Ellen’s case. Everything is centered on 
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the Archers’ suggestion that this is all a dodge on the part 
of Lawrence Lefferts. 

“The Leffertses!—** said Mrs. van der Luyden. 

“The Leffertses!—** echoed Mrs. Archer. “What would Uncle 
Egmont have said of Lawrence Lefferts’s pronouncing on any¬ 
body’s social position? It shows what Society has come to.” 

“We’ll hope it has not quite come to that,” said Mr. van der 
Luyden firmly. 

And so we know that Ellen’s case is won. 

It is above all the thing not said that counts in the dia¬ 
logue of Edith Wharton, and the full implications of the 
little said. Everything said by Ellen is telling because of 
our concern to know what lies beneath it, and everything 
said about her—especially by May—is exciting because of 
our feeling of a latent hostility, our uncertainty how much 
is known and thought. The effect of wit is produced by 
clipped and weighted remarks left full of hidden implica¬ 
tions. There is a passage in which Newland is discussing 
Ellen with his mother and his sister Janey: 

“I hope you like her, Mother.” 

Mrs. Archer drew her lips together. “She certainly lays her¬ 
self out to please, even when she is calling on an old lady.” 
[She is referring to herself.] 

“Mother doesn't think her simple,” Janey interjected, her 
eyes screwed upon her brother's face. 

“It’s just my old-fashioned feeling; dear May is my ideal,” 
said Mrs. Archer, 

“Ah,” said her son, “they’re not alike.” 

And so the thing is left, without comment, to make its own 
effect. 

The dialogue of Edith Wharton often reminds one of 
James’s in its way of linking speech to speech, one charac¬ 
ter catching up the phrase or point of the other’s remark 
by way of challenge, question, matching of the idea and 
carrying it farther: 
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“I want, she went on, “to be perfectly honest with you—and 
with myself. For a long time I’ve hoped this chance would 
come: that I might tell you how you’ve helped me, what vou\>e 
made of me—” 

Archer sat staring beneath frowning brows. He interrupted 
her with a laugh. “And what do you make out that youve made 
of me?” 

She paled a little. “ 0 / you?” 

“Yes: for Tm of your making much more than you ever were 
of mine. I’m the man who married one woman because another 
told him to.’’ 

Her paleness turned to a fugitive flush. “1 thought—you 
promised—you were not to say such things today.” 

“Ah—how like a woman! None of you will ever see a bad 
business through!” 

She lowered her voice. Is it a bad business—ior May?” 

And so the interchange continues through the next three 
pages. 

The trick is James’s. But then one thinks at once of the 
great difference in the way it is turned. The dialogue of 
Edith Wharton is so much slighter, brighter, smarter, wit¬ 
tier than that of James. The issues are so much more obvi¬ 
ous; the story moves forward so much more swih and spar¬ 
kling. One does not have in her the feeling of threading a 
long and arduous labyrinth. The development of situation 
in James is carried out with all the fullness and relentless¬ 
ness of Ibsen. In Wharton one thinks rather of something 
in French comedy. 

There are many other superficial reminders of James in 
**The Age of Innocence.” We cannot forget that Archer is 
the family name of the heroine in “The Portrait of a 
Lady,” And as for New land, we remember that Christopher 
Newman is the hero of “The American’’ and Chad New- 
some that of “The Ambassadors.” The Countess Olenska 
reminds us of Eugenia Young, morganatic wife of the 
Prince of Silberstadt-Schneckenstein, who, in “The Eu- 
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ropeans,” comes back to the bosom of her Boston family 
under circumstances so similar; she reminds us also of 
Madame Merle in “The Portrait of a Lady.” And if, in the 
end, she turns out capable of a spiritual fineness which is 
not like anything in the character of Madame Merle or 
Eugenia Young, this very spiritual fineness is again in the 
formula of many another James heroine. When she says to 
Archer, “Then you’ll help me?” we are reminded of the 
similar appeal of Madame de Vionnet to Lambert Strether. 
When Archer nearly gets her to agree to “come to him” 
once, it is a repetition of the situation between Merton 
Densher and Kate Croy in “The Wings of the Dove.” 
When at the end, Newland Archer sends up his son Dallas 
to see the Countess Olenska, and, seated on a bench in the 
park below, reflects, “It’s more real to me here than if I 
went up,” we have a situation and a reflection that might 
be found in any one of a dozen stories of James. 

And yet, in Edith Wharton, as in Anne Douglas Sedg¬ 
wick or in Ethel Sidgwick, we have a follower of James as 
different from him as she is like him. Even in her handling 
of the point of view—perhaps most of all in her handling 
of this very problem—we find the difference. In “The Age 
of Innocence” and many other stories she is as strict as 
James in the observance of the limited point of view, but 
the effect is not the same. Everything is rendered through 
the consc iousness of Newland Archer, but nothing is made 
of his consciousness. 

Newland Archer is one of the palest and least individ¬ 
ualized characters ever offered to the public by a distin¬ 
guished writer of fiction. He is hardly more than a device 
for projecting a situation and characters much more real 
than himself. We do not dwell with him in the narrow 
prison of his predicament as we dwell with Fleda \'etch or 
Maggie Verver; we do not puzzle out with him the strange 
writing on the wall as we do with Merton Densher and 
Lambert Strether. The limited point of view is here a com- 
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positional device of great value; it serves to focus the at¬ 
tention upon the simple issues. It gives sharpness and pre¬ 
cision. But it does not serve as in James for enrichment 
and deepening of the effect. It is not a means of steeping 
us imaginatively in the special and rare solution which is 
the essence of a unique personality. 

For this very reason Mrs. Wharton is a more popular 
writer than her master. There is so much less weight of 
the “subjective” to make the story drag. And if she has 
adopted the “dramatic” device of the limited point of 
view, she has avoided that over emphasis on the conscious 
process which makes it bad “theater.” So that here again, 
as in Miss Sedgwick, it is an attenuated version of Henry 
fames which best illustrates the ideal of the well-made 
novel. 




PART FOUR: TRANSITION 

Un critique intelligent devrait, au contraire, 
rechercher tout ce qui ressemble le moins aux 
romans deja faits, et pousser autant que possible 
les jeunes gens a tenter des voies nouvelles. 

—Guy de Maupassant: Preface 
to “Pierre et Jean“ 

. . . that is to say, art as I understand it,—rhyth¬ 
mical sequence of events described with rhythmi¬ 
cal sequence of phrase. 

—George Moore: “Confessions of a Young Man“ 
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CRITIQUE OF THE WELL MADE NOVEL 

It is time to remind ourselves of the general intention 
underlying the movement we have been tracing. More or 
less consciously, all along, the main writers of the period 
considered have been aiming to make of the novel a dis¬ 
tinct literary form, as different as possible in procedure 
from the philosophical essay, the historical chronicle, with 
which in the beginning it was so closely associated. At the 
same time they have been trying to make of it something 
more than that miscellaneous vehicle of entertainment 
which it meant to many of the most gifted Victorians. A 
single subject, embodied in a dramatic situation, developed 
logically, without interruption and without interference, 
to its inevitable conclusion—this was their idea of a novel. 
And in pursuance of this idea, great gains were made in the 
art of novel vvriting. 

But, at the same time, great sacrifices were made and 
great losses suffered, and inevitably this movement was pre¬ 
paring the reaction against itself, which was all along going 
on sporadically, but which was brought into full swing 
with the publication of Joyce’s “Ulysses.” I have already 
spoken of losses suffered by the novel from the withdrawal 
of the author. With the effort to make the novel dramatic 
—that is, self-impelling—there was a notable tendency to 
do without that critical spirit which was furnished by the 
author’s comments. 

Enough has been said in these pages implying disparage¬ 
ment of the technique of Thackeray and Fielding; it is 
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high time to acknowledge that few minds of equal solidity 
and critical power have in our day occupied themselves 
with the English novel. Among the faculties associated 
everywhere with the English spirit is the burly male faculty 
of common sense, and whatever else we may boast of the 
spiritual achievements of the days since Thackeray, com¬ 
mon sense is not what stands out as typical. The critical 
spirit is strong in Samuel Butler and in Norman Douglas; 
but few will pretend that we have in these writers spirits 
as well balanced, as sane as Fielding, Scott, Austen, or 
Thackeray. 

They certainly do not show in high degree the geniality, 
the humor, the wit, which were once the leading traits of 
English fiction, j. B. Priestley is widely advertised as a 
writer who revives in our day the subjects and manner of 
Dickens. But it is surely a chastened and watered Dickens 
that we find in “Angel Pavement,” and no one would think 
of preferring this pale sobriety to the fine inebriation of 
“Martin Chuzzlewit” and “Great Expectations.” William 
Dean Howells has been greatly neglected in these pages 
because, with all his preoccupation with truth (in a narrow 
range), he had so little notion of lorni. But there were 
qualities of charm displayed in, tor example, “A Hazard 
of New Fortunes” which it is vain to look for in contempo¬ 
rary fiction. Much has been made ot the strategic errors of 
Meredith in handling psychology and of James’s improve¬ 
ment in this matter. But no one would think of comparing 
James with Meredith as a wit or thinker. No one thinks of 
taking Henry James as guide, philosopher, and friend. 

It is not, of course, the fault of any formal ideal in art 
that humor, philosophy, and geniality have so largely dis¬ 
appeared from twentieth-century literature. It is a general 
condition of the spirit in our bewildered, disillusioned 
times. To h. \ -.uimor, philosophy, and geniality, it would 
seem, we musi te ready to make certain assumptions; we 
must rest secure upon certain principles generally assumed 
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as true. And in the past two generations we have been too 
busy—we are still too busy—questioning the assumptions 
of earlier times to rest secure in anything. 

But there is this to be said of the connection of the well- 
made novel with the disappearance of these excellent quali¬ 
ties. The rigorous selectiveness, the formal neatness which 
have been the growing ideals of the novel, have tended to 
eliminate from fiction all sorts of elements fine in them¬ 
selves but irrelevant to the particular issue. There has been 
a tendency to squeeze the sponge and leave it dry. The 
well-made novel has on the whole favored writers not 
strongly endowed with humor, not given to an overflow of 
genial philosophy. 

The subject is full of paradoxes. The very tendency to 
dramatize the consciousness of the characters has on the 
whole favored writers relatively weak in the power of dram¬ 
atizing—of differentiating and projecting character. Very 
often the author who insists on identifying himself with a 
person in his story is simply yielding to the temptation of 
making that person react as he himself would do under the 
same circumstances. And so what he gives us is no more 
than a sort of spiritual autobiography. One feels this to be 
true of Mr. Anderson in “Many Marriages” and “Dark 
Laughter.” What makes these books important is that Mr. 
Anderson is so largely sincere in his account of his soul 
under the names of John Webster and Bruce Dudley, and 
that, while presumably drawn from his own experience, 
these characters are representative of so large a category 
of men. I doubt if as much can be said of Mr. Herge- 
sheimer’s projection of himself (is it?) in “Cytherea.” One is 
conscious here of a certain erotic sentimentalism, a kind of 
dressing up of the passion of love—a rationalizing of the 
vagrant impulse—which is a widespread feature of our 
“modern” attitude toward the emotions. One feels it, for 
example, in Mr. Swinnerton. And there is doubtless a 
touch of it in Anderson and Lawrence. 
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But when it comes to the well-made novel, there is an¬ 
other variety of sentimentalism in the treatment of love, 
for which I can find no better term than ethical senti¬ 
mentalism. It is something that flourishes in the soil of 
English fiction. It has its root in the assumption that love 
is definable purely as a sentiment, and the general tend¬ 
ency to ignore its connection with the reproductive func¬ 
tion. I should not like to have the term sentimental ap¬ 
plied to James, but I have no doubt that he is responsible 
for a vast amount of sentimentalism of this variety in his 
many followers. 

If the charge of sentimentalism is to be brought against 
James, it is because of the disposition of his characters to 
translate all passions into terms of sentiment, and so make 
them “nice." A legitimate passion does not need to be 
made nice; it is just naturally nice if nothing is said about 
the passional element in it. An illegitimate passion may 
be given a semblance of niceness by some kind of rationali¬ 
zation. Such is the passion of Charlotte Stant and the Prince 
Amerigo; it is given a semblance of niceness by the fact 
that Milly and her father are such good pals that there is 
nothing left for the others but to leave them alone and 
“play together.” 

It is possible that temperamentally James knew nothing 
of the passion of love and so found it easy to do without 
it. Intellectually he was well aware of it, and whatever 
Charlotte and the Prince may have to say about their rela¬ 
tion, he was not taken in by it. If there is a strain of senti¬ 
mentalism in James, it is because of his almost exclusive 
concern witli nice people, and with passions masked in 
terms of sentiment. 

The reason why his sentimentalism never slops over is 
the predominantly intellectual stress in his treatment of 
sentiment, and the rich and powerful imagination with 
which he conjures up these people and their world. The 
Venetian painters give a highly idealized picture of life. 
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but it is all bathed in a light that makes it real at the same 
time that it maintains the illusion of ideality. 

2 

If the strain of sentimentalism is stronger in the follow¬ 
ers of James, it is because they have less powerful imagina¬ 
tions, and while they try for a realism gieater than his, 
their stress tends to the emotional. 

Edith Wharton is by no means a striking example of the 
sentimental strain. She is too much a woman of the world 
for that. Her impeccable taste never permits her a lapse 
into the ridiculous. In “Ethan Frome” she has even risen, 
for once, into a simple and tragic realism which can stand 
comparison with almost anything in fiction. But she docs 
have a predilection for nice people and nice sentiments. 
She does tend to interpret the psychology of her more 
sympathetic characters in terms of her own impeccable 
taste. 

When it comes to what should be the great scenes of 
emotion, this author finds herself in an insoluble dilemma. 
She wishes to indicate the emotion, and she wishes to avoid 
anything that would be in bad taste, and what she falls into 
is the conventional and banal. Ellen and Newland are dis¬ 
cussing her husband’s letter, at the height of their great 
scene. Ellen speaks: 

“I had nothing to fear from that letter: absolutely nothing! 
All I feared was to bring notoriety, scandal, on the family—on 
you and May." 

"Good God," he groaned again, howmg his face in his hands. 

The silence that followed lay on them with the weight of 
things final and irrevocable. It seemed to Archer to he crushing 
him down like his own gravestone; in all the wide future he 
saw nothing that would ever lift that load from his heart. He 
did not move from his place, or raise his head from his hands; 
his hidden eyeballs went on staring into utter darkness. 
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‘‘At least I loved you—*’ he brought out. 

On the other side of the hearth, from the sofa-corner where 
he supposed that she still crouched, he heard a faint stifled cry¬ 
ing like a child's. He started up and came to her side. 

“EllenI What madnessi Why are you crying? Nothing’s done 
that can’t be undone. I’m still free, and you’re going to be.” 
He had her in his arms, her face like a wet flower at his lips, and 
all their vain terrors shrivelling up like ghosts at sunrise. The 
one thing that astonished him now was that he should have 
stood for five minutes arguing with her across the width of 
the room, when just touching her made everything so simple. 

She spoke in a low even voice, without tears or visible agita¬ 
tion; and each word, as it dropped from her, fell into his breast 
like burning lead. He sat bowed over, his head between his 
hands, staring at the hearth-rug, and at the tip of the satin shoe 
that showed under her dress. Suddenly he knelt down and 
kissed the shoe. 

She bent over him, laying her hands on his shoulders, and 
looking at him with eyes so deep that he remained motionless 
under her gaze. 

This is very good story-telling, very good theater. But as 
a rendering of emotion, of what goes on between two peo¬ 
ple in “real life,” how flabby and inadequate! As imagina¬ 
tive writing, what a mere string of smart cliches! The 
trouble is that Mrs. Wharton has considered each time the 
propriety of the gesture and not its rightness. It is this sort 
of thing that so often makes us say of her people: Just 
where have I seen this figure before? . . . 

Miss Sedgwick’s strength lies in the portrayal of bad, 
mean, selfish, picturesque characters—Madame von Mar- 
witz in “Tante,” Madame Vervier in “The Little French 
Girl,” Madame de la Mouderie in “The Old Countess”— 
who are never seen from their own point of view, but al¬ 
ways through the eyes of tlie people we like. As for the 
wholly sympathetic characters, they are mainly valuable 
for the light they throw on the others, and of course we are 
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eager to see them victorious over such adversaries. But they 
have not much character themselves. Or they are simply 
too good to be true. 

Such is Giles Bradley in “The Little French Girl.” He is 
not really a man at all, but a nice woman’s conception ol a 
nice man. Without his love tor Toppie the buck would 
have been cut short in the middle, but his love lor Toppie 
is merely a demonstration of his English sentimentality. 
He does not seem to realize—nor his creator either, tor that 
matter—what a pertectly horrid creature she is. 

More than once the author gives a feminine turn to the 
reflections of her hero. Or, to put it more exactly, a senti¬ 
mental turn. “The Little French Girl” was published 
during the first great vogue of A. S. M. Hutchinson, that 
most glib of sentimentalists in our day, and one seems to 
catch here and there a whiff—oh, just a soupcon—of that 
influence. Madame Vervier and Giles have been discussing 
what effect, it he had lived, Owen’s affair with her would 
have had on his feeling toward the two women. He would 
have been strong enough, she says, not to grow to hate her 
because of the need for keeping Toppie in the dark. 

Was it true? Giles wondered, sitting there before her, his 
head bent down while he stared up at her from under his 
brows, frowning and intent. Could Owen, ever, have been as 
strong as that? And would it have been strength? No; madame 
Vervier might have armed him against remorse; but she did 
not know Toppie. Top pie's radiance would have fallen back, 
dimmed, startled, from the presence of the thing hidden yet 
operative in her life and Owen’s. A canker would have eaten; 
bitterness and darkness would have spread. Either her radiance 
would have withdrawn from him, or, beating too strongly at his 
defences, it would have discovered all. Dismay, devastation 
would have broken in on them, and if Toppie could still have 
forgiven it would have been with a sick and altered heart. But 
he could not talk to madame Vervier about Toppie. The 
strange thing was, as he saw Toppie's radiance, that he felt 
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himself safe from the torrent, and that he began to understand 
madame Vervier. 

Too much Toppie was the trouble with Miss Sedgw ick’s 
world; and this was doubtless partly responsible, by way of 
reaction, for the too much tom-cat of Lawrence’s, Heming¬ 
way’s, Hecht’s. Miss Sedgwick is an exquisite artist within 
her limits; but her limits were very narrowly drawn. Some¬ 
what wider were Mrs. Wharton’s, and she made a brave 
effort to make them wider than they were. But she was 
hampered by the conventions of her world—w^hich was a 
feminine version of James’s. For persons occupying a world 
so neatly ordered it would be easier than for some one like 
l^wrence to observe the conventions of the well-made 
novel. 


3 

There is one great merit in the handling of the restricted 
point of view by Mrs. Wharton and Miss Sedgwick. The 
subjective passages, in which the character muses and re¬ 
flects upon his situation, are kept well within bounds. In 
James the artistic intention calls for extremely extended 
passages of this sort, much more extended than the pa 
tience of the average reader can bear. But there is, I think, 
no watering. The problem of the moment is often a very 
subtle one, and the author’s imagination dwells upon it 
broodingly so as not to lose one shade of what it means to 
the character. In many writers under James’s influence, the 
exploitation of this part of the narrative is carried to tedi¬ 
ous lengths. 

In Hugh Walpole, for example, there are pages upon 
pages of this sort of thing which the judicious reader will 
know how to skip. One trouble is that the characters are 
so much alike, all tarred with the same faint brush of suf¬ 
fering and soulfulness. In “The Duchess of Wrexe’’ (1914), 
which is probably his best novel, a large part of the nar- 
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rative is given over to the thoughts and feelings of Rachel, 
of Breton, Roddy, Lizzie Rand, and Dr. Christopher. And 
while these people have very different parts to play in the 
story and the author has done his best to differentiate them 
in character, they all think alike, and, what is more, all 
feel alike. They are all so nice in their sentimental re¬ 
actions, so troubled in spirit, going tlirough so languidly 
and yet convulsively their exercises in the moral gym¬ 
nasium which is life! 

Opposed to them is a malignant old woman, Rachel’s 
grandmother, the Duchess, who is supposed to sum up in 
some vague way all that is evil and mean in social life— 
the old, selfish, autocratic tradition of the Beaminsters. 
The Duchess knows that her granddaughter is in tacit 
rebellion against her ideals, and she marries her to her 
favorite, the pagan Beaminster, Roddy, with the deliberate 
intention of crushing her spirit and bringing her to heel. 
“Her grandmother was determined to destroy the honesty 
and truth in her and had chosen a Beaminster for her agent 
and now waited happy for the death of Rachel’s soul.” 

Her motivation is anything but clear. Mr. Walpole al¬ 
ways wants to make his characters too widely representa¬ 
tive. “The Duchess of Wrexe” is one of the many novels of 
the time which were intended to chronicle the changing 
social order, with presumably the change in ideals. This 
is a leading motif of the Forsyte Saga. It is the constant 
subject of H. G. Wells. Something of the same intention 
is seen in Rose Macaulay’s “Potterism” (1920) and “Told 
by an Idiot” (1923). Only, while it is perfectly clear, in 
Miss Macaulay and Wells and Galsworthy, what changes in 
social custom and alignment, in economic theory and po¬ 
litical ideals, are being discussed, and while none of these 
writers suggests that the soul of man is undergoing beneath 
our eyes some radical alteration, the whole matter is 
shrouded by Walpole in a mist of transcendental vague¬ 
ness, in which we know only that, in some mvsterious man- 
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ner, the death of the Duchess signalizes the approach of the 
millennium and the emergence of Soul. Ethical terms 
which have no clear application (honesty and truth), meta¬ 
physical terms from Carlyle (shams, Real and Unreal), are 
all messed up with terms from social theory (progress, the 
new Individualism, the end of a Period); and throughout 
it is implied that the opposed terms of an ethical dualism 
are somehow to be assigned respectively to the old and the 
new generation. The relief of Mafeking, with the riotous 
London crowd, soberly enough interpreted by Soames For¬ 
syte in “In Chancery,” is made by Walpole’s people the 
occasion for an orgy of confused speculations. 

There is a speculative citizen of the world named Brun 
who has no part in the story but makes an occasional ap¬ 
pearance for the sole purpose of putting strained interpre¬ 
tations on simple events. He has a curious generic resem¬ 
blance to Gabriel Nash of “The Tragic Muse.” In addition 
to his political-social theory, he has a picturesque and 
most elusive moral theory having to do with a Tiger which 
each one of us carries hidden somewhere in his heart, and 
which, if our soul is to live, we must sometime face and 
conquer. This is not the first or last appearance of the 
Tiger in Walpole—a mythical beast lineally descended 
from James’s Beast in the jungle and Blake’s ”tiger burn¬ 
ing bright in the forests of the night.” 

This Tiger belongs to a region of Mr. Walpole’s im¬ 
agination which makes him rather skilful in creating an 
atmosphere of mystery and terror. He has done this quite 
successfully, for example, in “Fortitude” (1913), in “The 
Dark Forest (1916), and “The Secret City” (1919). “The 
Dark Forest” is a story of the World War as experienced 
by English and Russian Red Cross workers on the eastern 
front. 

Mr. Walpole has used somewhat the method of Conrad 
in “Heart of Darkness” (1902) for gradually working up 
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his mysterious terrors, and he has obviously been influ¬ 
enced by Dostoevski in the psychology of his characters. 
But the moral degradation of the ivory-hunter Kurtz in 
“Heart of Darkness,” while so long a matter of shadowy 
guesses and intimations, is sufficiently real and itemized 
in the end to justify the shudders to which the reader is 
subjected. And the psychology of Dostoevski, while he 
keeps it obscure through long stretches of his story, is sol¬ 
idly enough based in a coherent religious philosophy. 
Strange as the Russians may seem to us, there is nothing in 
them so factitious and fantastic as these two pairs of men 
in “The Dark Forest,” rivals in each case for the love of a 
dead woman and racing each other to Death under the 
impression that the one who first arrives in the realm of 
the shades will possess the desired woman. If the idea is not 
so simple as this, that will be because it is more confused. 
Something of the same fantastic quality attaches to the 
cathedral in Mr. Walpole’s famous novel on that subject 
(1922), which has been so often compared to Ibanez’s novel 
with the same title. 

It is this pretentious haziness of ideas that stands in the 
way of any serious study of human nature, and gives that 
air of unreality to the situations in which Mr. Walpole’s 
characters find themselves. Mr. Walpole was a close friend 
of James, who evidently regarded him as one of his most 
promising disciples. And he perhaps considered that in 
“The Duchess of Wrexe” he was developing a James situa¬ 
tion. We read of Rachel’s “desperate efforts to analyze a 
situation that was, in definite outline, no situation at all.” 
But the situations in James, while they are often baffling 
enough for the people involved, never want definite out¬ 
line. What Mr. Walpole lacks, to be a proper disciple of 
James, is the imaginative precision which is maintained 
through all the windings and subtleties of thought, as well 
as James’s freedom from the sentimental stress. If there 
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was a certain softness latent in James, it came out with a 
vengeance in some of his followers, and was a dominant 
note in pre-war English literature. 

An uncritical subjectivism is often a weakening element 
in twentieth-century fiction. And not merely fiction in 
English. It is a notable feature of the later volumes of 
Couperus’s “Books of the Small Souls.” There is here none 
of the spiritual sophistication practised by Mr. Walpole, 
but I have an impression of some of the softness, and the 
monotony of reflections by persons not sharply enough 
characterized. 

In Galsworthy, again, there is an effect of the automatic 
in the passages, more and more frequent in his later novels, 
in which the characters are shown musing, for the most 
part, on the state of the world—on the money market, the 
decline of mind, the rising tide of socialism, or psycho¬ 
analysis, vitamins, and the influence of the press. It is 
mainly Soames Forsyte who is thus made to connect the 
private history with developments in the world at large. 
But in the final volumes of the saga, Mr. Galsworthy has 
taken to recording the views of Michael Mont as well. 
Tliere is here no question of undue sentimental stress. But 
the method of subjective drama has come to seem like a 
mechanical trick—a substitute for whatever it is that is 
wanting in the characters. It has somehow gone to seed, 
this subjective method, and if it is ever to flower again, 
some process of renewal is called for. It is this process which 
is undertaken by Messrs. Joyce and Co. 

4 

The well-made novel was the flowering in the twentieth 
century of a tree that had its roots in the nineteenth. To 
the more forward-looking spirits of the twentieth century 
it must have seemed to suffer from too much—not form, 
for some of them have been greatly concerned with form— 
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but formalization. With its tight little plot, its exclusion 
of everything tliat did not bear directly and obviously on 
the theme, and its old-fashioned idealistic definition of its 
theme, it must have seemed to tlie new men rather quaint 
and prim and stiff. 

The story had ceased to exist for itself. Everything was 
focused on the characters conceived as problems of con¬ 
duct. The primary interest was in the soul. It was the soul 
of the character that determined the action of the story. 

But note—and tliis is most important for understanding 
the motives of the reaction against the well-made novel— 
that while the interest was centered in tlie soul of die char¬ 
acter, the soul was defined by the action of the story. This 
is just as important as the proposition reversed—that the 
action was determined by the soul of the character. The 
soul of Fleda Vetch is constituted for us by the predica¬ 
ment in which she finds herself between her love for Owen 
Gereth and her loyalty to his mother and Mona. The soul 
of Newland Archer is constituted by his position between 
his wife, typical of narrow New York, and Ellen Olenska, 
typical of a larger living. Everything that we know of tliese 
souls is crystallized like particles of some chemical along 
the slender threads of the sharply defined dramatic situ¬ 
ations. 

These are remarkable examples of what Ave may call the 
classical spirit in the formal conception of the novel. In the 
classical spirit is a dominant bent for clarification, simplifi¬ 
cation, definition. And observe that in the well-made novel 
it is the rational, the logical faculty that is in play in the 
definition of souls. The narrative of their spiritual pre¬ 
dicaments is conducted in intellectual terms, in terms of 
sentimental (that is, formalized, intellectualized) ideals. It 
is a definition of the characters in terms of a sentimental 
ideology, and a highly simplified one. And the men and 
women of our time who have written “Women in Love,“ 
“Lord Jim,“ “Ulysses,*' “Pilgrimage,” “Mrs. Dalloway,** 
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“An American Tragedy,” “Babbitt,” “Manhattan Trans¬ 
fer,” “Holiday” must feel in the presence of the well-made 
novel as the romantic poets of 1798 and 1830 felt in the 
presence of Dry den and Pope, of Racine and Voltaire.^ They 
must have felt that the writers of the well-made novel had 
defined and defined until they had defined away a large 
part of the soul itself. For the process of definition is a 
process of limitation. And limitation, if carried too far, 
means thinning out, impoverishment, loss of color and 
substance and the vibrancy of the living thing. 


1 That the well-made novel is by no means dead is shown by the ap¬ 
pearance and the great popularity in 1952 of Charles Morgan’s “The 
Fountain.’’ This book has a very interesting theme—the effort of a man 
of our titne to practise the mystic discipline of the spirit. The subject is 
developed with considerable power, though in the end the author fails 
to show how the contemplative life can be reconciled with the sentimental. 
Mr. Morgan writes well and is a fine and subtle craftsman. If in psychology, 
in sentiment and foim, his face is turned nostalgically to the past, he gives 
at any rate a striking reminder of the artistic resources commanded by 
writers of a school now regarded as somewhat old-fashioned. 
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THE REALIST REACTION: DREISER 

O .E ot the strongest of influences leading to the break¬ 
up of the well-made novel, at least in America, has been 
the movement toward extreme realism. This movement 
dates back into the nineteenth century, at least as early as 
Stephen Crane’s “Maggie, a Girl of the Streets” (1891), and 
“The Red Badge of Courage” (1896). Its main exponent 
in the present century is Theodore Dreiser, whose career 
as a novelist is exactly contemporary with Edith Wharton’s, 
“Sister Carrie” appearing in 1900 and “An American 
Tragedy” in 1925. Mr. Dreiser does not give the impres¬ 
sion of being an author greatly concerned with questions of 
form as such; and if his novels constitute a reaction against 
the conventional pattern of the well-made novel, this is inci¬ 
dental. They are fundamentally a reaction against conven¬ 
tional ways of regarding human nature. They are one con¬ 
tinuous protest against the prime assumptions of the 
genteel novel. 

For essentially that is what the well-made novel for the 
most part is, a survey of humanity from the standpoint 
of genteel good taste. It is mainly confined to the limits 
of good society; and where, as in “The Custom of the 
Country,” it offers glimpses of more vulgar reaches of hu¬ 
man experience, they are shown unmistakably as they 
would appear to one established in fortune and family of 
at least three generations’ standing. This is highly rarefied 
air, in which it is possible to bring certain sentiments to an 
extreme pitch of perfection. These sentiments are about 
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equally compounded of good taste and ethical conformity. 
Indeed, the two qualities are hardly to be distinguished 
on this level of social evolution. And to question the gen¬ 
eral prevalence of these qualities in any society worth con¬ 
sidering, as well as their absolute validity as standards for 
society in general, might in itself be construed as an evi¬ 
dence of bad taste and immorality on the part of the 
questioner. 

This was about the state of things in the American novel 
when Mr. Dreiser arrived to view life in the larger perspec¬ 
tive of Balzac and the French naturalists. In order to 
realize the extent to vdiich the genteel tradition prevailed, 
one has but to read Frank Norris’s “The Pit’’ (1903). This 
story made, with “The Octopus,’’ a brave attempt at realism 
in the treatment of contemporary business methods, at least 
as much as was involved in the production of wheat, its 
distribution, and the trading in it on the floor of the 
Chicago Board of Trade. And this marked a distinct in¬ 
novation and progress toward the bold handling of business 
in Dreiser’s “The Financier,’’ “The Titan,’’ “The Genius’’ 
(1912, 1914, and 1915, respectively). But so far as the treat¬ 
ment of society and private relations goes, “The Pit’’ gives 
one a sense of quaint formality, of a willingness to accept 
conventional patterns in human motivation and behavior 
which reminds one of Edith Wharton’s “The Fruit of the 
Tree’’ (another novel dealing with business) more than of 
“The Financier’’ and “The Titan.” 

In the genteel novel the fact of wealth and social position 
is something taken for granted, something to start with, 
and carrying with it the notion of a certain degree of re¬ 
finement, an ordered social status and a fixed standard of 
personal conduct. And all that remains is to plan out the 
social comedies and sentimental dramas suitable for pro¬ 
duction on this narrow stage. But Mr. Dreiser was born 
into a world in which none of these things was established. 
He was born into it and was himself a part of it, as he so 
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candidly and eloquently lets us know in his autobiographi¬ 
cal writings, such as “A Book about Myself” and “Dawn.” 
And what he saw on every side of him, what he knew with 
the practical and intimate knowledge of personal participa¬ 
tion, was a world more like the jungle than like the world 
of Edith Wharton and Hugh Walpole. 

It was made up of men and women starting poor, vulgar, 
ignorant, emotionally starved, but—so iar as they were 
strong—determined to win for themselves v\ealth, luxury, 
culture, social estimation, and the gratifications of love. 
They were not snobs—that was not at all the wMy they 
appealed to Theodore Dreiser—they were simply vital 
forces pushing forward irrepressibly to take their place in 
the sun. All about them were swarming millions of their 
kind, through the milling jam of w'hom they must force 
their way forward. The methods were the age-old methods 
of competitive business, never before perhaps displayed on 
so grand a scale as in the America of Dreiser’s time: tireless 
work, organization, speculation, cooperation with those 
who can aid you, abandonment of those who cannot serve 
you, political graft and intimidation. The mental equip¬ 
ment was imagination, feline cunning, the gambling in¬ 
stinct, indomitable courage . . . and the devil take the 
hindmost! For those who won. the rewards were unlimited 
power, grand houses, picture galleries, and a choice of 
w^omen, demanded by the insatiable craving to gratify the 
ego. The race was to the strong. 

Meantime the weak were striving, in their own inef¬ 
fectual way, for much the same prizes—conceived with less 
imagination and pursued wuth less perseverance and ruth¬ 
lessness. Most were doomed to envious mediocrity, and 
many heedless ones were destined to be caught in the toils 
of the law (Clyde Griffiths in “An American Tragedy,” 
Stener in “The Financier”) or to ignominious defeat and 
death (Hurstwood in “Sister Carrie”). Generally speaking, 
the women were condemned to checkmate in the ruthles.s 
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game of hearts (Jennie Gerhardt, Angela in “The Genius,” 
Roberta in “An American Tragedy,” innumerable women 
in “The Titan”). The woman, with her disposition to 
loyalty, her more absolute adherence to the conventional 
standards governing the married state, her relative weak¬ 
ness economically and biologically, would mostly get the 
worst of it in this clash of egoisms. 

In his attitude toward this jungle life of human beings, 
Mr. Dreiser is not a satirist. He has neither the genial irony 
of a Thackeray nor the often smart and brittle mockery of 
a Sinclair Lewis. He is in deadly earnest. He does not take 
a tone of superiority or set himself apart from his char¬ 
acters. He does not regard them as philistines or as sinners. 
These people are, one feels, very much the sort he takes 
himself to be, with the same problems, ambitions, cravings, 
discouragements. And whether they are winners or losers 
in the struggle, he is pretty closely in sympathy with them, 
even though, in his wider vision, he may see them in 
their littleness, helplessness, and futility. He understands 
the selfish urgencies that move people to unsocial behavior, 
and equally well the misery and ruin that so often follow 
in the wake of such behavior, most often for others but 
frequently also for themselves. His tone is that of a brood¬ 
ing, compassionate, philosophical observer. 

So far as there is a note of criticism in his picture, it is in 
reference to judgments and standards which he regards as 
conventional, artificial, and often—as he seems to imply— 
hypocritical. The one thing that moves him to impatience 
is the genteel assumption of the prevalence in society of 
standards which do not prevail^ and the easy relegation to 
the background of selfish types of behavior which seem to 
him well-nigh universal. His great motivating passion as a 
writer is simply to tell the truth. Or to put it the other 
way round, his passion is to give the lie to the prevailing 
idealistic assumptions of fiction of his day in English. In 
“An American Tragedy” his intention seems to be to pic- 
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ture a young man in no way unusual, to show how natural 
he is in all his desires and actions, and how, without being 
in the least a criminal type, he is driven, all in the course 
of nature, to commit the most heinous of crimes. 

Dreiser’s realism does not exhaust itself upon the gen¬ 
eral outlines of action and motivation. There is plenty 
left over for the minutest details of psychology. Here again 
his aim is not to conventionalize, to simplify in the direc¬ 
tion either of prettiness or meanness, but merely to record 
the natural facts of the case, without exaggeration or ex¬ 
tenuation. Thus in “The Genius,” when Eugene Witla 
has gone to New York, leaving his Angela behind in the 
W^est, we are told of the letters he writes her, in which, 
without intending to deceive, he does give a false impres¬ 
sion of the depth of his personal feeling: 

At night he would return to his bare room and indite long 
epistles to Angela, describing what he had seen and telling her 
of his undying love for her—largely because he had no other 
means of ridding himself of his superabundant vitality and 
moods. They were beautiful letters, full of color and feeling, 
but to Angela they gave a false impression of emotion and 
sincerity because they appeared to be provoked by absence 
from her. In part of course they were, but far more largely they 
were the result of loneliness and the desire for expression which 
this vast spectacle of life itself incited. 

The mere plain truthfulness of such quiet observations 
serves to clear the air like a window opened on a room 
sickly with the scent of withered flowers. 

The genteel tradition Dreiser pushes aside altogether 
and goes straight back, for his models, to Balzac and per¬ 
haps the later French naturalists. His effort is to vision 
society not from the standpoint of a clique, but with the 
broad comprehensive view of a scientific observer, outside 
of all cliques and patterned societies. If I suggest a pos¬ 
sible inspiration from the French naturalists, it is because 
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his work is strongly colored by the terminology ^nd deter- 
ministic assumptions of nineteenth-century science, which 
were so strong an element in Zola and his group. But 
it may have been direct from science, rather than from 
literature, that Dreiser took his disposition to regard hu¬ 
man behavior as one manifestation of animal behavior in 
general, or even—to use his more frequently recurring 
term—as a chemical phenomenon. 

If time allowed, it would be worth while to distinguish 
between the somewhat crass scientism of Dreiser and the 
decidedly more humanistic philosophy of Balzac, of Flau¬ 
bert and Zola. These French writers had very firmly in 
mind a model of social well-being and ideal behavior 
against which to measure in all boldness the aberrations 
of degraded and perverted humanity. They all had in mind 
certain social ideals as a salutary force for constraining 
men and subjecting them to the collective will of society, 
necessary for its very existence. The most abused of these 
French writers is Zola; but it must not be forgotten that 
he believed in science as a means of diagnosing the ills of 
society with a view to their eventual cure. He would not 
write as a moralist, but he believed in the wholesome effect 
of his work in the long run. As he wrote in his early notes 
while projecting the Rougon-Macquart series: 

T here is an urge towards liberty and justice. I believe that 
it will be long in arriving, while holding tJiat we may be led to 
a better state. But I believe above all in a constant march 
tow’ard truth. It is only from the knowledge of virtue that a 
better stKial state can be produced. 

These Frenchmen were born into a long-established tra¬ 
ditional order, extremely elastic, it is true, and subject 
to modification, but with little suggestion of the barbaric 
chaos of Mr. Dreiser’s unformed America. And it was im- 
pos&’vbVe loT to ioxgei ioi an instant that, along ivith 
the forces of animalism and egoism, along with the savage 
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struggle for existence, there was a social will and a social 
order which could never be radically contravened and set 
at naught. 

What is important, however, is not to point out the 
relative crudeness and exaggeration of Dreiser’s realistic 
philosophy, but to emphasize what he has in common with 
the great French novelists—his fearlessness, his honesty, his 
determination to have done with conventional posturings 
and evasions. It was extremely important that we should 
have some one bold enough to set down in the English 
language just as he saw it the unvarnished truth about 
American business life, American social life in its major 
reaches, and the sex-psychology of American men and 
women. And every serious writer of the present day is 
deeply under obligation to the brave pioneering of Theo¬ 
dore Dreiser. It is he, more than any other writer, who has 
borne the brunt and odium of this ungrateful task. And he 
it is who should have the praise. 

2 

When we turn from the consideration of substance and 
ask what Mr. Dreiser has done for the novel as an art form, 
it is first to be noted of course that, if he has given ade¬ 
quate expression to his thought, he has met at least the 
minimum requirements of shaping art. And then it must 
be added that he has made no specific original contribu¬ 
tion to novelistic technique, and is not among the most 
skilful of novelists when it comes to nice points of crafts¬ 
manship. 

His books are solidly built around a central idea. They 
are documented in a manner worthy of his admired Balzac 
and even suggestive of the more colossal structures of Zola. 
No novelist could have gone into the operations of busi¬ 
ness and politics more thoroughly and still maintained 
our unflagging interest. He manages to make us appreciate 
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the excitement of the stock-exchange and follow intently 
the organization of gas companies and street-railways, of 
advertising agencies and magazine mergers, and the inter¬ 
relations of politics and business. And at the same time he 
makes clear how all these matters bear upon the intimate 
emotional life and cultural status of individuals. 

In two instances he has succeeded in giving a notably 
dramatic cast to his huge and copious material. “The Fin¬ 
ancier” is largely built round the great financial panic of 
1871 following on the Chicago fire. The young broker 
Cowperwood is caught with half a million dollars’ worth 
of municipal loans on his hands; he makes a brilliant and 
heroic fight to stave off failure; he is driven to the wall by 
politicians who see a chance to take over his much coveted 
street-railway stock, and sent to the penitentiary as scape¬ 
goat of the political machine. The continuous strained 
action and suspense of this culminating phase of his Phila¬ 
delphia career occupy nearly three fourths of the story, 
giving one of the most striking examples one could find of 
the “dramatic present.” Another equally striking example 
is that part of “An American Tragedy” dealing with Clyde 
Griffiths’s murder of his sweetheart Roberta, which again, 
if we take into account the circumstances immediately 
leading to the crime, the detective work, the trial, the 
appeal, and the execution of Clyde, occupies considerably 
more than half of the story. All things considered, “An 
American Tragedy” is doubtless the most neatly con¬ 
structed of all Dreiser’s novels, as well as the best written. 
And it is always a satisfaction to find that an artist is gain¬ 
ing rather than losing with the passage of the years. 

The solid documentation, which suggests Balzac, sug¬ 
gests a defect in technique which is even greater in Dreiser 
than it is in the French writer. He relies too much on 
formal exposition. He imagines that if he has described a 
character to us we can see him; that if he spends three or 
four thousand words telling us all about a character, then 
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we know all about him; that what an author has explained 
becomes ipso facto the possession of the reader. Accord¬ 
ingly he overloads the text with details, important enough 
and interesting enough if only they might somehow be 
assimilated to the imaginative fabric of the story. 

Again, he does not know how to get from one moment 
in his story to a later moment without giving an extensive 
summary of what was going on in the interval. In “The 
Titan” and “The Genius” chapter after chapter is given 
up to such perfunctory summaries, in which there is noth¬ 
ing to sustain us but the memory that there have been 
interesting times before and probably are interesting times 
ahead. Of course what inevitably happens is that the reader 
skips. And where the intelligent reader skips, the writer 
might just as well have spared his pains. 

Mr. Dreiser, in short, is singularly defective in the fac¬ 
ulty for conceiving his story in scenes. He has taken seri¬ 
ously his philosophic obligation to tell the truth, but has 
thought very little of his artistic obligation to “make us 
see.” He is entirely innocent of any intention concerning 
point of view. He keeps himself, on the whole, pretty well 
out of the story. But he seldom considers from page to page 
whose story it now is. Whatever needs explaining must be 
explained at the moment it comes into his head, without 
regard to whether or not it will spoil an intimate effect 
for the imagination or the feeling. That is, his approach 
to his art is almost exclusively intellectual. He has so much 
matter to deliver from his mind to the reader’s mind. For 
the reader’s imagination he has no care. In keeping with 
his indifference to the scenical, he has no conception of 
what a chapter may mean in the way of imaginative com¬ 
position of subject-matter. His chapters are chronological 
rag-bags rather than the imaginative units which Zola’s 
chapters, for example, are. 

His handling of dialogue is typical of his want of concern 
for the niceties of writing. Dialogue is one way of enliven- 
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ing exposition, and he uses it with the average frequency 
of serious writers. Of course there are moments of dramatic 
confrontation and struggle in which it would be practically 
impossible to avoid the spoken word. There is nothing re¬ 
markable about his dialogue. He is a plain realist, and does 
not attempt to make his people’s talk pointed or witty. 
Neither does he attempt to signalize it as commonplace or 
vulgar. It is commonplace, but without intention. It is not 
slangy, racy, colloquial. It is ordinary speech, but without 
any special notation of the rhythms of ordinary speech. 
There is no hint of the deliberate marking of the accents 
such as we have it in Hemingway’s dialogue. Dreiser 
is not thinking of the w^ay talk sounds; he is thinking 
simply and solely of the subject-matter, of w^hat is conveyed. 
But the best things, the subtlest and most poignant things 
are not conveyed by words that mean so-and-so; they are 
conveyed by words that sound so-and-so. 

Much fault has been found by critics with Mr. Dreiser’s 
style, and I do not mean to add anything here on that 
ungrateful subject. Only this: His style is all of a piece with 
his general want of concern for imaginative writing as such. 
As wholes, his books are of extreme interest because of 
the large spirit, the passionate intelligence which informs 
them. His writing does not bear too close inspection in de¬ 
tail, because lie has not approached it wdth an esthetic 
intention. His people are true like historical personages. 
Intellectually we believe in them. We are certainly inter¬ 
ested in them. We want to know how their stories come 
out. As imaginative creations, with some exceptions (Hurst- 
wood, Jennie Gerhardt), they scarcely exist, and they move 
tlirough scenes that scarcely exist, however conscientiously 
built up. There are in his books no belles pages, no en¬ 
chanting moments, no passages that thrill us with minute 
precision of rightness, such as abound in Hardy, Gorki, 
Maupassant, Hudson, Thomas Mann. 
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For all that, he is one of the strongest torces tending to 
antiquate the well-made novel . . . and tliat because oj 
what he has to say. 


3 

Dreiser is very unlike the new men, the modernists. He 
shows no interest in technical experiments and inventions. 
He makes no attempt to add a fourth dimension to the 
three dimensions of plain realism. He tells a simple story, 
straight forward. He is scarcely more inteiested in psy¬ 
chology as such than is Hardy. Like Hardy—much more 
than Hardy—he is literal, matter-of-fact, extravert, mov¬ 
ing in a world of “substantial things.” The lives of his peo¬ 
ple are made up of what they do and what happens to 
them. In his books there is no psychopathic divorce be¬ 
tween thought and action, between motive and behavior. 
Compared with the new men, the generation of Joyce, he is 
a classical figure. 
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THE MODERNISTS 


HEN we speak of the new men, we must start with 
Conrad, who began writing in the eighteen-nineties, be¬ 
fore James was through and before Dreiser had begun. For 
Conrad was the great experimentalist of his day. He was as 
ill content with ready-made ways of putting a story together 
as with ready-made ways of interpreting character. And he 
did more than any one else to limber up the stiff machine 
of fiction. And then we must take into account the solitary 
figure of Lawrence, who, being a painter, brought to fic¬ 
tion some of the subtleties of pictorial art, and, wrestling 
with the mysteries of sex psychology, stumbled on a tech¬ 
nique suited to that elusive subject. These writers are 
transitional; and as such it will be most convenient to re¬ 
gard Dorothy Richardson, though she was so radical in 
some of her methods. It is most convenient to consider these 
three writers together and apart from those who came in 
with Joyce, whom I call expressionists. But in characteriz¬ 
ing the modernists as a whole, in brief anticipation, and in 
broad contrast to the school of James, it is possible to lump 
together these transitional writers with those who followed 
them. 

The new men are naturally affected by the new psy¬ 
chology. Modern psychology’ does not conceive the soul as 
something which can be adequately rendered in terms of a 
single dramatic action widi a highly simplified issue. It 
is not something to be caught in the net of neat intellectual 
definition. The soul is not that simple entity offered to us 
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in most works of fiction. It is a vast fluid, or even vaporous, 
mass, wide-spreading far beyond the feeble village lights of 
our conventional reading of character, deep-sounding into 
our nervous and animal organization, into childhood, 
heredity. It runs out and down far beyond thought, beyond 
memory and consciousness. It is not uniform and homo¬ 
geneous, but varying and full of a great diversity of tinc¬ 
tures and infusions. There are all sorts of debris and drift¬ 
wood floating on the surface, and huge water-soaked logs 
lurking far below. At the bottom is mud, and in the deptlis 
are octopuses and starfish and all kinds of undreamed-of 
monsters. The soul is not one identity but many identities 
grouped about many centers and often at war with one an¬ 
other, or indifferent and unaware of one another’s ex¬ 
istence. 

For the most part it is no identity at all, but a kind 
of dreaming welter of sensations and reactions so instan¬ 
taneous and spontaneous that we never become conscious 
of them. In many aspects the soul is not individualized as 
belonging to this or that ego, but is a mere jet of the vi¬ 
tality common to our race or sex or social group. Our con¬ 
sciousness, which is a small part of our soul, does not pro¬ 
ceed logically or coherently except at certain times and 
for certain periods under the pressure of some urgent prac¬ 
tical need. For the most part it follows an association of 
ideas so freakish—though natural—that we cannot chart 
its progress, running off constantly into what seem irrele- 
vancies as judged by reference to any recognized dominant 
interest. The soul is supremely indifferent to past and 
future, near and far. It is a highly specialized faculty of our 
rational mind that has devised these conventions, these 
instruments for controlling material things and guiding 
conduct. Each soul is attached to an individual physical 
organism; but through the imagination, through the in¬ 
finite nervous connections between organism and organism, 
souls have a large capacity for interpenetration. A large 
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part of the life of the soul may be regarded in the light of 
group actions and reactions. 

In short, it becomes more and more awkward and queer 
to use the term “soul” to cover the phenomena in question. 
We might try the word “psyche,” which is not quite so 
heavily weighted with discordant connotations. 

The new writers are as much concerned as the old ones 
with the psyche as the focus of life experience. Only, with 
their modern conception of the psyche, they grow more and 
more impatient of the quaint little patterns into which the 
old psychological novelists had tried to force this protean 
creature, and their disposition to ignore all sorts of things 
that go to make up human personality. And the new writers 
have felt the need to break up these conventional patterns. 
They have wanted new technical devices, new procedures, 
for rendering the psyche. In general the new features of 
their technique are expressions of what is called the ro¬ 
mantic as opposed to the classic spirit in art. 

Instead of regularity of form, they show a tendency to 
what at first blush appears a freakish changefulness and 
unpredictability. Analysis will show that, for the most part, 
form is not with them so freakish as it seems, perhaps not 
freakish at all. Only, their principles of form are not those 
which have been traditional for the novel. They are not 
determined by the plot, as with Fielding or Trollope; 
neither are they determined, generally, by that simple dra¬ 
matic issue which is the form taken by plot in the well- 
made novel. So that, in their reaction from the particular 
rigid form favored by their predecessors, we may speak, 
provisionally, of their tendency to deformalization. 

Instead of uniformity and simplicity, they tend to di¬ 
versity and complexity. In this respect they show a superfi¬ 
cial resemblance to the earlier Victorian novelists, with 
dieir abundance and colorful variety of material. And yet 
the spirit and technique and dominant preoccupations of 
the new men are so different from those of the Victorians 
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that no one would dream of comparing the two schools. 

Instead of concentration around a limited issue, they 
show an eccentric tendency, a tendency to fly off in many 
different directions. 

Instead of continuity of action, they show a tendency to 
discontinuity. A continuous action seems to them too un¬ 
like ordinary experience, with its freakish, accidental in¬ 
terruptions, its overleapings of time and circumstance. 
They feel that the sense of life is often best rendered by an 
abrupt passing from one series of events, one group of char¬ 
acters, one center of consciousness, to another. 

Moreover, they don’t particularly care about neatly 
finishing off a given action, following it through to the 
fall of the curtain. As the eye, from a line of spaced dots 
and dashes, has the faculty of supplying what is not there 
and tracing an uninterrupted line, they know the imagina¬ 
tion has the faculty of filling up the gaps in an action pre¬ 
sented in fragments, of getting the impression of an entire 
life from a mere hinting indication of the high moments 
Again, they feel that the imagination is stimulated and 
rendered more active, is actually exhilarated, by broken 
bits of information, as the nerves are stimulated by the 
discontinuity of an electric current. 

Want of continuity, yes—but not of a sort of rhythm, 
a sense of movement, of wave-like progress. This rhythm 
is not metrical like that of verse, but is constituted by repe¬ 
tition, by recurrence of themes, by a kind of lyrical agita¬ 
tion of the stream of consciousness. The word “rhythm” 
is here used in the sense in which it is applied to the similar 
quality of well-constructed pictures, especially the abstract 
paintings which are called post-impressionistic. 

Instead of dramatic effect, these men go in for something 
more like lyricism. 

They show a tendency to throw overboard terms intel¬ 
lectual, logical, sentimental. They rely more on impressions 
of the senses—on a mere succession of sensations—for 
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rendering the psyche. Their idea is perhaps to make the 
effect at the same time more real and less sharply defined. 
There are two ways in which this greater reality is brought 
about by the exploitation of sensations. So largely, by this 
means, one gets rid of the author’s intellectual formulation 
of the thought-process, which is likely to interfere with di¬ 
rectness of presentation and throw its conventional film 
over everything. And then this method conforms to the 
actual thought-process, which is chiefly made up of items 
of sensation, rather than being a connected chain of logi¬ 
cal reasoning. 

The new men do not represent a sharp and complete 
break with tradition. In particular, some of them have 
learned a great deal from the well-made novel. But it will 
be seen how much they were in reaction against most of its 
main tendencies. And in general their motive has been to 
give new life to a form which, in the hands of the writers 
of that school, had become so impoverished and anemic. 
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IMPRESSIONISM: CONRAD 


I HAVE been keenly interested in the discussion of a num¬ 
ber of questions, I have been a haphazard and pampered 
prophet, I have found it amusing and profitable to write 
stories and—save for an incidental lapse or so—I have 
never taken any very great pains about writing. I am out¬ 
side the hierarchy of conscious and deliberate writers al¬ 
together. I am the absolute antithesis of Mr. James 
Joyce . , . Long ago, living in close conversational prox¬ 
imity to Henry James, Joseph Conrad, and Mr. Ford Madox 
Hueffer, I escaped from under their immense artistic pre¬ 
occupations by calling myself a journalist.” 

The words are those of Mr. H. G. Wells, and they re¬ 
mind us how unmistakably Conrad belongs in the hierarchy 
of conscious and deliberate writers. Conrad was the most 
restless and ingenious experimenter of his time, the one 
who brought the greatest variety of technical procedures 
to bear upon the problem of the novelist. According to Mr. 
Edward Garnett, Conrad “never theorized about technique 
and ... on asking me why I had never written on the art 
of fiction and receiving my reply that the subject was too 
difficult for my brains, he declared that it was also too diffi¬ 
cult for his and that he had never formulated any rules 
for his own practice.” On the same page, however, Mr. 
Garnett gives several instances of Conrad’s extreme preoc¬ 
cupation with technique in the work of others. 

It is obvious that, while Conrad never formulated any 
rules, he was forever trying out new methods, hitting upon 
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this or that new procedure, it may be, by instinct rather 

than by deliberation; but it was the instinct of a man 
profoundly concerned with method, forever on the look¬ 
out for some new way of cheating oblivion and saving his 
chosen art from the dry-rot of monotony and academicism. 
Given his temperament he could never be content with the 
neat little formula of the well-made novel, with its crystal¬ 
line simplicity of logic and its steady rigor of method. Life 
must have seemed to him much too complex, much too 
vast and elusive a creature to be caught in any such net— 
and still more that illusion of life, which, rather than the 
thing itself, is what such writers are most concerned to 
capture and display. 

His own most famous account of his intentions as a 
novelist is given in the preface to “The Nigger of the Nar¬ 
cissus”: 

My task which I am trying to achieve is, by the power of the 
written word to make you hear, to make you feel—it is, before 
all, to make you sec. That—and no more, and it is everything. 
If I succeed, you shall find there according to your deserts: en¬ 
couragement, consolation, fear, charm—all you demand—and, 
perhaps, also that glimpse of truth for which you have forgot¬ 
ten to ask. To snatch in a moment of courage, from the re¬ 
morseless lush of time, a passing phase of life, is only the be¬ 
ginning of the task. The task approached in tenderness and 
faith is to hold up iinqucstioningly, without choice and without 
fear, the rescued fragment before all eyes in the light of a sin¬ 
cere mood. It is to show its vibration, its colour, its form; and 
through its movement, its form, and its colour, reveal the sub¬ 
stance of its truth—disclose its inspiring secret: the stress and 
passion within the core of each convincing moment. 

There is probably no serious novelist of the time, un¬ 
less it be Mr. Wells, who could not have subscribed whole¬ 
heartedly to this credo. But there is none but Conrad that 
could have written these words. There is none that has this 
excitement, this accent of almost hysterical emotion. There 
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is none for whom the art of writing was more difPicult, 
more agonizing; Mr. Ford even asserts that he hated it. 
“Conrad hated writing more than he hated the sea.” Of 
all English writers of his time none was so bent double 
under the weight of what Mr. Wells calls ‘‘their immense 
artistic preoccupations.” 

This may be partly because Conrad was writing in a 
foreign language, one he had learned to speak since he came 
to man’s estate, in which he was perpetually liable to little 
slips in idiom, and which he pronounced so badly—so 
frequently misplacing the accent—that it was hard to un¬ 
derstand him when he read aloud. 

Still more his subject-matter, interesting as it was on its 
own account, must have created difficulties not encountered 
by friends like Galsworthy and Bennett. This exotic mat¬ 
ter, hidden rivers in Borneo, Malay princes seeking to re¬ 
cover their lost kingdoms, the savage secrets of sea and 
jungle; these incredible heroes—Lingard, Heyst, Razumov 
—maintaining the point of honor in the midst of treachery 
and corruption; these heroines, the creation of man’s powei 
of idealizing women, savage as Mother Eve and steadfast as 
the pole-star—Lena, Rita, Jewel, Aissa, Flora—it was no 
mean task throwing the illusion of truth over subjects so 
strange and fantastic. 

It is not merely that he used the subject-matter of ro¬ 
mance, that he occupied and immensely enlarged the realm 
of Cooper, Stevenson, and Kipling. He was not content to 
work the traditional motives of chivalry, fealty, bravado, 
and revenge. Life was not so simple as that, nor so mo¬ 
notonous. His grotesque imagination fills his pages with 
monsters and vermin: Willems, Jones, Kurtz, Schomberg, 
Pedro, Ricardo, Ortega, Scevola. He loves to trace the slimy 
involutions of morbid psychology. And when it comes to 
his heroes, he loves to envelop them in a cloud of Slavic 
mysticism. 

Conrad resented Mencken’s stress upon his Slavic strain; 
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he never tired of expressing his dislike for the Russians, 
and especially for Dostoevski. But where do we come so 
near as in Dostoevski and the Russians to the psychology of 
a Lord Jim, a Baron Heyst? And where but in Dostoevski 
did Conrad get the plot, the psychology, the very technique 
of “Under Western Eyes”? One of the most curious of 
minor resemblances to Dostoevski is that series of titles 
assumed by Blunt in “The Arrow of Gold,” '*]e suis Ameri- 
rnin, cathohque et frentilhomnie.” We know that Blunt is 
drawn from a real person of the same name, and the real 
person may well have described himself in just these terms. 
But it is at least a striking coincidence that Kirillov in “The 
Possessed” should have signed himself, also in French, 
**Gentilhomme, seminariste russe et citoyen du monde 
civilise T 

Of course Conrad hated the Russians on patriotic, on 
political grounds, and he was a decidedly political-minded 
man. He wanted to be identified, himself, with “Europe,” 
and insisted that the true classification of Poland was with 
Europe and not with Slavic and Asiatic Russia. Again, 
he may have disliked in Dostoevski the specifically religious 
cast of his “mysticism.” And then, is it not possible that 
he was affected unconsciously by the very natural desire 
to make little of an artist by whom he had been so greatly, 
if so unknowingly, influenced? In any case, the point I wish 
to make is that Conrad was much concerned with twists 
and puzzles of psychology—growing out of the character’s 
Weltanschauung —which, if not Russian, are at any rate 
“central European,” and most decidedly not English. He 
certainly shared with Dostoevski a profound feeling of the 
mysteriousness, the almost transcendental character of 
human motives. This psychological cast is something as 
exotic as his subject-matter, and is another reason why he 
found so arduous the novelist’s task of making his reader 
see. 

Now, the most obvious means of making the reader see 
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is simply the use of adequate words. And that Conrad most 
earnestly cultivated this means we have, what we hardly 
need, the testimony of Mr. Ford Madox Ford (then Huef- 
fer), who collaborated with him in the writing of three 
novels, and that at a most critical time in Conrad’s career. 
Both Ford and Conrad were enthusiastic devotees of Mau¬ 
passant and Flaubert, whose stories they knew so well in the 
original that when one would begin reciting some well- 
written passage the other would take up the recitation and 
carry it on to the end. What they worshiped in these French 
writers was the mot juste and the cadence, the Goncourt 
ideal of ecriture artiste, with the perfect “rise and fall.” 
Their notions of style were not identical, Conrad being in 
dined. Ford thought, to make his writing trop charge. This 
was one thing Weils admired in Conrad, and he begged 
Ford not to collaborate with him for fear he should spoil 
his magnificent “Oriental style.” 

Conrad’s Oriental style is one of the features for which 
he is most admired. But over and over again, especially in 
his earlier novels, before Ford came on the scene, one must 
feel that he would have profited by the critical spirit of 
the Englishman, Conrad had often the tendency to use 
too many words. It is as if in his search for the mot juste 
he tried out three or four or a dozen words, and then, in¬ 
stead of keeping the one which just suited his need, he kept 
them all. And for this, I imagine, Flaubert is somewhat to 
blame—the Flaubert of “Salammbo” and the “Tentation 
de Saint Antoine.” Conrad was too much under the spell 
of these sonorous rhythms, and did not sufficiently consider 
that French rhythms will not always stand transplanting 
into the more matter-of-fact English. 

But this, after all, is but the defect of his quality. This 
is not simply fine writing and panache. Conrad’s emotion 
is too warm and turbulent to be confined within the dry 
dikes of the mot juste. Over and over again, when he broods 
upon man’s destiny, his great heart, and the futile stir he 
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makes upon the vast impassive face of Nature, he reaches 
heights of imaginative splendor which would be impossible 
to a more critical artist. 


2 

It is notable, however, that Conrad’s eloquence is most 
frequently resorted to in his earliest stories, before he had 
hit upon devices for “making us see” more structural and 
less dependent on mere style. In the course of his later 
writing he found a considerable variety of such devices for 
bringing the subject into focus. To begin with, there are 
the various techniques for identifying the author (and so 
the reader) with the principal actor, making him feel his 
suspense, his curiosities, his irritations, putting him at the 
same point of view, physically and morally, as the character. 

This method came very natural to Conrad in a good 
many of his stories which are hardly more than transcripts 
of his personal experience. “The Shadow-Line” (1917), 
for example, is a first-person account, with only insignificant 
variations from fact, of Conrad’s voyage from Bangkok to 
Singapore in the bark Otago, his first command. 

Something of the same thing is true of tales like “Youth” 
and “Heart of Darkness” (1902), although Conrad in these 
cases provided a special framework for his stories. Experi¬ 
ences which were his own—almost literally exact through¬ 
out in “Youth,” somewhat more worked up and high¬ 
lighted in “Heart of Darkness”—he attributes to a Cap¬ 
tain Marlow. He has the captain narrate his adventures 
orally to a group of men. The author describes the place 
and conditions under which the stories were told, thus 
furnishing a sort of stage for his little drama. And so they 
are provided in advance with a certain emotional tone, 
which goes far to give them artistic unity and precision of 
effect. Moreover, their being told by word of mouth to a 
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group of sympathetic but matter-of-fact listeners, neces¬ 
sarily affects the style, somewhat chastening Conrad’s Ori¬ 
entalism, making it seem, so far as it lingers still, a pe¬ 
culiarity of Captain Marlow’s temperament, and altogether 
contributing to the plausibility, the verisimilitude—a most 
important consideration in the art of making us “see.” 

“Heart of Darkness” is a much more difficult artistic 
achievement than “Youth,” much more of an effort of the 
creative imagination. It was based on Conrad’s voyage to 
the head-waters of the Congo and his personal impressions 
of the geographical and social conditions of that exploited 
country. Many of the characters were taken from life. Kurtz 
was suggested by one Klein, the company’s agent at Stanley 
Falls. But what Marlow made of Kurtz and his way of doing 
it, that is the story. 

Kurtz is a personal embodiment, a dramatization, of all 
that Conrad felt of futility, degradation, and horror in what 
the Europeans in the Congo called “progress,” which meant 
the exploitation of the natives by every variety of cruelty 
and treachery known to greedy man. Kurtz was to Mar¬ 
low, penetrating this country, a name, constantly recurring 
in people’s talk, for cleverness and enterprise. But there 
were slight intimations, growing stronger as Marlow drew 
near to the heart of darkness, of traits and practices so ab¬ 
horrent to all our notions of decency, honor, and humanity, 
that the enterprising trader gradually takes on the propor¬ 
tions of a ghastly and almost supernatural monster, symbol 
for Marlow of the general spirit of this European under¬ 
taking. The blackness and mystery of his character tone in 
with the savage mystery of the Congo, and they develop 
pari passu with the atmosphere of shadowy horror. 

This development is conducted cumulatively by insensi¬ 
ble degrees, by carefully calculated releases of new items, 
new intimations; and all this process is controlled through 
the consciousness of Marlow. Thus we have a triumph ol 
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atmospheric eflFect produced with the technique of the 
limited point of view, a story in a class with “The Fall of 
the House of Usher” and “The Turn of the Screw.” 

Relatively unimportant are the autobiographical novels 
written by Conrad at this period in collaboration with 
Ford, “The Inheritors” (1901) and “Romance” (1903). 
These were Ford’s stories to begin with, and we may prob¬ 
ably assume that this first-person narrative was the tech¬ 
nique he had adopted before Conrad came into the partner¬ 
ship. 

A very special and complicated technique is used by 
Conrad in “Under Western Eyes” (1911). About half of 
tlie narrative is told in the third person and follows without 
intermission the point of view of the leading character, the 
Russian student Razumov. But this part is based upon a 
document, Razumov’s diary, which has been transposed 
into the third person, edited and abridged by an English 
professor who knew Razumov and some of the other per¬ 
sons involved in Geneva. The other half of the story is told 
in the first person by the English professor himself. Thus 
the whole narrative is conducted, in several large blocks, 
from the point of view of but two persons—one the central 
character, and the other some one only incidentally in¬ 
volved, essentially a spectator. And everything in the his¬ 
tory is authenticated by either a written document of the 
chief participant or by the testimony of an eye-witness. 

This story is told with a great air of plausibility, and the 
special technique admirably serves Conrad’s purpose of 
showing the case of Razumov, as it were from both the in¬ 
side and the outside. This is at one and the same time a 
psychological study in the manner of “Crime and Punish¬ 
ment” and a story of political intrigue, with elements of 
suspense and mystery. And I don’t know how better Conrad 
could have carried forward these two strains of interest than 
by the complicated method he has chosen. 

This is not the only case in which Conrad used an imagi- 
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nary diary as the basis for his narrative. “The Arrow of 
Gold” (1919) is set iorward, in notes at the beginning and 
end, as based upon a MS. of Monsieur George himself, 
meant for the eye of one woman, a childhood iriend of his. 
If we are to believe Conrad’s statements to his friends and 
his account in his autobiographical “Mirror of the Sea,” 
the main characters and events of this story are drawn from 
life and Monsieur George is Conrad himself. In this case 
the MS. and the third-person narrative are, in the first 
place, simply a disguise, a means of turning autobiography 
into fiction by making them look like fiction passing itself 
off for autobiography. 

However this may be, the single point of view is magni¬ 
ficently used for more than one purpose in the interest of 
vividness and verisimilitude. Of the five parts, the fyrst 
four are mainly occupied with what we may call the exposi¬ 
tion. In particular, they gradually reveal the character and 
history of the heroine, Rita de Lastaola, now living in 
Marseilles, former mistress of the sculptor Allegre, reputed 
mistress also of Don Carlos, the Spanish pretender, and 
generous patron of the Carlist cause. (Monsieur George is 
himself engaged in smuggling guns into Spain for the use 
of the Carlist troops.) Along with this is the unfolding of 
the character of the American adventurer Blunt, his rela¬ 
tions to Rita, and the growth of George’s infatuation for 
Rita. It is a marvel in the art of working up curiosity, 
suspense, and atmosphere through the judicious release of 
items of information, each one of which whets the reader s 
appetite as much as it satisfies it. 

The fifth part, much longer than any of the others, brings 
the sensational climax of the story, in which Rita and Mon¬ 
sieur George are shut up in a room together without 
weapons, and in danger of their lives from an insane jealous 
lover of Rita’s, and are thus driven, as it were, into one 
another’s arms. Here again the limited point of view is 
superbly employed for securing vividness of effect. It is an 
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art which Conrad has used with great success in many of 
his books. It consists in giving to a particular moment a 
sharp isolation, in which it stands out, in its physical and 
moral features, in lightning-like illumination against a 
background of midnight obscurity. There are many fine 
examples in “Lord Jim” and in “Victory.” 

Quite remarkable in this kind is the physical limitation 
of view in the climax scene of “Chance” (1913). It is by ac¬ 
cident that Powell, the ship’s officer, finds himself looking 
through the transparent glass of Captain Anthony’s cabin 
window. It is only a certain portion of the cabin which he 
can see, but this includes the captain’s table, his bottle, his 
glass of whisky, and a thick curtain which shuts off his 
quarters from other parts of the cabin. A peculiar stirring 
of the curtain arouses the apprehensions of Powell. 

He became suspicious, with no one and nothing definite in 
his mind. He was suspicious of the curtain itself and observed 
it. It looked very innocent. Then just as he was ready to put it 
down to a trick of imagination he saw trembling movements 
where the two curtains joined. Yes! Somebody else besides 
himself had been watching Captain Anthony. He owns artlessly 
that this aroused his indignation. It was really too much of a 
good thing. In this state of intense antagonism he was startled 
to observe tips of fingers fumbling with the dark stuff. Then 
they grasped the edge of the further curtain and hung on there, 
just fingers and knuckles and nothing else. It made an abomin¬ 
able sight. He was looking at it with unaccountable repulsion 
when a hand came into view, a short, puffy, old freckled hand 
projecting into the lamplight, followed by a white wrist, an 
arm in a grey coat-sleeve, up to the elbow, beyond the elboiv, 
extended tremblingly towards the tray. Its appearance was 
weird and nauseous, fantastic and silly. But instead of grab¬ 
bing die bottle, as Powell expected, this hand, tremulous with 
senile eagerness, swerved to the glass, rested on its edge for a 
moment (or so it looked from above) and went back with a 
jerk. The gripping fingers of the other hand vanished at the 
same time, and young Powell, staring at the motionless cur- 
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tains, could indulge for a moment the notion that he had 
been dreaming. 

I have given but a small fragment of the whole passage, 
but it will serve to suggest the nightmare vividness ef¬ 
fected by the sharp physical limitation of vision. The reader 
will also note the careful control of tempo in this narra¬ 
tion. It is only by degrees that the weird hand and its move¬ 
ments are revealed. The whole technical process reminds 
us of the “slow-up” and the “close-up” which are such 
powerful devices of the moving-picture producer. 

The actual physical items are delayed in each case by 
a noting of the imaginative effect, the psychological reac¬ 
tions of the spectator—a matter of supreme importance 
in Conrad’s technique. He knows how to combine so art¬ 
fully the psychological with the physical limitation of the 
point of view. It is this which distinguishes him so sharply 
from the ordinary romancer. 

The same combination is found in high degree in the 
climax scenes of “The Arrow of Gold.” And these scenes 
have also the advantage of being very greatly prolonged. 
This one situation—this one desperate night in the house 
of Rita’s sister—is altogether the most extensive of any in 
the book, with a cumulative excitement rarely matched in 
fiction. The effect of physical limitation is pa'^ticularly in¬ 
tensified in the long scene in Rita’s chamber, with the in¬ 
sane cousin raving in the adjoining room, and Rita and 
George straining every nerve to maintain absolute silence. 
Then after the overturning of the candelabrum, they are 
in complete darkness, and the terrible dialogue between 
Rita and her mad cousin comes to George through the sole 
medium of his hearing. 

No one will ever know just how much of fact Conrad had 
to go upon in the development of this scene. I am inclined 
to think that his imagination far outran the facts through 
the whole book. But, however that may be, it was the writer 
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of fiction, using all the devices of his craft, who made of 
the scene something so real for the reader. And it was, to 
be specific, his trick of “isolating” (with the help of the 
limited point of view) which enabled the author here to 
make us see. 


3 

Indentification with a leading character is a means very 
little used by Conrad in his earliest novels. It is as if it 
were a trick he had not learned. “Almayer’s Folly” (1895) 
and “An Outcast of the Islands” (1896) are certainly 
“written”—rather too well written, trop charge, if I am 
to trust my taste. Their subject-matter is perhaps the most 
fascinating at Conrad’s disposal, the same as that of the 
later part of “Lord Jim,” to which he returns again in 
“Rescue.” They have to do with one of those hidden rivers 
of Borneo, with the few white traders who have been able 
to find their way up this jungle-bordered stream, and with 
the shady, infinitely complicated politics of the native Ma¬ 
lays. No lover of Conrad can afford to miss these glamorous 
and amazing narratives. 

But I cannot regard them as over-successful in the man¬ 
ner of the telling. As for the technique of identification, this 
would be very difficult to apply in any great degree to such 
material. Thus in “Almayer’s Folly,” the leading character 
is Ahnayer, and it is, more than any other, his point of 
view which is given. But it is hard indeed for us to identify 
ourselves at all continuously with so weak and shoddy a 
soul. And then the exigencies of the story seem to require 
that we should constantly leave him for the doings and 
thoughts of others: his daughter Nina, the Dutch officers 
who come to visit him, and a great variety of native politi¬ 
cians and lovers, Babalatchi, Dain Marools, Mahmat, 
Taminah. 

The third of Conrad’s novels was the very short one, “The 
Nigger of the Narcissus” (1897) ''hich was originally in- 
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tended to be a short story. It is based upon actual expe¬ 
riences of Conrad while serving as second mate on a ship 
of the same name in a voyage from Bombay to London, 
together with suggestions from several other sea voyages. 
But Conrad makes very little use of the autobiographical 
method for giving singleness of effect, and the introduction 
of himself into the story seems to have been an after¬ 
thought. Impressive as this story is, from its subject-matter 
and from Conrad’s unique and eloquent interpretation 
of that subject-matter, technically it appears as a kind of 
exercise in story-telling, in the course of which only he 
stumbled upon methods which might come in as a supple¬ 
ment to the mere power of words. 

The ordinary sea story is a very simple affair. It is likely 
to be presented as the experience of some one individual, 
whether told in the first or the third person. It is very 
matter-of-fact, with virtually no occasion for niceties of 
psychological interpretation, and no feeling for the need 
of pictorial art in the representation of the ship, the sea, 
or the seamen. Conrad’s story is the antithesis of all this. 
It is an account of the illness of a negro sailor, James Wait, 
and its effect upon the imaginations and emotions of his 
shipmates. They are men brave in the presence of extremest 
danger, but cowardly before the thought of Death incarnate 
in this imposing and tubercular negro. Both Wait himself 
and the rest of the crew are compelled to believe, or pre¬ 
tend to believe, that he is not really sick, but simply sham¬ 
ming. And then comes about a paradox in their psychology. 
For the captain, too, out of compassion for the dying 
negro, pretends to believe that he is not really dying but 
only malingering; in the presence of all the crew, he harshly 
condemns the sick man to imprisonment in his cabin, and 
then the crew, angry with the captain lor his harsh treat¬ 
ment of their pet, come very near to mutiny 

The reader of this abstract will knit his brows over such 
seemingly topsyturvy psychology. And indeed, in the book. 
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it is not so simple as 1 have made it, and hardly so credible. 
It is the last word in subtlety and sophistication, and a good 
many pages are given, first and last, to its elucidation. 

Conrad is, of course, as much concerned to portray these 
men from the outside as from the inside. A large part of 
the book is made up of a rapid succession of brilliant word- 
pictures, presenting the men and the officers and James 
Wait; singly and in groups; in the forecastle and on deck, 
forward, amidships, and on the poop. They are shown as 
they seemed to themselves in their own thoughts, as they 
seemed to one another, or as they would seem to an imagi¬ 
nary observer; the men as they appeared to the officers and 
the officers as they appeared to the men. We have individual 
scenes, and we have generalized accounts of what went on 
over long periods of time. We have set conversations on 
particular subjects, and we have typical babels of sailors’ 
voices shouting fragments of speech on every conceivable 
topic. And in addition to all this we have frequent descrip¬ 
tions of the ship, in the manner of Masefield: general ac¬ 
counts of ship’s business, pictures of the ship on the sea 
as it would have appeared to a distant observer, pictures of 
the sea as it appeared from the ship, and many particular 
pictures of parts of the ship as seen from other parts on 
board. 

The entire book occupies well under two hundred pages. 
And within this brief span Conrad has presented his sub¬ 
ject in every manner known to narrative art, from every 
conceivable angle of vision, from every conceivable point 
of view, physical and psychological. His subject is the Nar¬ 
cissus and everything about that boat during a six months’ 
voyage. And he seems to have started out with the intention 
of “putting across” that subject by the mere magic of the 
written word. The Oriental style is very much in evidence 
throughout, whether in description, psychology, or medita¬ 
tion. 
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On men reprieved by its disdainful mercy, the immortal sea 
confers in its justice the full privilege of desired unrest. 
Through the perfect wisdom of its grace they are not permitted 
to meditate at ease upon the complicated and acrid savour of 
existence. They must without pause justify their life to die 
eternal pity that commands toil to be hard and unceasing, from 
sunrise to sunset, from sunset to sunrise; till the weary succes¬ 
sion of nights and days tainted by the obstinate clamor of 
sages, demanding bliss and an empty heaven, is ledeenied at 
last by the vast silence of pain and labour, by the dumb fear 
and the dumb courage of men obscure, forgetful, and enduring. 

But Conrad’s instinct outran his theory. He began his 
story in the omniscient manner of the traditional author, 
and for a long space it is all told in the third person. There 
is no suggestion at all that the person writing was any- 
w^here on that boat as witness or participator in the action. 
Then suddenly, on page 36, and between sentences, there 
is a shift from the third to the first person. It is a question 
of the attitude of die crew to James Wait, and suddenly the 
crew are no longer “they” and “them” but “we” and “us.” 
It would appear that the writer is one of the crew and 
sharing their experiences and emotions. The first person 
is maintained pretty steadily through ten pages, and then 
we return to the third. And throughout the rest of the book 
there is a constant alternation between the objective third 
person and the first person which implies participation by 
the writer. Very often there is a shift from the third person 
to the first on one page and back again on the next. 

Generally speaking, we may say that the most vividly 
realized passages are those in which the writer identifies 
himself with the crew (or possibly with the officers) by the 
use of the first person. It is clear that, however blindly Con¬ 
rad may have started out in the objective manner, his in¬ 
stinct led him inevitably to the technique of identification. 
But there is no indication until the very end of the story 
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of who this writer is who makes himself so anonymous a 
member of the group described as “we,” nor even very 
certainly whether he is an officer or one of the crew. It is 
only in the last three pages that he becomes individualized 
as “I,” sharply distinguished from the common sailors, 
whom he so much admires and regards in comradely fash¬ 
ion, but with the unmistakable air of a superior. 

Thus in “The Nigger of the Narcissus” we see Conrad 
actually in process of learning, of accidentally stumbling 
upon a trick which was to serve him so very well in the 
greatest of his later stories. To experiences which he had 
personally lived through he was trying to apply the tradi¬ 
tional impersonal manner of fiction, and only as it were 
in spite of himself fell into the personal manner of one 
who was there. In later stories we shall see him applying 
the personal manner of one who was there to what were 
largely fictitious inventions. 


4 

It would be too simple to suppose that Conrad’s want 
of singleness of view in his earlier novels, and again in later 
ones like “The Rescue” (1920) and “The Rover” (1923), 
was the result of mere artistic inexpertness. He could never 
have been contented with the crystalline simplicity of the 
well-made novel. He was too much in love with variety, 
contrast, picturesqueness. He had an instinct for those 
effects in art which come from informality, from happy 
accident, and an air of studied carelessness. Moreover, he 
must have felt a certain flatness in the art of the well-made 
novel, a two-dimensional effect. And he was concerned him¬ 
self to present his subject in the round. All art, he said, 
“must strenuously aspire to the plasticity of sculpture, to 
the colour of painting, and to the magic suggestiveness of 
music.” Weill It is clear how difficult it would be to attain 
to the plasticity of sculpture while confining one’s point of 



MULTIPLE POINT OF VIEW 


353 


view rigorously to that of some one character, however 
gifted. And as for the magic suggestiveness of music, where 
shall one find a fictitious character fit to compete with a 
Conrad in such evocations? 

And then, moreover, Conrad’s conception of human 
nature was one which made much of its mystery, its protean 
elusiveness. No one angle of vision would suffice to catch 
it in its completeness. The problem, for any situation or 
any character, is to find the perfect focus for one’s photo¬ 
graph. But there is no one perfect focus, and one must 
constantly experiment, constantly seek for a better and a 
better position. And in the end, in order to give even an 
approximately just conception of the subject, one must 
draw together all these hasty sketches into one composite 
picture. Thus in “An Outcast of the Islands’’ the main sub¬ 
ject is Willems. But the truth about Willems is all bound 
up with the truth about Lingard, and Almayer, and Aissa, 
and Babalatchi. And each one of these is called upon in 
turn to shed the light of his view upon the others. 

One of the most interesting features of Conrad’s Malay 
stories is the light thrown upon the character of the whites 
by the natives—the native comment on the folly, greed, 
cruelty, treachery, and indomitable power of the white race. 
But while there is a good deal of life in these stories, a great 
loss of force is sustained through the interference of one 
point of view with another and the more frequent inde¬ 
terminateness of the point of view^ 

Conrad’s problem was to secure the advantage of the 
many points of view without losing that of coherence. It 
was to make a real composite of these many pictures taken 
from so many diverse angles, to make a synthesis of material 
so disparate. And he solved that problem most successfully 
through the help of Captain Marlow. 

This person he had created in the short story “Youth, 
and also used in “Heart of Darkness” before the completion 
of “Lord Jim” (1900). “Lord Jim” was intended to be like- 
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wise a short story, but was apparently begun without the 
idea of introducing Marlow. The first three chapters are 
told in the ordinary manner of third-person omniscience. 
They give a general account of Jim in the days when he 
was a water-clerk in Eastern ports, then return to his child¬ 
hood home and training, and sketch his voyage as chief 
mate on the Patna in the Indian Ocean up to the time of 
the collision. Then, in Chapter IV, Marlow is introduced 
as one of those later attending the trial of Jim and his 
fellow-officers for deserting their ship. From that time on 
to Chapter XXXVI, the story is represented as being re¬ 
lated by Marlow to friends in moments of relaxation after 
dinner. The concluding chapters were read later, in the 
form of documents under his London reading-lamp, by one 
of the party of Marlow’s auditors. But the documents are 
mainly written in the hand of Marlow, one of them a letter, 
and one a long narrative of the later events while Jim was 
living in Patusan. 

Virtually the whole of the story therefore comes to us 
from one who knew Lord Jim and was deeply interested in 
letting us know the truth about him, but who was not a 
professional writer. By far the largest portion comes not 
from his pen but from his mouth, in the form of a story 
told aloud over the after-dinner cigars. And this at once 
has the most magical effect upon the style and tone. The 
Oriental style, in this word-of-mouth narrative, gives place 
largely to a natural, anecdotal manner, the manner of one 
speaking with authority of things of which he knows, and 
yet—in such a strange story—striving for plausibility, striv¬ 
ing to convert his audience to sympathy with his point of 
view, arguing with them over the character of his hero, 
producing evidence for his knowledge of this or that epi¬ 
sode. All this gives to the narrative an amazing air of au¬ 
thenticity; puts it in a class with that extraordinary feat of 
Defoe’s in “The Apparition of Mrs. V^eal.’’ 

But this is only a beginning of what Marlow does for 
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“Lord Jim.” This character is, seemingly, much more a 
sneer creation of the imagination than Almayer, Willems, 
Lingard, or Doha Rita. And yet Lord Jim is more vividly 
realized than any oi them, perhaps the most vividly realized 
of all Conrad’s characters. 

His motivation is subtle, paradoxical, obscure, and a 
matter of speculation. But that is one reason why he is such 
a good subject for Conrad’s—and Marlow’s —hand: this 
young Englishman who had, in a crisis, lorfeited his honor 
as a seaman and an officer, who was haunted for years by 
the sense of his disgrace and driven from one inferior oc¬ 
cupation to another, from one port to another, by his de¬ 
sire to escape his ill fame; and who then, among the savages 
of a remote trading-post, “made good,” “mastered his fate,” 
and so won back his honor and his sell-respect. Marlow be¬ 
friended him, sympathized with him, understood him in 
fleeting intuitions from time to time, but never really 
“knew” him. At the time when Marlow went back home 
after Stein had sent Jim to Patusan, he says: 

“1 cannot say I had ever seen him distinctly—not even to 
this day, after I had my last view of him; but it seemed to me 
that the less I understood the more I was bound to him in the 
name of that doubt which is the inseparable part of our 
knowledge. I did not know so much more about myself.” 

Marlow himself is well motivated, and his interest in 
Jim. He is interested in Jim. just as Captain Brierly is, the 
judge at his trial, and the French lieutenant who took 
charge of the Patna after Jim’s desertion. They have all 
faced the doubt of how they would have acted in a similar 
crisis, whether their honor was strong enough to stand 
the test. “I did not know so much more about myself.” Mar¬ 
low wishes most devoutly to believe in Jim, in order that 
he may believe in himself, in human nature in general, in 
the possibility of the ideal in this world. It is mc^t im¬ 
portant to him that Jim should maintain his illusion of 
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being somehow not damned, or find some momentary flash 
of revelation in the midst of a world of illusion. 

One reason why Jim is so vivid a character is precisely 
because Marlow found him so elusive, because he was for¬ 
ever trying so hard to "see him distinctly." This is what 
leads to the sharp isolation of this or that scene. 

It is also what leads Marlow to his frequent change of the 
angle of vision. The truth about Jim, as about any human 
being, he seems to think, is something which can be ap¬ 
proximated only by regarding him from many different 
points of view. Much of this story comes to Marlow from 
the lips of Jim, much from other witnesses: the French 
lieutenant, th^* trader Stein, Jim’s native wife Jewel, the 
pir-'^te Brown, and others still. For much of the story Mar¬ 
low is himself an eye-witness. Thus there is brought to 
bear upon Jim’s case the light of every variety of tempera¬ 
ment and of attitude toward Jim determined by every 
variety of interest and motive. This book is streaked and 
spotted wiili colors as brilliant and variegated as any futur¬ 
ist painting. The thing has a splendor and vibrancy of 
life not conceivable on the sober canvas of the well-made 
novel. 

And yet it has the steady progression, the steady concen¬ 
tration on a single subject, of a novel by Wharton or James. 
It is Marlow who is responsible for this. He it is who directs 
and controls this restless and ranging exploration, always 
having in mind just what dark corner we are seeking to 
illuminate. It is he who receives on the lens of his specula¬ 
tive mind light-rays coming from every conceivable direc¬ 
tion and focuses them all so rigorously upon the one point 
which he wishes to make visible to our imagination. 


5 

In "Chance" Conrad employs this method a second time 
in a full-length novel. And this is what, in spite of its 
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relatively less enchanting subject-matter, its relative thin¬ 
ness of substance, makes of “Chance” one of the two or 
three most successful of all Conrad’s novels. It has to do 
with Flora de Barral, daughter of a financier who has been 
in prison for dishonest operations with other people’s 
money, and her elopement from the house of her host, a 
Mrs. Fyne, to marry Mrs. Fyne’s brother, the sea-captain 
Anthony. During a considerable part of the story even the 
reader is in the dark about the character and motives of 
Flora, which are meanly understood by the Fynes; and this 
and the actual relation between her and Anthony furnish 
the main mystery, the element of suspense in the story. 

These things (after the first chapter) all come to us as 
Marlow relates them to “me,” that is, let us say, to the 
author. Some of them Marlow has from personal observa¬ 
tion, but more from conversations with Mr. and Mrs. Fyne, 
with Flora, and with young Powell, officer on the Fern- 
dale. And so here, as in “Lord Jim,” the facts come to us 
strained through several personalities, which are like 
colored screens modifying the original picture and adding 
each one its own increment of interpretation. A graphic 
representation of the process will show how very compli¬ 
cated it sometimes is. For all that happened on the Fern- 
dale^ the sequence is as follows: 

Powell . . . Marlow . . . me . . . the reader 
The reader receives from the author an account of a nar¬ 
rative given to him by Marlow, who had the information 
from narratives of Powell. 

This is not a purely theoretical picture of a process which 
has no real psychological significance. The author lets the 
reader know of Marlow’s manner of telling his story, and 
of certain disputes which arise between him and Marlow 
in the course of the narrative with regard to its interpreta¬ 
tion. Marlow in turn has his comments to make on young 
Powell, whom he regards as an entirely reliable witness 
but a somewhat naive one, whose view of things has to be 
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supplemented by the imagination of some one better ac¬ 
quainted with human nature. Or again, for certain passages 
in the earlier life of Flora, Mrs. Fyne passes on to Marlow 
information which she had from Flora; so that we have the 
following: 

Flora . . . Mrs, Fyne . . . Marlow ... me . the 

reader 

Four screens have been interposed between the reader and 
the original source of information. In fact, I believe that 
in some instances it is Fyne who passes on to Marlow what 
Mrs. Fyne had from Flora, so that the graph should read: 

Flora . . . Mrs. Fyne . . . Fyyie . . . Marlow . . . 
me . . . the reader 

The proof of the pudding is in the eating. The justifica¬ 
tion for all this complication of method is the richness and 
depth of effect, the amazing three-dimensional lifelikeness 
of characters and episodes which have received the benefit 
of so many successive treatments. From each one of the 
media through which it is strained, whether they be sympa¬ 
thetic, antipathetic, or indifferent, the subject retains tinc¬ 
tures and incrustations of humanness which individualize 
and make it live as no mere expressive words of an author 
can do. 

To begin with, Marlow’s telling the story to “me” relieves 
it of that formality which clings to the ordered and written 
words of the professional. And here again, as in “Lord Jim,” 
Marlow has a difficult task of interpretation, of reconstruc¬ 
tion. There are certain scenes for which he can have had no 
direct information—such as the scene between Flora’s in¬ 
human governess and her young man—and which he has 
had to build up inferentially. There are many phrases in 
which Marlow lets us know that he has arrived at his view 
of things by a process of reconstruction. The very limits of 
his knowledge make more convincing whatever he knows 
for sure. 
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•‘Angry or simply sad but certainly disillusioned, he wanders 
about and meets the girl one afternoon, and under the sway 
of a strong feeling forgets his shyness. This is no supposition. 
It is a fact. There was such a meeting . . . Don’t you think 
that I hit on the psychology of the situation? . . . Anthony 
arrived at the cottage. In the evening. 1 knew that late train. 
He probably walked from the station. The evening would be 
well advanced. 1 could almost see . . . You will undeiiitaiid 
that I am piecing here bits of disconnected statements.” 

Then back of Marlow lies Fyne. He is a minor official, 
fussy and unimaginative, but more inclined than his wile 
to give the benefit of the doubt to Flora. Back of him is his 
wife. She is a sturdy, stupid, philistine member of the in¬ 
telligentsia, and she is a woman with all the meanness ol 
her sex in her interpretation of a sister woman. Then finally 
somewhere back of them all is Flora herself, made savage 
and taciturn by the terrible burden of life upon her slender 
shoulders, skittish and enigmatic, hard, fierce, and hysteri¬ 
cal, whom Marlow himself has saved from an attempt at 
suicide. I say nothing here of the mere story-interest of her 
enigma: what did she say in that famous letter to Mrs. Fyne? 
I am now considering the human richness of portraiture, 
the subtlety of shading, the lifelikeness, that come of her 
being made the subject of so much and varied interpreu- 
tion. 


6 

And now we come to another feature of Conrad’s tech¬ 
nique that is particularly favored by the use of Marlow as 
narrator. This is his apparently freakish and eccentric 
chronology. At this point it is worth while quoting certain 
statements of Mr. Ford with regard to the technical theories 
evolved by him and Conrad at the time of their collabora¬ 
tion. They will throw light on more than one feature of 
Conrad’s technique, and most of all on his chronology. 
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It became very early evident to us that what was the matter 
with the Novel, and the British novel in particular, was that 
it went straight forward, whereas in your gradual making 
acquaintanceship with your fellows you never do go straight 
forward. You meet an English gentleman at your golf club. He 
is beefy, full of health, the moral of the boy from an English 
Public School of the finest type. You discover gradually that 
he is hopelessly neurasthenic, dishonest in matters of small 
change, but unexpectedly self-sacrificing, a dreadful liar, but 
a most painfully careful student of lepidoptera and, finally, 
from the public prints, a bigamist who was once, under an¬ 
other name, hammered on the Stock Exchange. . . . Still, 
there he is, full-fed fehow, moral of an English Public School 
product. To get such a man in fiction you could not begin at 
his beginning and work his life chronologically to the end. 
Yoit must first gel him in with a strong impression, and the?) 
xvork backwards and forwards over his past, . . 

There seem to be two main reasons for the manner of 
narration which departs w\de\7 i^fom the chronological 
order of events. One is suggested in the last sentence 
quoted; it is a question of the reader s interest—of story¬ 
telling strategy. It is too cumbersome, too dull, to try to 
get in at the beginning all you know about your character. 
The thing is first “to get him in with a strong impression”; 
and then, to give him the development which he deserves, 
you “work backwards and forwards over his past.” The 
other reason is a question of naturalness, lifelikeness, and 
getting away from the formality associated with an author. 
“The object of the novelist is to keep the reader entirely 
oblivious of the fact that the author exists—even of the 
fact that he is reading a book.” It is obvious how this ap¬ 
plies to the Marlow device. But it applies also to the 
chronology. 

We agreed that the general effect of a novel must be 
the general effect that life makes on mankind. A novel must 

1 Ford, Ford Madox: Josepti Conrad: a Personal Remembrance. 



CHRONOLOGY AND IMPRESSION 361 

therefore not be a narration, a report. Life does not say to 
you: In 1914 my next-door neighbor, Mr. Slack, erected a 
greenhouse and painted it with Cox’s green aluminum paint. 
... If you think about the matter you will remember, in vari¬ 
ous unordered pictures, how one day Mr. Slack appeared in 
his garden and contemplated the wall of his house. You will 
then try to remember the year of that occurrence and you will 
fix it as August 1914, because having had the foresight to bear 
the municipal stock of the City of Liege you were able to afford 
a first-class season ticket for die first time in your life. You will 
remember Mr. Slack—then much thinner because it was before 
he found out where to buy that cheap Burgundy. [And so on 
for another page of divagations around the subject of Mr. 
Slack’s greenhouse.] 

We accepted without much protest the stigma “Impression¬ 
ists” that was thrown at us. In those days Impressionists were 
still considered to be bad people: Atheists, Reds, wearing red 
ties with which to frighten householders. But we accepted the 
name because Life appearing to us much as the building of 
Mr. Slack’s greenhouse comes back to you, wc sow that lije did 
not narrate, but made impressions on our brains. 


It is very curious how little use of this method Conrad 
and Ford made in their novels written in collaboration, 
compared with the novels of Conrad alone, written at about 
the same period or later, and the novels ol Ford written 
since the war. I regret very much that space will not allow 
me to discuss those remarkable novels ol Ford “No More 
Parades” (1925) and “A Man Could Stand Up” (1926), with 
their beautiful application of all these theories; not to 
speak of “The Good Soldier” (1915), in which is to be 
found another interesting statement of his theory that 
stories should be told “in the way persons telling a story 
would tell them.” 

As for Conrad, he had always shown a disposition to get 
his character in first with a strong impression and then 
work backward over his past before going on with the 
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dramatic present which brought the story to its climax. 
There are striking instances of this method in '‘Almayer’s 
Folly,” ”The Rescue,” and virtually every one of his novels. 
But in the novels which represent his earlier technique 
these blocks ol backward narrative have too much the air 
of mere “exposition,” as if the story had outrun itself and 
the author had to go back and catch up. And for the most 
part, within these extensive blocks of narrative the chro¬ 
nology is straightforward, and so we cannot say strictly that 
the author is “working backwards and forwards” over his 
character’s past. It is in “Lord Jim” and “Chance” that this 
method is most successfully and consistently applied. Let 
us take the case of “Lord Jim” and indicate in the most 
summary fashion possible the backward and forward loop- 
ings of the story. And, to make it more graphic, let us as¬ 
sign a letter of the alphabet to each main period of the 
action. 

The story begins with a general account of Jim as water- 
clerk at various Eastern ports after the collision and the 
trial (say, KLM). It then goes back to give an account of 
Jim’s life from the beginning up to the moment of the 
collision (A-E). In the fourth chapter we are present at the 
trial of the officers of the Patna for abandoning their ship 
(H), at which time Marlow made the acquaintance of Jim. 
We then have from Marlow an account of the look of these 
dishonored officers on their first appearance at the port 
where they were tried (G), and of an encounter he had 
much earlier with the German skipper before the sailing 
of the Patna (D). We return to the trial (H) and look for¬ 
ward to the suicide soon after of the presiding judge, 
Brierly (J). Then Jim begins to give Marlow an account 
(through several chapters) of what happened on the Patna 
and afterward (E and F), and we have also Marlow’s ac¬ 
count of his conversation with the French lieutenant who 
boarded the vessel after the collision (F). Several chapters 
are given to Marlow’s dealings with Jim immediately after 
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the trial (I), with a torward glance to Marlow’s last glimpse 
of Jim after his visit to Patusan (R). Next we have Jim’s 
experiences in various ports (KLM), leading to Marlow’s 
consultation with Stein (N). We next pass to the visit paid 
by Marlow to Jim in Patusan (Q), and—here I am greatly 
simplifying—fourteen chapters are given to an account of 
this visit (Q), alternating with accounts of what Jim had 
to tell Marlow, during this visit, about his first arrival at 
Patusan and his life there (P). This part ends with Marlow’s 
farewell to Jim (R). I will not attempt to outline the rest 
ot the book. 

All this certainly sounds bewildering, and it looks still 
more bewildering if we put together the letters represent¬ 
ing the sequence of events as narrated and compare them 
with the actual chronological order. The true chronological 
order would be: 

A, B, C, D, E, F, G, H, I, J, K, L, M, N, O, P, Q, R, S, 
T, U, V, W, X, Y, Z 

The order in the book is, by chapters: 

KLMP, WA, E, B, E, E, H, GD, HJ, FE, E, E, F, F, F, 
FK, I, I, R, 1 , KL, MN, N, Q, QPO, OP, P, QP, P, P, P, 
QP, P, P, Q, Q, Q, R, ZV, YX, S, S, S, TY, U, U, U, WXY 

A similar picture of chronology in “Chance” or “Nos- 
tromo” would give an equally topsyturvy alphabet. And 
in “Nostromo,” indeed, the effect upon the reader is al¬ 
most as bewildering as the picture would suggest. In 
“Chance” and “Lord Jim,” however, the effect is nothing 
like so peculiar as one would expect, and the method has 
its justification. 

In the first place, there is the mere consideration of story¬ 
telling strategy. The method does enable the author to get 
in first a strong impression of the character, of this or that 
situation, and so catch the reader’s attention, before bring¬ 
ing the light of retrospection and anticipation to explain 
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and modify the impression. It is the actual strategy of many 
an excellent raconteur. It is for this reason a system which 
gives naturalness to Marlow’s narrative. 

But the esthetic rationale goes much deeper. It is Con¬ 
rad’s sense of the elusiveness of human nature which leads 
him not merely to view his subject from so many angles 
and strain it through so many media, but also to keep mov¬ 
ing his camera backward and forward in time so as con¬ 
stantly to get the subject into some new illuminating per¬ 
spective. It is as if human nature were a rare and skittish 
bird which he must approach with every circumstance of 
precaution and which must by all means be taken by sur¬ 
prise. The method of James is to lay regular siege to Life; 
the method of Conrad is to lie in ambush for it. 


7 

Conrad’s material in “Nostromo” (1904)—character, in¬ 
cident, setting—is perhaps richer than that of any of his 
other books. In fact, it is much too rich even for a book of 
this size, the longest of his novels. The political history 
of Costaguana alone is enough for one big book, without 
the silver-mine of the Goulds. Conrad has introduced into 
this story more major figures than in any other. The chron¬ 
ological looping method is used throughout, with evi¬ 
dent good intentions but with very dubious results. 

It is unsatisfactory because no one character or group 
of characters holds the center of the stage long enough for 
us to grow comfortably interested in him or it. During the 
second part. Martin Decoud is much more at the center 
than Nostromo. The titular hero does not begin to take 
his due place in die story until the end of the seventh chap¬ 
ter of the third and last part (page 411 in a book of 600 
pages), and he does not ho)d it steadily from there on. And 
with all the bewildering distribution of interest and con¬ 
fusion of chronology, there is no Marlow to direct the ex- 
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ploration of the wilderness, to show the point of this or 
that excursion away from the present moment and tlie 
present center of interest. 

The result is that only the most resolute lovers of Con¬ 
rad can push their way through the tangled underbrush of 
this well-nigh pathless forest. Mr. Jean-Aubry calls it “his 
longest, most complicated, most powerful work.” Priceless 
things are buried there under a complication of tropical 
growth. Mrs. Gould and Dr. Monygham are alone worth 
an expedition to recover them. But no one should under¬ 
take such an expedition without being warned of its perils 
and ardors. Conrad’s letters are full of references to the 
long desperate struggle he had in its composition, and the 
reasons are obvious. With such a sodden weight of mat- 
ter to be assimilated, with nothing like a real center of 
interest anywhere in the book, and with no Marlow to 
keep things in their places, nothing but superhuman pow¬ 
ers would have enabled him to realize his ideal of mak¬ 
ing us see. 

The book is of course a most striking example of what 
I have called the deformalization of the novel. And it was 
not labor altogether wasted. The “impressionistic” method 
outlined by Ford does go far to give life and naturalness 
to the story. But it must be acknowledged that Conrad 
here indulged in excesses of such impressionism. In “Vic¬ 
tory" (1910) he managed without Marlow, partly because 
he did have a center of interest. But the great triumphs of 
his technique are “Lord Jim” and “Chance,” in which his 
impressionism was chastened and controlled by the use of 
the word-of-mouth narrator Marlow. 
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TTo BEGIN with, let it be said that I do not pretend to 
understand the psychological state of Lawrence himself, 
which had so much to do with his choice of subjects and 
his characterization. Mr. Middleton Murry has made a 
diabolically clever study of his friend, and has shown from 
book to book how one character after another is either 
drawn from Lawrence himself or else is a presentment of 
what he would have liked to be. No one can pretend to 
know Lawrence without having weighed all the evidence 
cited by Mr. Murry. Unfortunately, apart from the pseudo¬ 
piety and dubious hero-worship which accompany this 
analysis of his friend’s pathological state, there is a funda¬ 
mental obscurity and confusion in Murry’s picture of that 
state. tile makes it clear that, owing to what is called a 
“mother-fixation,” Lawrence was never able to make a 
happy emotional adjustment to womerQBut what remains 
hopelessly obscure in Murry’s account is whether the im¬ 
potence of Lawrence—for that is what, in plain terms, 
he attributes to him—was a physical or a sentimental im¬ 
potence. 

Well, it is a commonplace of criticism that the writer’s 
misery is often our good luck. 

Aus meinen grossen Schmerzen 

Mach’ Ich die kleinen Lieder. 

Lawrence was a tortured soul throughout the forty-five 
years of his life. But what he suffered, and what he thought 
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and observ ed imAir the stimulus of this suffering, was suffi¬ 
cient to funu^i f prth a dozen remarkable novels, not to 
mention his plays, and miscellaneous writings.(lie 

was “crucifi^ fiwi'sex,” and he gave the world the bene¬ 
fit of that e^^rtwlce^Few of his books arc to be recom¬ 
mended to young or to any readers who have a 

need for beir^ twpiared a too close view of the psychology 
of sex. His tl^iOTtti^al psychology is said by professional 
psychologists wrong-headed. This does not prevent 

his books strewn with psychological truths— 

revealing artifljfi^^lituations, emotional states—so rich 
and conviodi"^%l^at he makes most writers of his time look 
trifling and^^Swidst childish by comparison. 

There 9^ things about his style which I do not like. 
The cocka^ ta^te of Keats and Leigh Hunt was not a cir¬ 
cumstance ifcat of this miner’s son. This applies to what 
he says as w/rfliis to the manner of saying it. He blurts out 
so many things to which it is the instinct of genteel good 
taste not tq* refer at all. He makes men go bathing together 
naked and admire one another’s beauty—which, of course, 
is simply ^^“not done.” But, then, we know how much far¬ 
ther ladiscretions of genius carry us in the arts than 
the tab^i^of good taste. And there is more of the splendor 
and the flutter and glimmer and vitality of human 

exp^irtii* in one chapter of Lawrence than in whole vol¬ 
umes I ai Willa Gather. 

(IjiimaKe was practically untouched by the ideals of the 
well-«pi^' novey There is no suggestion whatever, in his 
typical lierk, of the dramatic focusing of a restricted point 
of k true that in “The Lost Gid” and in “Aaron’s 

Rod,’/ ^kume is a simplification resulting from each one of 
these MNneb being the story of a single person—the first 
tha^ id Alidna Houghton, the second that of Aaron Sisson. 
In mA csisCy as the story proceeds, it becomes more and 
Inclusively that of Alvina or of Aaron, and auto- 
IMlkitfy the single point of view establishes itself. 
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In his first published novel, “Tl^r^l^ite Peacock*' 
(1911), it was probably by intentions tiMiW ll» story is told 
in the first person by a man who was^-iW^w to virtually 
all that went on. This Cyril was the brojltenof the prin¬ 
cipal woman character, Lettie, and a ftiend of the 

principal man, George. Mr. Murry is right in 

identifying Cyril with Lawrence. He w®\bw^ like Law¬ 
rence, in September, was given, like him, TO panting, and 
was endowed with his emotional and afti^c |ensitivity. 
So that what we have is the author puttiw femself as a 
character into the story. He has, however, ^ mrt of his 
own to play. He is simply a shadowy third to every 

situation in which the others are involved. 'lftfe^4re some¬ 
times very intimate and delicate situations, i® ^Itich it is 
hard to believe that the others would have iflwed him 
to trail along; so that he introduces an eletfiii^ bi unreal¬ 
ity into the story. This typical novelistic'itevliae i^as par¬ 
ticularly unsuited to Lawrence’s genius. 

None of these three is among the great typi^L novels 
of Lawrence. “Aaron’s Rod’’ has considerable iippcwtance 
in the development of his ideas on love, but ly^jceunpara- 
tively little of that mystical poetry in the j^^ic^gy of 
love which is his distinctive contribution to ll^ novel. 
“The l.ost Girl’’ is a delightful book, a relaxation ^bom his 
more severe preoccupations, a marvelous flight fiWMn re¬ 
ality. “The White Peacock’’ is the most charming trf neg¬ 
lected works of genius. It is true that the stoi^ Wp * sad 
ending, and that it is a work of genius. But tlumr the 
only reasons I can think of why it should have beeb neg¬ 
lected. I know of no work in prose or verse moretWt^fcw- 
ing with the beauty of English country and th% ciirciim- 
stances of farm life. In its own way it is as fine as Nte^ith, 
as Hardy, as John Cowper Powys in “Wolf Solent^ 

Human relations and sentiments in great varl^^'jB^e 
ton hed off in a narrative swift, firm, sensitive, pen^nlttpf. 
There is something joyous in the spontaneous 
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impressions from this unjaded pen; Lawrence’s mind has 
not yet set into that hard, jagged mold that makes the 
strength of his later novels at the same time that it gives 
them their cruel and repellent quality. 

It is perhaps of Meredith that Lawrence most reminds 
one in the technical handling of his material. The two are 
alike in the essentially lyrical and romantic character of 
their genius, in their tendency to expatiate in detail, in 
their almost complete innocence of technique as it would 
be understood by Eliot, Stevenson, Turgenev, James. 

They are worlds apart in philosophical tone; Meredith 
is as notoriously “sound” as Lawrence is notoriously “mor 
bid.” And they are very diffeient in their attitude toward 
their characters. In this matter Lawrence is much more 
“modern” than Meredith. He does not patronize his char¬ 
acters; he does not paw them about and tell us what we 
ought to think about them. He has little irony and no 
humor. His attitude toward his characters might be de¬ 
scribed as purely scientific if it were not that it is so fer¬ 
vently, even feverishly, sympathetic. He appears very little 
in the role of discursive philosopher. While there is a 
good deal of abstract theorizing on human relations in the 
later books, it appears mostly in the dialogue; he leaves it 
to the people themselves. And if they are rather more given 
to this sort of speculation than the general run of people, 
they are not more so than the characters of ‘‘Jude the Ob¬ 
scure” and “Point Counter Point.” 

The finest and most representative of Lawrence’s novels 
are “Sons and Lovers” (1913), “The Rainbow” (1915), 
and “Women in Love” (1921). “The Plumed Serpent” 
(1926) is an extremely interesting and colorful book; but 
the heroic stirring of the Mexican soul beneath the over¬ 
layings of Spanish Christian sentiment is a theme too fan¬ 
tastic to be taken seriously, and too difficult of combination 
with Lawrence’s constant theme of erotic psychology. “I^dy 
Chatterley’s Lover” (1928) has its own stark beauty, and 
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is a document of unmistakable importance. It repre¬ 
sents Lawrence’s last desperate effort to adjust his own 
emotional difficulties, or to find an ideal formula for men 
more happy than he in their sex life. The formula is far 
too simple, being found in a mechanical detail of physiol¬ 
ogy in the art of love-making. There is a tendency all 
through Lawrence to wish to throw off the intolerable bur¬ 
den of emotional relations by some such trick of legerde¬ 
main, to reduce sex relations to physiology and be done 
with them. But this was something manifestly impossible 
for so sensitive a soul, one that lived so constantly in his 
emotions, if indeed it is possible for any civilized human 
being. It is all very well to say that we make too much of 
our emotions; that we should live cool and collected, with 
reason and wisdom in control and our sentiments bat¬ 
tened down under hatches. But we are not made that way; 
and ordinary normal human relationships are an affair of 
tenderness and tears, excitement, strain, struggle, discour¬ 
agement, and hope, of vanity bleeding and pride laid low. 
This was obviously the case with Lawrence, who never 
quite won to a normal human relationship. And if all of 
his characters had succeeded in simplifying their sex life 
as did the gamekeeper who was Lady Chatterley’s lover, his 
books would have an altogether different significance, an 
artistic importance altogether inferior to what they do 
have. 


2 

Lawrence’s main intention and preoccupation are such 
as accord ill with ‘dramatic” tendencies in novel tech¬ 
nique. His characters are not so much unitary souls ar¬ 
ranged in patterns as centers of radiation quivering with 
the interchange of impulses. It is not the situations in 
which they find themselves which primarily concern him, 
but the feelings they have toward one another; and not 
so much the feelings on one side or the other as the inter- 
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play of feelings. His all-embracing intention is, seemingly, 
to show the materialization in human lives of the elemental 
life-impulse—we might say the procreative instinct, but I 
think he would object to having it defined so narrowly— 
the welling up into conscious life of the great subterranean 
waters of unconscious vital force. The persons are not 
conceived primarily as actors interesting in themselves 
for projects undertaken, or for the dramatic patterns re¬ 
sulting from their conflicting interests. The author is not 
interested in social forms or the social spectacle for them 
selves. His characters are simply jets of the great dark 
stream of energy, carriers of energy and the cosmic will. 
He is not so much concerned with the forms taken on by 
the energy as with the energy which takes on the forms; 
not so much with the dramatic moment as with the process 
which passes through the dramatic moment. 

He is not primarily interested in producing individual 
characters which live by their idiosyncrasy, like Dickens^ 
in shutting you up with a loved person in a fearful predica 
ment, like Charlotte Bronte, in assembling social docu¬ 
ments, like Balzac. He wishes to illustrate the variegated 
manifestation of the life-impulse, the manifold coloration 
of the stream of life; but his main concern is with the 
stream, and—in the stream—with its flow. Plot appears 
not in die form of intrigue with mysteries to be solved, 
misunderstandings to be ironed out, conflicts of interest 
to be settled, moral issues to be brought to a conclusion. 
The plot is simply the line of movement of the elemental 
life-force—a sinuous, rapid, shifting, wave-like movement; 
the movement of waves of no such slow and massive stuff 
as water but much more subtle and swift, like some form 
of radiation. The dramatic situations are simply the mal¬ 
adjustments, correspondences, counterbalances of erotic 
impulse personified. Human beings appear as the modali¬ 
ties of the elemental urge. 

A great specialty of Lawrence is his creation of a charged 
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emotional atmosphere. This derives partly from his treat¬ 
ment of the emotions not in the dramatic, or in the sen¬ 
timental, or in the moralistic fashion, but as manifestations 
of physico-psychic phenomena which are the play of the 
elemental life-forces—the individuals being considered as 
carriers of so much fluid energy. This accounts for a cer¬ 
tain indefiniteness or intangibility in the causes of a given 
feeling, or in the very character of the feeling, which does 
not appear as the desire for a well-defined object or 
pointed up in a particular dramatic issue. It is not the vir¬ 
tues and social qualities of an individual which make 
another fall in love with him, but something more ele¬ 
mental, less amenable to definition. 

The average novel takes love for granted, and then 
makes it the issue in a situation constituted by obstacles 
put in the way of gratification, by misunderstandings be¬ 
tween the persons involved, by points of honor, conflicts 
of obligation or jurisdiction. In such cases the interest is 
more in the geometrical figure thus outlined—for exam¬ 
ple, the notorious triangle—than in the obscure forces 
brought into play. The dramatic situation is thought of 
as a problem to be solved by moral or sentimental algebra. 

With Lawrence, love is conceived of in terms suggest- 
ing chemical aflinities, the attraction and repulsion of 
forces not definable in moral-sentimental-social terms. 
Sometimes we think of chemical affinities; sometimes of 
psychic auras affecting one another; sometimes of bodies 
of different magnitudes and weights exerting varying de¬ 
grees of pull upon one another; most often—and it is a 
common figure with Lawrence—of electrical phenomena: 
positive and negative, polarization, incandescent wires, 
voltage, interference, short circuits. In his “Fantasia of the 
Unconscious” he says: 

A family is a group of wireless stations, all adjusted to the 
.same, or ve^-y much the same vibration. All the time they 
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quiver with the interchange, there is one long endless flow of 
vitalistic [sic] communication between members of one fam¬ 
ily, a long, strange rapport, a sort of life-unison. It is a ri[)ple 
of life through many bodies as through one body. 

Similar figures recur throughout his books, especially 
in the love passages. 

It was a dark flood of electric passion she released from him, 
drew into herself. She had established a rich new circuit, a new 
current of passional electric energy, between the two of them, 
released from the darkest poles of the body and established in 
perfect circuit. It was a dark fire of electricity that rushed from 
him to her, and flooded them both with rich peace, satisfaction. 

This passage from “Women in Love” refers to the sensa 
tions of two lovers in actual bodily contact, but Lawrence 
is just as often talking of an interchange of sensations 
between persons merely in the presence of one another or 
thinkinsf of one another, of the emotional character of 

O 

the abstract relation as such, if we can speak of any re¬ 
lation as being afrstract. Thus in an article published in 
“Sciibner’s Magazine’ in the year of his death he writes: 

A v\oinan is a li\iiig fountain whose spiav falls delicately 
ai’ound her, oil all that come near. A woman is a si range soft 
vibiaiion on the air, going forth unknown and umonscious. 
and seeking a vibration of resjionse. Or else she is a discordant, 
jarring, painful vibration, going forth and hurting every one 
wathin range. And a man the same. A man, as he lives and 
moves and has being, is a fountain of life-v ibration, quivering 
and flowing towaid some one, something that will receive his 
outflow^ and send back an inflow, so that a circuit is completed, 
and there is a sort of peace. Or else he is a source of irritation, 
discord, and pain, harming every one near him. 

Much stress is laid by Lawrence on the state of aware- 
neys which exists between two persons. The ordinary writer 
does not mention such a phenomenon. He takes for 
granted that persons are aware of one another if they are 
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dramatic sense of two persons between whom there is a def¬ 
inite issue, but simply of two forces wishing to dominate, 
to push one another to the wall, to destroy one another. 
Most remarkable perhaps, and most mysterious, is, in the 
third generation, the struggle between Ursula and Anton, 
powerfully drawn to each other sexually, and yet unable to 
make satisfying contact, unable to find that vital fulfilment 
which is the be-all and the end-all of these dark forces. 

We have here the clue to the world-wide difference be¬ 
tween the themes of Lawrence and those of the ordinary 
novelist. What his people are all seeking is nothing more 
precisely defined than this “vital fulfilment.” We read in 
“Anna Karenina” of an English novel in which the hero 
was “almost reaching his English happiness, a baronetcy 
and an estate.” The psychological novel has made some 
progress since the time that Tolstoy wrote these words; 
but still the great mass of all novelists in English set for 
their heroes and heroines objectives almost as precise and 
external as a baronetcy and an estate. Lawrence is perhaps 
the only English novelist who has taken for his specialty 
what can with any propriety be called the psychology of 
sex. 

And that is the main reason why he has been so long ta¬ 
boo. For a large proportion of what is called morbid in him 
is simply—whether morbid or not—the regular accom¬ 
paniment of the relation between any two individuals who 
are seeking “vital fulfilment” and are obliged to make an 
adjustment of wills and temperaments. Naturally the most 
interesting point for study is that at which adjustment 
is difficult. And this being I^wrence’s specialty, the em¬ 
phasis necessarily falls upon what used to be called the 
“disagreeable.” 
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I have dwelt on the element of mystery in the emotional 
reactions of Lawrence's characters; I migiit ha\e c^lJcd it 
irrationality. But 1 do not mean to imply that it is arbi¬ 
trary or does not ha\e its deteimining cause in the obscure 
levels of the unconscious. Lawrence knew what he was 
about. He was a pioneer explorer in a dark Alrica, beyond 
the reach of the post-office and the motor road. But he was 
proceeding by plan, with chart and compass. And most ol 
what is obscure in him takes on a signiheant meaning to 
any one who will acquaint himself with what is known— 
or guessed—of the psychology of sex. Let him begin, of 
course, with Freud. 

Of all his novels, “The Rainbow” is the most compie- 
hensive textbook of this subject. There is a remarkable ac¬ 
count of the emotional relationship of mother, father, and 
child, through two generations. Twice in the story we have 
the father, baffled in his urge toward the mother, turning 
to the daughter for his emotional fulfilment. In the case ol 
Tom Brangwen and his stepdaughter Anna, we have a man 
who really loves the child and treats her with sensitive 
understanding and patience, so that she is finally won over 
to him, and then the relation of the parents is gradually 
adjusted, so that the child has a feeling of security in their 
union. The case of Will Brangwen and Ursula is that of 
a stupid, self-absorbed father who, in spite of his love for 
his daughter and his emotional dependence on her, is 
really insensitive to her spiritual needs, is weakly brutal or 
indifferent in his treatment of her; so that she, in her sen¬ 
sitive pride, shuts up against him, comes to see the world 
as hostile, and is badly “conditioned” for her own emo¬ 
tional problems in maturity. 

There is reference to a dozen other phenomena fa¬ 
miliar among students of psychoanalysis, or simple com- 
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monplaces of modern psychology, though Lawrence re¬ 
frains almost invariably from using the hackneyed tech¬ 
nical terms: the unconscious process of “self-maximation” 
through love; “transference” and “sublimation”; the “in¬ 
feriority complex”; a sex psychology which takes a re- 

ir^aLwrervee^ d^vcavuacfxt su6ject, in ^'The Rainbow'' 

vw t\\S 'V^Olk^ is what has been called the battle of 
the sexes, a subject treated in highly simplified form in the 
plays of Strindberg and Ibsen. This battle of the sexes is 
incident to the complexity of circumstance under which 
two individuals meet—the elemental urge to fulfilment 
running everywhere upon obstructions—difference of tem¬ 
perament, difference of power, conflicts of will, faulty emo¬ 
tional synchronization, and so on. 

The battle resulting from difference of quality or power 
in love is illustrated in the rather mysterious case of Ursula 
and Anton. Apparently the author wished to present the 
contrast between a woman who loves the soul as well as 
the body of a man and the man who can love only the 
woman’s body. A great cause of sexual conflict lies in the 
fact that the woman is fulfilled through child-bearing, 
while the man continues to crave an intense fulfilment 
through the woman. This is illustrated in the married life 
of Tom and Lydia. The battle of the sexes is naturally 
fed by everything of opposition in the temperaments of 
the two lovers, wliether it is incidental to their individual 
idiosyncrasies or, still more, something inherent in their 
contrary character of male and female. 

This latter is the note that recurs the oftenest through¬ 
out Lawrence’s work. It is very strongly sounded in “Sons 
and Lovers.” Paul Morel is typical of Lawrence’s men in 
his unwillingness to give himself fully to the woman; 
whereas Miriam is typical of his women in her passion to 
absorb the man completely, to leave nothing of him over, 
unexhausted by their love. In this case there is a special 
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iam. For “Sons and Lovers" is primarily the story of a 
mother-fixation. Paul s love for Miriam is a desperate at¬ 
tempt to free himself from his excessive attachment to his 
mother. But this he cannot do. He cannot give to Miriam 
what has already been made over to his mother; and thus 
comes about that torturing dichotomy of his emotional 
being, and the disharmony between him and the woman 
who wants all his love and to whom he can give but half. 

There is every reason to believe that this is, almost 
literally, autobiography; and Mr. Murry finds in this 
mother-fixation the clue to all of Lawrence’s work. I can¬ 
not but think that he simplifies over much. It is undoubt¬ 
edly true that Lawrence’s relation to his mother absorbed 
far too much of his emotional powers, and made him more 
than ordinarily rebellious against the sentimental de¬ 
mands of women. It made him exceptionally dependent 
on women, and by the same token exceptionally alive to 
the man’s desire to keep back something of himselt in the 
love relation. But what it made him alive to is, 1 fancy, 
a feeling not altogether peculiar to himself or to per¬ 
sons who have been unfortunately conditioned by unwise 
mother-love. 

Perhaps it is not a question of male and female. Per¬ 
haps this desire to keep something back—to maintain some 
independent realm of spiritual being through all the fire 
and intimacy of passion—may be felt by women as in¬ 
tensely as by men. But here it is a man who writes; and 
to him it seems that he and all other men are struggling 
against the tyranny of the female, who wishes to exhaust 
in the sex relation all the spiritual capacities of the male. 

This is essentially the theme of “Women in Love,” and 
the person in this story who represents the triumph of the 
male point of view is Birkin, who married Ursula Brang- 
wen with the understanding, reluctantly granted, that he 
should be allowed to keep his spiritual freedom. He has 
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earlier had an intimacy with another woman, Hermione, 
who represents another type of female domination. 

Fusion, fusion, this horrible fusion of two things, which 
every woman and most men insisted on, was it not nauseous 
and horrible anyhow, whether it was a fusion of the spirit or 
of the emotional body? Hermione saw herself as the perfect 
idea, to which all men must come: And Ursula was the perfect 
Womb, the bath of birth, to which all men must come! And 
both were horrible. Why could not they remain individ¬ 
ual, limited by their own limits? Why this dreadful all- 
comprehensiveness, this hateful tyranny? why not leave the 
other being free, why try to absorb, or melt, or merge? One 
might abandon oneself utterly to the moments, but not to 
any other being. 

The particular form taken, in “Women in Love” as in 
“Aaron’s Rod” and other later novels of Lawrence, by 
this desire to escape from absorption by the woman was 
the consummation of a supplementary friendship with a 
man; and it grows more and more clear that this friend¬ 
ship—which Lawrence vainly sought, himself, in his own 
life—was to be the impersonal friendship of teacher and 
disciple. Here, if you like, is where the crazy streak comes 
out. For this very great artist was determined to be a 
leader and savior of men. Not content with the “sublima¬ 
tion” of art, he must also further satisfy his unfulfilled 
emotional life by taking on him the mantle of a prophet. 

c-'acev \v\m mistake, ii 

a mistake, oi WoidswoxtYi and SheWey. 

4 

Lawrence’s technique is tlie natural outcome of his pre¬ 
occupation with intimate sex psychology combined with 
his painter’s eye, his vivid awareness of the external world. 
He is always primarily occupied wdth the subjective expe¬ 
rience of his people, their sensations in the presence of 
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one another, but at the same time he is aware of how they 
look from the outside, of their tone and manner, the set¬ 
ting in which they play their parts, what they say and 
do; of all that gives them objective reality. It is therefore 
impossible for him to maintain strictly the point of view 
of any character, keeping to the subjective aspect of things. 
He is forever passing back and forth between subjective 
and objective, within the chapter, within the paragraph, 
within the sentence. The characters are seen together in 
their setting; or they are themselves aware of their setting 
as something outside themselves; or one of them is seen 
and felt by the other, taken by himself or in his setting. 

It is impossible, given his intention, to stick to the 
point of view of one character rather than another. It is, 
as I have said, the interplay of forces in the electromag¬ 
netic field lying between the characters that concerns him; 
and that implies a constant shift back and forth between 
the characters so as to record the sensations on both sides, 
as well as sensations conceived in terms common to 
both. 

Thus if one examines the chapter in “Women in Love" 
entitled “Continental,"’ one finds the five principal per¬ 
sons involved, Gudrun, Gerald, Birkin, Ursula and 
Loerke, presented in every possible combination, so far 
as center of interest or point of view is concerned: each 
one taken by himself (that is, five separate arrangements); 
each one in combination with each of the others (ten 
more arrangements, if my arithmetic is right), and then all 
together and in combination with the other guests at the 
alpine hostelry. 

Then again the sinuous trail of the elemental life-force 
often leads him over more ground and more varied than 
is consistent with the “dr? ic” ideal in the novel. In 
“The Rainbow” he undertaK ^ to give an intimate record 
of the diealings of this impish spirit with no less than three 
generations of the Brangwens. In “Sons and Lovers” more 
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than a third of the book is occupied with the life of the 
older Morels and the growing up of the children, before 
we come to the love life of Paul; and this latter theme, 
which occupies the rest of the book, involves the record¬ 
ing of ten or a dozen years, rather evenly distributed along 
the whole line of the narrative. 

Lawrence does not carefully date his action like Gals¬ 
worthy and Bennett; nor does he, like them, draw a sharp 
line between what happened this year and what happened 
ten years later. The thing seems to keep going on steadily 
like time, growth, and evolution. 

He has little sense for the “discriminated occasion.” 
Very seldom does he develop any one scene with an eye to 
suspense, momentum, and climax. The elemental force 
plays fitfully in and out, growing intense or fading away. 
His chapters are typically very long and cover a great num¬ 
ber of occasions—brief, particular occasions—with short 
transitional passages of summary and generalization, em¬ 
phasizing the continuity of the process. 

In characterization his method is rather suggestive than 
formal. Generally speaking, his characters are vividly in¬ 
dividualized; and while you may not altogether under¬ 
stand them, there is no question about your knowing 
them. Sometimes, however, he is led astray by his psycho¬ 
logical theories, or by his preoccupation with the undiffer¬ 
entiated life-impulse. During a large part of “Women in 
Love” the reader is likely to confuse the two sisters, Ur¬ 
sula and Gudrun, by intention so different, though strong 
in family likeness and certainly more like to each other 
than to any other heroine of fiction. This is partly due 
to his neglect of point of view, and his constant shift of 
center. 

His style is brilliantly original, experimental, impres¬ 
sionistic. It is oftentimes faulty in idiom, and faulty in 
the typical romantic way of trying to push expressiveness 
far beyond the possibilities of language. It is the style of 
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a poet. And the poet is felt, too, in the very great use 
of symbolism and of incidents rich with overtones of 
feeling and hidden correspondences of thought. Such are 
the superb chapters in “Women in Love” entitled “Rab¬ 
bit” and “Moony.” In the latter there is a fine symbolism 
in Birkin’s stoning the reflection of the moon-goddess (the 
accursed Syria Dea) on the waters of a pond. And there is 
perhaps no better bit oi “modernistic” description in all 
Lawrence. 

Then again there was a burst of sound, and a burst of bril¬ 
liant light, the moon had exploded on die water, and was fly¬ 
ing asunder in flakes of white and dangerous fire. Rapidly, 
like white birds, the fires all broken rose across the pond, liee- 
ing in clamorous confusion, battling with the flock of dark 
waves that were forcing their way in. The furthest rays of 
light, fleeing out, seemed to be clamouring against the sliore 
for escape, the waves of darkness came in heavily, lunning 
under towards the centre. But at the centre, the heart of all, 
was still a vivid, incandescent quivering of a white moon not 
quite destroyed, a white body of fire writhing and striving and 
not even now broken open, not yet violated. It seemed to be 
drawing itself together with strange, violent pangs, in blind 
effort. It was getting stronger, it was reasserting itself, the 
inviolable moon. And the rays were hastening in in thin lines 
of light, to return to the strengthened moon, that shook upon 
the water in triumphant reassumption. 

The term “impressionist” is even more properly appli¬ 
cable to Lawrence than to Conrad. The im[)ressionist 
painter saw his subject differently from his predecessors. 
He saw it less in terms of the outline which is known to 
be there and more in terms of the mass which strikes the 
eye. And his technique was to build up an impression of 
the mass by laying spots of color side by side. James is a 
pre-impressionist in the novel by virtue of the precision 
with which his issue is defined by the tight little line of 
his plot, the steadiness with which he maintains a chosen 
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point of view—what may be called the exact fixation of 
each element in the narrative. Lawrence, in poetry and 
the novel, is an impressionist because he is not concerned 
with the dramatic shape of the thing but with the living 
“feel" of it. When Miriam asks Paul why it is that she 
likes so much one of his sketches, he replies, “It’s more 
shimmery, as if I’d painted the shimmering protoplasm 
in the leaves and everywhere, and not the stiffness of 
the shape . . . Only this shimmeriness is the real thing. 
The shape is a dead crust.’’ 

It is this shimmeriness which is the chief contribution 
of Lawrence to novelistic technique. And it is this which 
makes him—before Joyce—the most notable example of 
the reaction against the well-made novel. Unless, indeed, 
he was simply unaware of the well-made novel or indiffer¬ 
ent to it, and so not capable of reacting against it. He has 
remained outside its sphere of influence. He has taken a 
line of his own. He is, in the novel, very little of the 
dramatist and very much of the poet. 
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TTHE term “impressionist” applies even better to Dor¬ 
othy Richardson than to Lawrence. Indeed, slie carries the 
technique of impressionism so much farther than he does, 
and with so much more apparent deliberateness of inten¬ 
tion, that she has a decidedly more “modernist” air than 
Lawrence. In some respects she belongs rather with Joyce 
and his followers. She shares with Joyce the credit of hav¬ 
ing originated in English the “stream-of-consciousness” 
type of fiction. But the personality of Miss Richardson is 
so utterly different from that of either of these frightful 
males that, for this reason if there were no others, it is 
more convenient to find an entirely separate category 
in which to place her. 

The term that on the whole sheds most light in her 
case is “imagism.” Her long series of novels under the gen¬ 
eral title of “Pilgrimage” was begun during the great 
vogue of the imagist poets. The first three books— 
“Pointed Roofs,” “Backwater,” “Honeycomb”—appeared 
in, respectively, 1915, 1916, and 1917, the years of publica¬ 
tion of the three anthologies entitled “Some Imagist Poets,” 
which followed upon the volume entitled “Des Ima- 
gistes,” published in 1914. 

These poets were strongly influenced by the French sym¬ 
bolists. They were fundamentally lyric poets, and their 
dominant tendency was to render life not in terms of story 
or dramatic characterization, nor, again, in terms of ab¬ 
stract thought and sentiment, but in terms of impressions. 

385 
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And these impressions they endeavored to convey, as Miss 
Lowell says, not through “vague generalities” but by im¬ 
ages which “render particulars exactly.” They represent 
a widespread tendency of the time, a tendency which, in 
its essence, is still largely present in American poetry, as 
these stanzas from Mr. Archibald MacLeish’s “Ars Po- 
etica” will bear witness: 

A poem should be equal to: 

Not true 

For all the history of grief 

An empty doorway and a maple leaf 

For love 

The leaning grasses and two lights above the sea— 

A poem should not mean 

But be 

It is obvious that a prose narrative can never conform 
altogether to this ideal of a poem. But the novels of Dor¬ 
othy Richardson come as near to it as anything can come 
and continue to be a prose narrative. I base my descrip¬ 
tion of them largely on the first three, which are much 
the most charming and interesting, as well as being more 
significant in an account of the experimental novel of 
to-day. They are books that can hardly be said to have a 
social or philosophical theme. They are altogether lacking 
in formal characterization. There is no dramatic issue. 
And there is the almost irreducible minimum of story. 

There is certainly no story in the sense of some relation¬ 
ship developing, some plot engineered, some opposition 
overcome. Miriam Henderson, in “Pointed Roofs,” sim¬ 
ply teaches a year in a German school, receives impressions 
of Germany, fails to please the Fraulein, and comes home. 
In “Backwater” it is much the same tiling with Words- 
wortli House, the dismal London school, except that there 
she does please, and leaves by her own desire. In “Honey- 
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comb’* she passes a season as governess in a delightful 
country-house and receives impressions of men, women, 
and violets. 

It is true that, on one occasion in “Backwater,” she 
spends so much time with Max at a dance that she loses 
Ted, and then Max dies in New York. But all this of Ted 
and Max occupies an infinitesimal part of the whole nar¬ 
rative, and only the brief scenes with Max at the party 
are shown. Nothing is more remarkable than the complete 
disappearance of the unnamed him [TedJ after the first 
section of Chapter I in “Pointed Roofs.” And so with Max 
in “Backwater” after the party; he is only once alluded to, 
where Miriam tells Miss Haddie of his death. Real events 
are almost invariably brought in indirectly or inciden¬ 
tally: Harriett’s and Sarah’s engagements in letters, that 
of Sarah slipped in in connection with another topic. 

It is clear that Miriam in the depths of her nature is 
very much concerned with the question of a man—some 
one to take away that sense of loneliness which she both 
cherishes and shrinks from. She must indeed be aware of 
this herself, however obscurely; at any rate it is hardly 
conceivable that she should not be thinking sometimes of 
Ted and Max, who seem so important when they are men¬ 
tioned. 

And yet these, from a story point of view, most im¬ 
portant of characters are almost altogether ignored, so 
that we may say the record is highly incomplete. And 
why? Perhaps because this nice seventeen- or eighteen- 
year-old girl is too delicate or too indeterminate-minded 
to allow herself to dwell or be moved to dwell on the 
thought of particular men. It is, shall we say, the strongest 
factor in her life, but it is below the surface of conscious¬ 
ness, and she is no Freud to drag it up into the light? Or 
perhaps this Miriam Henderson is definable psycholog¬ 
ically as a strictly virginal nature, or as otherwise inacces¬ 
sible to the appeal of the opposite sex. That she is in- 
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tensely conscious of men is clear enough throughout, and 
most obvious in “Honeycomb.” She hates men for their 
self-satisfied smile . . . “because a woman says one thing 
one minute and another the next. Men ought to be horse¬ 
whipped, all the grown men, all who have ever had that 
self-satisfied smile, all, all, horsewhipped until they apolo¬ 
gize on their knees.” Many psychologists would say that 
the strain of emotional deprivation comes out in her ex¬ 
haustion, and her appeal to God—when she hears from 
home of a dance and thinks of her pinched life—“Why do 
you make me suffer so?” Practically nothing had been 
said of her suffering, though a good deal had been said 
of her fevered effort to be religious-minded, as well 
as her delight in the romantic stories of Carey and Ouida. 

Well, that is it, in the end; the thing is done indirectly. 
The conscious surface of her impressions is given and 
vastly more is implied, with only here and there a discreet 
admission of more. Never was there so convincing a ren¬ 
dering of what a man might describe as the Daphnean fur¬ 
tiveness of a woman’s mind. 

It is not as if the author were there to interpret for 
us. The fundamental assumption of Miss Richardson's 
method is that the author should not be there. May Sin¬ 
clair, in her introduction to “Pointed Roofs,” makes an 
admirable statement of the author’s attitude according to 
this system. 

Obviously, she must not interfere: she must not analyze or 
comment or explain. Rather less obviously, she must not tell 
a story, or handle a situation or set a scene; she must avoid 
drama as she avoids narration. And there are some things she 
must not be. She must not be the wise, all-knowing author. 
She must be Miriam Henderson. She must not know or divine 
anything that Miriam does not know or divine; she must not 
see anything that Miriam does not see . . . She is not con¬ 
cerned. in the way that other novelists are concerned, with 
character. . . . 



IMAGISM: DOROTHY RICHARDSON 589 

As Miss Sinclair says, we have virtually no narrative. 
The prevailing tense is not the preterite as in Jane Austen 
or Thackeray, but the imperfect. “Miriam was practising.” 
“The conversation was growing boisterous.” “The girls 
w^ere all settling down to fancy work.” For tliis is not an 
account of what Miriam did, nor of what she was after 
(little is said of her secondary aims, like being a success* 
ful teacher; this is simply implied in her impressions of 
school life), nor even generally of what she thought. F.ven 
tliat is too active, too like an American heroine taking a 
line, grappling with life. And Miriam is passive. 

It is an account of what was going on in her presence, 
what impressions were coming to her, of how such life as 
she tastes and touches tastes and feels to her. Miriam’s 
thoughts and aspirations are for the most part too tenuous 
to be put in words; they are to be merely suggested 
through her moods in the presence of beauty, her anti¬ 
pathetic reactions to common talk, her pleasant reactions 
to German Gemiithlichkeit, etc. 

.As for what Miss Sinclair says of the non-interference 
by the author, much of that has long been implied in the 
ideals of “subjective drama.” But no one had ever carried 
it so far as Dorothy Richardson. In his later novels James 
tries to identify himself as completely as possible with one 
or another of the characters. Only he feels that he should 
be there to render, to interpret the character’s view of 
things. And it is ever the style of Henry James—his man¬ 
ner of putting ideas together, his stately and finicking 
process of thought—w^hich dominates the landscape. This 
is necessary, he thinks, to keep things orderly, and to make 
us understand the bearing of the character’s thoughts upon 
the point at issue. But in Dorothy Richardson there is 
no point at issue. She does not wish to keep things orderly 
or to make us understand. She wishes to make us feel 
with her character. She wishes to do away as far as is 
humanly possible with all extraneous interpretation, and 
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with any suggestion of a style which is not Miriam Hen¬ 
derson’s. She wishes indeed, as Miss Sinclair says, to “take 
Miriam’s nature upon her,” and so to follow the very 
idiom of her thoughts. 


2 

There have been novelists before her remarkable for 
the degree to which, in this or that part of their books, 
they followed the characters’ own idiom. It was made a re¬ 
proach against Zola that, in “L’Assommoir,” he told his 
story of the slums of Paris too much in the language of the 
people. And this reproach he turned into a boast. In his 
preface of 1877, discussing the morality of the book, 
he says: “The form itself has frightened readers. Some 
have got angry with the very words. . . . My work is my 
defence. It is a work of truth, the first novel about the 
people, which does not lie, and which has the smell of 
the people.” 

In a portrayal of drunken and degraded types, he makes 
large use of the picturesque argot of the Paris streets, 
not in passages specifically his own, but in the more ex¬ 
tensive parts in which he is presenting the characters’ view 
of things, whether in talk or in their thoughts and atti¬ 
tudes of mind. Indeed, it is often hard to determine, in a 
given place, whether what we have to do with is actual 
speech or the unspoken language of thought. Neighbor¬ 
hood feeling and community opinion are often the sub¬ 
ject, and one passes insensibly from what is said out loud 
to what is said in the heart; from what is said or thought 
on a given occasion to views habitually held. In a tract 
against vice and the degrading social conditions which fos¬ 
ter it, Zola does not think of assuming the tone of the 
preacher, or of denying the liveliness and colorfulness of 
life even in such vile conditions. He trusts his story to 
point its own moral. His descriptions of eating and drink- 
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ing and fighting are conducted with a Rabelaisian gusto. 
The tone of the whole book is strongly tinctured with the 
racy idiom of the streets. This is one reason for its extraor¬ 
dinary vividness and vitality. And the vividness and vi¬ 
tality being those of life itself, even at its worst, make of 
it a work of art, and save it from having a predomiiivintly 
depressing effect. 

It is impossible, in translation, to do any proper justice 
to a technical feature involving the most intimate flavors 
of vernacular speech. For those who cannot read French, 
I suggest that there are passages in Dickens where some¬ 
what the same method is used for dramatizing the charac¬ 
ters’ thoughts, though in a lighter and less serious vein. 

A foreign work which suffers less in translation than 
Zola’s is Knut Hamsun’s “Growth of the Soil” (1917). This 
is a story of Norwegian peasants, and here, even more con¬ 
stantly than in Zola, the thoughts of the characters are 
rendered in terms of their familiar speech. A good ex¬ 
ample is the third chapter of Book II, in which Axel, while 
cutting wood, is accidentally pinned beneath a falling fir 
tree, and lies there helpless with his thoughts until at 
last he is rescued by Olline. I will quote but one para¬ 
graph, at the point where his enemy Brede has found him 
there and gone away refusing to help him; 

Silence. Axel strains away at the tree once more, lifts it a 
little, and brings down a new shower of snow. Gives it up again 
and sighs; he is worn out now, and getting sleepy. There’s the 
cattle at home, they’ll be standing in the hut and bellowing for 
food, not a bite nor a drop since the morning; no Barbro to 
look to them now—no. Barbro’s gone, run off and gone, and 
taken both her rings, gold and silver, taken them with her. 
Getting dark now, ay, evening, night; well, well. . . . But 
there’s the cold to reckon with too; his beard is freezing, soon 
his eyes will freeze too as well; ay, if he had but his jacket 
from the tree there . . . and now his leg—surely it can’t be 
that—but all the same one leg feels dead now up to the hip. 
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“All in God’s hands/* he says to himself^seems like he can 
talk all godly and pious when he will. Getting dark, ay; but a 
man can die without the light of a lamp. He feels all soft and 
good now, and of sheer humility he smiles, foolishly and kindly, 
at the snowstorm round; ’tis God’s own snow, an innocent 
thing! Ay, he might even forgive Brede, and never say a 
word. . . . 

So Hamsun and Zola give intimacy and color to their 
narratives by careful observance of the characters’ own 
locutions and turns of thought. But, for all that, they tell 
a story of objective events in which their presence is con¬ 
stantly required to explain, summarize, describe. In “Pil¬ 
grimage” either Miss Richardson is giving us plain auto¬ 
biography or else she has really succeeded in identifying 
herself completely with Miriam Henderson. Her whole 
task is to select from the impressions beating in on Mir¬ 
iam’s consciousness those which will best represent her 
temperamental reaction to life. So that we may say that 
the picture is limited by the range as well as the tone of 
tlie heroine’s conscious life. Here we have, perhaps for 
the first time in a third-person narrative, an absolute ren¬ 
dering of the character’s point of view. 

The narrative is simply the stream of consciousness 
of the heroine, a stream growing ever fuller by the con¬ 
tribution of many small affluents. The intention is evi¬ 
dently to give us a broad impression of the feel of life 
under certain conditions. The w^hole is made up of many 
detached impressions grouped, with an instinctive sense 
of thematic relationships, in chapters and sections follow¬ 
ing one another mainly in natural time sequence. 

The book is not a record of conscious thought directed 
to some clearly defined practical end; so it has a kind of 
fluid indeterminateness. Such logical connection as the 
impressions actually have for Miriam—^such bearing as 
they have on conduct—is not set down formally, since that 
is not necessary for her; for her it does not need to be 
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made specific. And, then, much of it is acknowledged as 
vague, not worked out, the meaning or bearing of particu¬ 
lars not clearly apprehended. And in general the intellec¬ 
tual and practical bearings of the whole experience are left 
unstated; even the emotional states are seldom charac¬ 
terized in abstract terms. 

This is probably because the author believes that life 
comes to us as sensation and mood; that it comes thus 
particularly to young people first breasting the unexplored 
ocean; and most of all, to young girls with their cultivated 
ideal of reticence and vagueness. It is long before they bc^ 
gin to work out clearly and precisely what they want, pre¬ 
cisely what they think and feel, and, above all, precisely 
what their own sensations mean. It is a kind of dream 
world in which they live, a world of symbols to which 
they have not the key. 

It has heretofore been the convention of story-telling, 
for the sake of story pattern, to represent people as fully 
conscious voluntary actors, simplifying and sharpening 
outlines in the interest of dramatic issues. Here is a new 
order of truth: life as unanalyzed and not wholly differen¬ 
tiated dream stuff. And being so extremely natural, and 
at the same time so novel, it strikes us as realism such as 
we have seldom known. 


3 

Of course there are philosophical implications and in¬ 
timations all along the line. Miriam is, we gather, on a 
pilgrimage to some elusive shrine, glimpsed here and 
there and lost to view. She is after something variously 
indicated, from point to point, as reality, beauty, happi¬ 
ness, the “shine on things,” the “little coloured garden.” 
She goes to town on an errand, down a road which, peo¬ 
ple didn’t realize, “was big enough to be full of waves and 
waves of something real, something cool and true and um 
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changing/’ In a rose garden, “she seemed to have reached 
the summit of a hill up which she had been climbing ever 
since she came to Newlands.” She minded no longer the 
thought of her father’s debts. “The disgrace sat only on 
the muscles of her face. . . . Deeper down was something 
cool and fresh—endless—an endless garden.” In the den¬ 
tist’s surgery, in “The Tunnel,” she has the same mystic 
experience. “Up here there was something that had been 
made up here, real and changeless and independent. The 
least vestige of tumult would destroy it. It was something 
which no one could touch.” She feels that there is an es¬ 
sential happiness bidden away in people’s hearts. “Per¬ 
haps that is why people in life are always grumbling at 
'annoyances’ and things; to hide how happy they are.” 

This “little coloured garden” which she is forever seek¬ 
ing to enter compensates her for the humiliations and dep¬ 
rivations of her life. More and more she finds that she 
can only enter it alone; that the presence of others, and 
particularly of men, destroys it, draws a film over it. And 
this, of course, is extremely important in any account of 
her Daphnean psychology. 

This mystical element in Miss Richardson has a strong 
family likeness to that of Virginia Woolf, who followed 
her in the use of the “stream-of-consciousness” technique. 
It also reminds one of that which often recurs in the work 
of May Sinclair. But in Miss Sinclair, it is much more 
likely to be stated in formal terms and to be made more 
obviously the subject of the book. In Miss Richardson, at 
least in the earlier books of the series, it is somethins: that 
peeps out at one from behind bushes and disappears 
around the corners of hedges. Miss Sinclair follows more 
the ordinary direct method of narration, the method of 
statement, definition, formulation. 

But one might just as well say that Miss Richardson’s is 
the direct method. It is all a question of metaphysics. It is 
a question of whether the phenomena themselves are real. 
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or the ideal essences which underlie phenomena. The or¬ 
dinary method is the more intellectual. It makes for in¬ 
telligibility, for intelligible form, for meanings defined 
and portable. But one is perfectly at liberty to say that 
it is not the realistic method of picturing life. 

Life is not formulated until we apply reason to it, the 
faculty which has been cultivated for the abstract pur¬ 
poses of thought and the practical aims of conduct. But 
reason is the last faculty to be developed and applied by 
ordinary mortals. And it has a way of dissecting the life 
out of experience. It has a way, Miriam Henderson thinks, 
of distorting the facts. And she has a perpetual feud with 
males because of their disposition to put things in catego¬ 
ries and leave them there to writhe and languish. Dorothy 
Richardson might perfectly well contend that her way is 
the direct one because it presents the items of Miriam s ex¬ 
perience without attempting to formulate them. 

She has, for example, delightful ways of indicating the 
happy moods of young girls without saying anything al)out 
them. Her description of a girl smoking her first cigarette, 
in “Backwater,” is not merely a gem of delicate descrip¬ 
tion; it is a marvel of implication. She was a very young 
girl, in a morning moment of clear untroubled well¬ 
being; she had become self-supporting. “She had chosen 
to smoke and she was smoking, and the morning world 
gleamed back at her . . .” Some of her dialogues are in¬ 
comparable for the amount of furtive suggestion she can 
get into them. Miriam has just received her appointment 
to teach. The sisters are planning a party, and Harriett has 
some news for Miriam: 

“What about Saturday?” 

“It’s all right, Ted was at the club.” 

“Was hel” 

“Yes, old scarlet face, he were.” 

“I’m not/* 

“He came in just before clewing time and straight up to me 
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and ast where you were. He looked sick when I told him, and 
so fagged.” 

”It was awfully hot in town,” murmured Miriam tenderly. 
She went to the piano and struck a note very softly. 

“He played a single with a duffer and lost it.” 

“Oh, well, of course, he was so tired.” 

“Yes, but it wasn’t that. It was because you weren’t there. 
He’s simply no good when you’re not there, now. He’s per¬ 
fectly different.” 

Miriam struck her note again. 

“Listen, that’s E flat.” 

“Go on.” 

“That’s a chord in E flat. Isn’t it lovely? It sounds perfectly 
different in C. Listen. Isn’t it funny?” 

“Well, don’t you want to know why it’s all right about 
Saturday?” 

There, making all allowance for difference of sex, tem¬ 
perament, and circumstances, is the way Mr. Hemingway 
so often gets his effects—by implication, by understand- 
ment, by symbolic representation. Only, Mr. Hemingway 
confines himself so rigorously to things said and done, 
whereas Miss Richardson is constantly drifting along in 
her character’s stream of consciousness, passing by natural 
association of ideas from one thought to another, back¬ 
ward and forward in time, and crossing with easy flight 
all barriers of space and logical classification. 

Often her heroine is simply passing from item to item 
of her little store of experience, dispensing altogether with 
verbs and grammatical connectives, with a sketchy incom¬ 
pleteness of expression. Sometimes in her thought she is ad¬ 
dressing people who are absent or referring to them in 
some connection which it takes nimble wits to follow. 
Sometimes the emotional connotation of a present experi¬ 
ence remains indefinite though strong, leading into dark 
places of the memory. Often she is on the track of an im¬ 
pression for which she can find no word. 
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And often words are found much more expressive than 
Mr. Hemingway would allow his characters, who are all 
so shy of being literary or even adult. The German pastor 
seen by Miriam without the aid of her glasses is “a dim 
black-coated knowledge.” The next moment, ‘‘Fraulein 
Pfaff’s smiling voice sounded from the little door.” For 
some reason the Fraulein did not care for the friendliness 
of Miriam and Pastor Lahmann. And “she turned and 
drove Miriam from the room with speechless waiting 
eyes.” 

It is hard to give an impression of tlie strearn-ol- 
consciousness manner of narrative with the quotation of 
less than several pages. But the following brief passage 
will have to do. Miriam is trying to go to sleep, and has 
been musing painfully upon the need for thrift and the 
want of fun in her scrimping life: 

Save, save. Sooner or later saving must begin. Why not at 
once. Harry, it’s no good. I’m old already. I’ve got to be one 
of those who give everything up. 

1 wonder if Flora is asleep? 

That’s settled. Go to sleep. Get thee behind me. Sleep . . . 
the dark cool room. Air; we breathe it in and it keeps us alive. 
Everybody has air. Manna. As much as you want, full meas¬ 
ure, pressed down and running over. . . . Wonderful. There 
is somebody giving things, whatever goes . . . something left. 

. . . Somebody seeing that things are not quite unbearable 
. . . but the pain, the pain all the time, mysterious black 
pain. . . . 

Into thy hands 1 commit my spirit. In mantis something. 

. . . You understand if nobody else does. But why must 1 be 
one of the ones to give everything up? Why do you make me 
sufiEer so? 

4 

As for Miss Richardson's relation to the imagist poets, 

I will quote two sections from a chapter of “Honeycomb” 
which might be included almost entire in an anthology 
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of free verse. A reader acquainted with French and Ger¬ 
man schools of verse between 1900 and 1920 will discover 
her kinship with the unanimists, the futurists, the expres¬ 
sionists, and other coteries who once made a stir in the 
literary world. American readers will think of Amy Lowell 
and John Gould Fletcher. 

The West End street . . . grey buildings rising on either 
side, feeling away into the approaching distance—angles sharp 
against the sky . . . softened angles of buildings against other 
buildings . . . high moulded angles soft as crumb, with deep 
undershadows . . . creepers fraying from balconies . . . strips 
of window blossoms across the buildings, scarlet, yellow, high 
up; a confusion of. lavender and white pouching out along a 
dipping sill ... /a wash of green creeper up a white painted 
house front . . [ patches of shadow and bright light. . . . 
Sounds of visible near things streaked and scored with broken 
light as thev moved, led off into untraced distant sounds . . . 
chiming together. 

* * * 

Flags of pavement flowing along—smooth clean grey squares 
and oblongs, faintly polished, shaping and drawing away- 
sliding into each other. ... I am a part of the dense smooth 
clean paving stone . . . sunlit; gleaming under dark winter 
rain; shining under warm sunlit rain, sending up a fresh stony 
smell . . . always there . . . dark and light . . . dawn, steal¬ 
ing .. . 

Most of the imagist poets were strictly speaking impres¬ 
sionists—realists—in their concern for landscape effects, 
tlie passive subjection of their imaginations to the inflow 
of impressions. But in their inspirer, Ezra Pound, there is 
a strong suggestion of post-impressionist intention and 
method. He is so much more likely to proceed from the 
idea and to assemble in an abstract composition disparate 
and corresponding elements. This is often true of H.D., 
who —perfect imagist that she is—deals so largely in physi- 
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cal impressions that are symbols of unstated emotional 
attitudes, and, again, assembles them in patterns that give 
a strong impression of intellectual abstraction, as in her 
Sapphic “Fragment Thirty-Six.” 

The same thing is true of many free-verse poets who 
are not definitely associated with the imagist school. In all 
of Sandburg there is a marked strain of impressionism. But 
in his longer poems, like “Smoke and Steel,” “And So To- 
Day,” “Good Morning, America,” the general composition 
can hardly be conceived without reference to some of the 
larger canvases of the post-impressionist painters. And his 
shorter pieces, like “Cadenza” and “Broken-Face Gar¬ 
goyles,” often suggest expressionist painting by the ab¬ 
straction, the simplification, the rigorous elimination of 
merely descriptive elements. 

Still more obviously in line with post-impressionist 
methods in painting are the poems of Wallace Stevens, 
Hart Crane, E. E. Cummings, Allen Tate, and T. S. Eliot. 
The most remarkable examples of such abstract composi¬ 
tion in verse are Mr. Eliot’s famous poems “The Waste 
Land” and “Ash-Wednesday.” I shall return to this subject 
in the following chapter. I have introduced it here by way 
of suggesting, that, while Dorothy Richardson and James 
Joyce are both as different as they can be from the pre-war 
type of novelist, and while they are the two great originators 
of the “stream-of-consciousness” movement, they proceed, 
in some respects, from opposite poles of esthetic theory. For 
Joyce is essentially a post-impressionist, whereas Miss Rich¬ 
ardson is essentially part and parcel of the general im¬ 
pressionist movement in art. 

This distinction, however, is rather suggestive than sci 
entific, and need not be maintained with too much rigor. 
The post-impressionist painters do not represent a com¬ 
plete and instantaneous break with the impressionists. 
They learned much from their predecessors and they ar- 
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rived at the extremes of abstraction by way of transitional 
work like that of Cezanne. And besides, in applying these 
terms to poetry and fiction, it is well to bear in mind that 
we are simply indicating an analogy, though it is one 
which will serve to suggest the somewhat parallel develop¬ 
ment of the arts in our time. 



PART FIVE: EXPRESSIONISM 

On comprends qu’une semblable manicrc dc 
composer, si differente de I’ancicn procedo visible 
3 tons les ycux, deroLitc sonvent Ics crititjncs, et 
qu’ils ne decouvrent pas tons les fils si minces, si 
secrets, presc][Lie invisibles, employes par certains 
artistes modernes a la place cle la ficelle unicpie 
qui avait nom: L^lntrigxie. 

—Guy de Maupassant: Preface 
to “Pierre et Jean" 

II y eut un temps ou on reconnaissait bien les 
cboses quand c etait Fromentin qni les pcig^nait et 
ou on ne les reconnaissait plus quand c’ctait 
Renoir. 

—Marcel I^roust: 

“Le Cote de Guermantes" 
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POST-IMPRESSIONISM: JOYCE 

OYCE*s “Ulysses” (1922) represents the most complete 
reaction against the main tendencies of the well-made 
novel. Indeed, it represents the most complete break, in 
our time, with the entire historical tradition of the novel. 
If it were not for the widespread influence it has had on 
other books which are obviously novels, we might leave 
it out of our account as being a freak of nature, a thing 
sui generis, and hardly in any proper sense a novel at all. 

It is, to be sure, a fictitious narrative in prose, and that 
is a large part of any definition of the novel. But it has 
hardly more of a plot than “Tristram Shandy.” And with¬ 
out a plot, it lacks a main ingredient of the “dramatic” 
which is a defining feature of the well-made novel. In the 
well-made novel the plot was greatly reduced and subordi¬ 
nated to the psychological interest; or, rather, identified 
with it. The plot was strictly confined to some narrow 
spiritual issue. But this issue, which limits the plot, gives 
it its sharp definition and makes it a plot. It is as neatly 
molded round this dramatic issue as a morning coat was 
fitted to the waist of a gentleman drinking tea in 1910. 

In “Ulysses” there is no such issue, no plot, but simply 
a series of everyday occurrences serving as a framew'ork 
on which to hang the psychical fabric whose texture it is 
our pleasure to study. Stephen Dedalus, Irish poet and 
school-teacher, has a talk with his friends in the tower 
where he is living; conducts a class at his school; visits a 
newspaper ofi&ce with an article on the foot-and-mouth 
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disease written by his master, Mr. Deasy; discusses Shak- 
spere with friends in the library; takes part in a conversa¬ 
tion with medical students in a maternity hospital; gets 
rather drunk and visits a bawdy house, goes home with 
Leopold Bloom and takes a cup of cocoa before saying 
good night. Leopold Bloom, Jewish canvasser for adver¬ 
tisements and amateur scientist, gets breakfast for his wife, 
Marion; visits the post-office, where he finds a letter from 
a girl-friend; goes to a funeral; visits the newspaper office 
in connection with an ad; writes a letter to his girl-friend 
in the bar of a hotel; is kicked out of a saloon by a violent 
anti-Semite; sits on a bench and has a mute flirtation with 
a sentimental young girl; goes with Stephen Dedalus to 
Nighttown and takes him home for a cup of cocoa; goes 
to bed with his wife and puts himself to sleep with pleas¬ 
ant thoughts. Marion Bloom indulges in a long reverie in 
which she reviews her own emotional history and all her 
relations with her husband, ending up with a vivid recall 
of the first time that she said yes to him. In connection with 
all these occurrences we are introduced to many persons im¬ 
portant in one way or another to the principals. 

The whole record has the most amazing air of reality, 
and, except for one thing, gives as strong an impression of 
life as any novel in the English tongue. The one thing 
lacking is passionate motivation of action. The principal 
characters are intimately known, their past history, their 
habits, mental and physical, even their motivation from 
moment to moment. But whatever it is they are after—and 
this too we know in a general way if we are v^ery discern¬ 
ing readers—it is never brought to a head in dramatic 
action or issue. No one commits murder or feels impelled 
to do so; no one robs a bank; no one tries to get the better 
of another by trickery or force. The passion or sentiment 
of love is almost nowhere represented, in spite of certain 
protoplasmic phenomena of a sexual character. 

The nearest approach to story is the striking up of a 



JOYCE'S -L LYSSES" 


kind of friendship between Stephen Dedalus and Leopold 
Bloom. Stephen’s father in the flesh is an unsatisfactory 
person; and Bloom’s dearly loved son had died in early 
childhood; so that each one has need for his psychological 
complement in the father-son relation. And so when Bloom 
picks up Stephen from a gutter in Nighttown and lakes 
him home for a friendly chat and a cup of cocoa, we may 
say—at least it has been said—that the story reaches a sort 
of culmination. And it is clear enough that the Bloom- 
Stephen relation was intended to correspond somehow to 
the Odysseus-Telemachus relation in the Odyssey. 

But after all, the acquaintanceshij) of Bloom and 
Stephen is but one of dozens of strands out of which this 
multifarious web is woven. And, having in mind the whole 
narrative, it would be absurd to say that the ruling passion 
of Stephen Dedalus is the craving for a father, or that of 
Bloom the craving for a son. There is no suggestion that 
Stephen actually finds in Bloom the makings of a satislac- 
tory father, and very little more indication that Bloom 
feels strongly drawn toward Stephen with paternal senti¬ 
ment. 

If Leopold Bloom has any ruling passion, it is the crav¬ 
ing to compensate in his own mind for the sense of in¬ 
feriority which oppresses him. There is plenty of reason 
assigned for his sense of inferiority—the scorn in which 
his race is held, his want of any great success in business, 
his inability to satisfy his wife’s emotional demands or to 
command her faithfulness. And he is very busy “compen¬ 
sating.” 

But this business does not take the “dramatic” form of 
action. For the most part it takes the obscure psychological 
form of “fantasy.” He imagines the voluptuous pleasures 
of the Orient, congenial to his racial inheritance; he im¬ 
agines himself making love to Gerty MacDowell (but it is 
all imagination); in the great scene in Nighttown—cast in 
dramatic form—after he has been besieged by a dozen 
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reminders of his own futility (all in his imagination), h 
makes his recovery by imagining himself Lord Mayor o 
Dublin, the world’s greatest reformer, emperor-presiden 
and king-chairman. He marries the Princess Selene, thi 
splendor of the night. He administers justice, answers han 
questions, delivers political harangues, and performs mir 
acles. Before going to sleep he indulges in a perfect org^ 
of consolatory imaginings. He imagines a large number o 
schemes for making quantities of money wdth little effort 
He imagines himself young again and capable of “exercis 
ing virile power of fascination in the most immediate 
future after an expensive repast in a private apart¬ 
ment . . .” 

Leopold Bloom is, in short, an amiable and pottering 
introvert. He is a middle-aged man, attached to his com¬ 
forts, Vhomme moyen sensuel, unsuccessful, and unpro¬ 
vided with any practicable scheme for attaining success, 
but drifting along from one sensation to another, expand¬ 
ing and contracting, putting out and drawing in feelers, 
like so much jellyfish. He has no strong objective, no or¬ 
ganizing principle for his energies. He has no ruling pas¬ 
sion even, unless it be the wish to think well of himself; 
and that he takes out almost altogether in day-dreams. 

Something of the same thing is true of Stephen Dedalus, 
though his is a more complicated character and harder to 
define. He is a young man, profoundly disillusioned, and 
governed, as much as anything, by scorn and disgust for 
most of what he sees about him. It is true that he is a poet 
and that he is presumably going about his poet’s business 
as stated at the end of Joyce’s “Portrait of the Artist as a 
Young Man”: “I go to encounter for the millionth time 
tlie reality of experience and to forge in the smithy of my 
soul the uncreated conscience of my race.” But this guid¬ 
ing principle, if it is there, is quite lost in the hullabaloo 
of his own thoughts and the general hullabaloo of Dublin 
life in which he is so deeply immersed. He seems to have 
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lost control of sheet and tiller and to be drifting about ai 
the mercy of every gust of wind. The note of suffering 
is more distinctly sounded in his case than in Bloom’s, but 
this too is a thin cry lost in the Rabelaisian hubbub of the 
pot-house. 

Perhaps his ruling passion is, like Bloom’s, the craving 
to think well of himself. But Stephen also is much of an 
introvert, and given to fantasy as a chief means of satisfy¬ 
ing this need. In the line of action the best he can do is 
to put over on his learned disputants a new theory of the 
personal psychology of Shakspere, or to smash (symboli¬ 
cally) the chandelier in a bawdy-house. If Stephen Dedalns 
is, as has been with good reason supposed, in some sense 
modeled on Joyce himself, there is one important omis¬ 
sion. There is little suggestion in Stephen Dedalus of the 
positive organizing principle, the mere force of character, 
that made possible the writing of the “Portrait of the 
Artist as a Young Man,” let alone “Ulysses.” 

We are all familiar with people like Bloom and Dedalus. 
They line the tables nightly at the Dome and the Rotondc, 
and their disabled hulks are scattered about the shores ol 
the business world. It is obvious why they do not lend 
themselves well to plot and drama—to what has been here¬ 
tofore the staple of the novel. Laboring under this paraly¬ 
sis of the will to action, they do not take hold upon life 
constructively, but allow themselves to be dispersed among 
the backwaters of fantasy and sensation. One result is that 
the narrative of Joyce is “subjective” to a degree never be¬ 
fore known. 


2 

The subjective element becomes noticeable in fiction, 
as in everyday psychology, when an interval occurs between 
the stimulus to action and the resulting act. It is necessary 
for the character to choose a “line,” and the period be¬ 
tween stimulus and action results in an emotional strain 
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through suspense, the state of hopeful anticipation, or 
anxiety. The subjective element is likely to be increased 
with every prolongation of this emotional or thinking 
phase, in which, with the persistence of the state of inde¬ 
cision, doubt, fear, hope, the strain is aggravated and in- 
tensihed. 

Higher degrees of subjectivism are distinguishable in 
authors who like to analyze the subjective predicament of 
the character into its minuter component elements. This 
may be for the purpose of intensifying our consciousness 
of the predicament by dwelling on it at length and in de¬ 
tail, and giving us a sense of great intimacy with the feel¬ 
ings of the characters. It may be thus a dramatic intention 
which determines the employment of the method. Or it 
may be simply that the author is so much more interested 
in the subjective element that he goes in for detailed 
analysis for its own sake. Whether the effect is good or bad 
depends partly on the taste of the reader. It also depends 
on the talent of the author, his vividness of imagination, 
the sureness with which he takes his stand at the emo¬ 
tional center of human experience. Examples of great 
success in this method are to be found in Conrad and 
James. In Pirandello, we have an approximation to the 
effects of Conrad in “II fu Mattia Pascal” and to those of 
James in “Si Gira.” 

This procedure is analogous to that of the close-up and 
the slow-up, or ralenti, in the moving picture. In the close- 
up we have a magnified and so more detailed presentation 
of a face or other feature, not necessary for the action, but 
often very effective for rendering the feeling, the esthetic 
intention, and for letting the impression of the character 
sink in. In the ralenti the movement, which at the ordi¬ 
nary rate is perceived as one rapid curve, as undifferenti¬ 
ated outline, is slowed up to such an extent that we are 
able to distinguish its successive moments. We are perhaps 
less aware of the drama of the thing, but we are more aware 
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of its magic, its poetry, its metaphysics. In its merely physi¬ 
cal phase, this procedure is best illustrated by some subject 
like a horse taking a hedge or a volley at tennis, in which 
we can follow with great precision the movement of the 
horse’s legs, the special technique of the tennis-player. 
Wonderful combinations of close-up and ralenti are found 
in the masterpieces of Charlie Chaplin and Emil Janniiigs. 

In the analogous procedure in fiction, there is a tend¬ 
ency to exhaust the content of the moment presented, 
there is an infinite expansion of the moment. We are made 
aware of many details in the subjective state which other¬ 
wise would be passed rapidly over or ignored in the inter¬ 
est of action and the effect of the whole. This method is the 
exact contrary of Smollett’s, in whose work (“Peregrine 
Pickle” and “Roderick Random”) a chief attraction lies in 
the swift passage from incident to incident, the sense of 
rapid motion like that we have in an automobile. For the 
reader interested in psychology, this subjective close-up 
may procure one of the highest gratifications within the 
gift of fiction, enabling him to extract the last drop of 
human significance from a given subject. The danger is 
that author and reader may lose a due sense of the relation 
of feeling and thought to action, the behavioristic refer¬ 
ence of all subjective states, and so there may come to pass a 
disintegration of the psychological complex, a divorce be¬ 
tween motive and conduct. 

But now suppose an author whose intention is precisely 
to display such a psychological disintegration. What we 
should then expect is what we have in “Ulysses.” The 
trinity of sensation-motive-conduct is broken dowm. Ac¬ 
tion is so slight and inconsecutive that it hardly counts, 
and we cannot have a proper behavioristic reference of the 
subjective states. Motive, which is so largely judged by 
reference to action, appears in a weak and sickly condition. 
What dominates the landscape is sensation—actual and 
imaginary. 
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The great point of likeness between Henry James and 
James Joyce is their extreme subjectivism. The great point 
of difference is the comparative want in Joyce of the be¬ 
havioristic reference. He is concerned very little with ac¬ 
tion, and very much with what goes on in the conscious¬ 
ness of Bloom and Stephen. And it is not to explain their 
action that he displays their souls; it is their souls them¬ 
selves that interest him—or, rather, the flux of sensation 
and thought that constitutes the identity of each. A new 
psychology has intervened between James and Joyce, and 
it is no longer possible to talk of souls. The people of 
James are unitary beings, responsible for their choices and 
judged by the fineness of their perceptions. The plot of 
the story is the process of their enlightenment proceeding 
inevitably to their choice of the better alternative. The 
subjective close-ups of James are meant to have their bear¬ 
ing on the dramatic issue, and are limited, in the long 
run, by this intention. In Joyce there is nothing of the 
kind to limit the close-ups. So that what first sharply dis¬ 
tinguishes him from James is his carrying so very much 
farthei one of James’s leading tendencies. 

The same thing applies to the author’s disposition to 
self-effacement. However James may try to identify him¬ 
self with his characters, there is ever the elaborate struc¬ 
ture of his personal style. This is necessary, he thinks, to 
guarantee the coherence of his character’s experience. But 
coherence is not what Joyce is concerned with. It is, on 
the contrary, the hasty reader will conclude, the very 
height of incoherence. The monologue interieur, which 
occupies the bulk of this volume and is the feature most 
frequently imitated, seems devised to illustrate the freak¬ 
ishness and inconsequence of the subjective process when 
not strictly controlled by some practical objective. One 
idea leads to another by associations that shoot off at a 
tangent; one stream of thought is overlaid and undermined 
by any number of diverse streams, which are sure to seep 



MONOLOGUE INTERIEUR 


411 


through the roof or well up from beneath and distract its 
flow just at the point where it seems to be getting some¬ 
where. The psyche which is defined by the continuity of 
this welter appears to be passive under the compulsion of 
eye and ear continually flooding it with new associations, 
and still more under that of memory and imagination. 

And what doubles the confusion is the unwillingness 
of the author to show us the way, even to indicate the 
point and plausibility of hiatus and ellipsis. The silent 
monologue is for the most part carried on in the very idiom 
of the character, with whatever there is of idiosyncrasy in 
the way his thoughts follow one another. Once again, in 
applying James’s idea of self-effacement, Joyce has de¬ 
veloped the formula to the point where it is unrecog¬ 
nizable. 

Let us set down two considerable passages from “Ulys¬ 
ses,” taken from the beginning of the section in which 
Stephen is shown pacing the shore and musing: 

Ineluctable modality of the visible: at least that if no more, 
thought through my eyes. Signatures of all things I am here to 
read, seaspawn and seawrack, the nearing tide, the rusty boot. 
Snotgreen, bluesilver, rust: coloured signs. Limits of the dia- 
phane. But he adds: in bodies. Then he was aware of them 
bodies before of them coloured. How? By knocking his sconce 
against them, sure. Go easy. Bald he was and a millionaire, 
maestro di color che sanno. Limit of the diaphane in. Why in? 
Diaphane, adiaphane. If you can put your five fingers through 
it, it is a gate, if not a door. Shut your eyes and see. 

Stephen closed his eyes to hear his boots crush crackling 
wrack and shells. You are walking through it howsomever. 1 
am, a stride at a time. A very short space of time through very 
short times of space. Five, six: the nacheinander. Exactly, and 
that is the ineluctable modality of the audible. Open your 
eyes. No. JesusI If I fell over a cliff that beetles o’er his base, 
fell through the nebeneinander ineluctably. I am getting on 
nicely in the dark. My ash sword hangs at my side. Tap with it; 
they do. My two feet in his boots are at the end of his legs. 
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nebeneinander. Sounds solid: made by the mallet of Los 
Demiurgos. Am I walking into eternity along Sandymount 
strand? Crush, crack, crick, crick. Wild sea money. Dominie 
Deasy kens them a'. 

Won't you come to Sandymount, 

Madeline the mare? 

Rhythm begins, you see. I hear. A catalectic tetrameter of 
iambs marching. No, agallop: deline the mare. 

Open your eyes now. I will. One moment. Has all vanished 
since? If I open and am forever in the black adiaphane. Basta! 
I will see if I can see. 

See now. There all the time without you: and ever shall be 
world without end. 

They came down the steps from Leahy’s terrace prudently, 
Frauenzimmer: and down the shelving shore flabbily their 
splayed feet sinking in the silted sand. Like me, like Algy, com¬ 
ing down to our mighty mother. Number one swung lourdily 
her midwife’s bag, the other’s gamp poked in the beach. From 
the liberties, out for the day. Mrs. Florence Mac Cabe, relict of 
the late Patk Mac Cabe, deeply lamented, of Bride Street. One 
of her sisterhood lugged me squealing into life. Creation from 
nothing. What has she in the bag? A misbirth with a trailing 
navelcord, hushed in ruddy wool. The cords of all link back, 
strandentwining cable of all flesh. That is why mystic monks. 
Will you be as gods? Gaze in your omphalos. Hello, Kinch here. 
Put me on to Edenville. Aleph, alpha: nought, nought, one. 

A few pages later, when something has brought to mind 
his student days in Paris: 

My Latin quarter hat. God, we simply must dress the char¬ 
acter. 1 want puce gloves. You were a student, weren’t you? 
Of what in the other devil’s name? Paysayenn. P.C.N., you 
know: physiques, chimiques et naturelles. Aha. Eating your 
groatsworth of mou en civet, fieshpots of Egypt, elbowed by 
belching cabmen. Just say in the most natural tone: when I 
was in Paris, boul* Mich', I used to. Yes, used to carry punched 
tickets to prove an alibi if they arrested you for murder some- 
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where. Justice. On the night of the seventeenth of Fehnuiry 
1904 the prisoner was seen by two witnesses. Other fellow did 
it. other me. Hat, tie, overcoat, nose. Lui, c*cst moi. You seem 
to have enjoyed yourself. 

Proudly walking. Whom were you trying to walk like? For¬ 
get: a dispossessed. With mother’s money order, eight shillings, 
the banging door of the postoffice slammed in your face by the 
usher. Hunger toothache. Encore deux minutes. Look dock. 
Must get. Ferme. Hired dogl Shoot him to bloody bits with a 
bang shotgun, bits man spattered walls all brass buttons. Bits 
all khrrrrklak in place clack back. Not hurt? O, that’s all right. 
Shake hands. See what I meant, see? O, that’s all right. Shake 
a hand. O, that’s all only all right. 

You were going to do wonders, what? Missionary to Europe 
after fiery Columbanus. Fiacre and Scotus on their creepy- 
stools in heaven spilt from their pintpots, loudlatinlaugh- 
ing: Euge! Euge! Pretending to speak broken English as you 
dragged your valise, porter threepence, across the slimy pier at 
Newhaven. Comment? Rich booty you brought back; Le Tutu, 
five tattered numbers of Pantalon Blanc et Culette Rouge, a 
blue French telegram, curiosity to show: 

—Mother dying come home father. 

The aunt thinks you killed your mother. That’s why she 
won’t. 

The section from which these passages are taken begins 
with no statement of what character is involved, where he 
is or what he is doing. We are left to gather that from in¬ 
dications farther along. We are never told that Stephen 
is engaged in trying out the principles of Aristotle’s psy¬ 
chology with his feet and his eyes. That we must gather 
from the terms themselves and from the allusion to Dante’s 
phrase for Aristotle, “master of those who know^” We 
gather from certain German words that Stephen had been 
studying Aristotle by the light of German commentators 
or German metaphysics. The old women walking on the 
beach come in without introduction, and they bring with 
them, without explanation, one of the mystical motifs 
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which run through the reflections of Stephen—the “strand- 
entwining cable of all flesh” which establishes the conti¬ 
nuity of life since Mother Eve—and we are left to figure 
out as best we may Stephen's whimsical demand to be 
connected (by telephone, as I take it) with Edenville, whose 
number is naturally nought, nought, one. No glossary is 
furnished, and we are thrown back on our own knowl¬ 
edge of Greek and German and French. We are not in¬ 
formed that Paysayenn is an English way of representing 
phonetically the French pronunciation of the letters P.C.N. 

By this time (page 37 and following) we have learned 
that Stephen is given to addressing himself in his imagina¬ 
tion in the second person; and so we assume that the 
“you” who in Paris carried punched tickets to prove an 
alibi was Stephen Dedalus, and that the shooting of a post- 
office official who prevented him from cashing his mother s 
money-order is the humorous dramatization of an impulse 
never carried out, as is likewise his jovial reconciliation 
with the murdered man when the “bits all khrrrrklak in 
place clack back.” Certain hints in earlier scenes give us, 
if we are sharp, the clue to the telegram which summoned 
Stephen back to his mother’s death-bed. Putting things 
together, we make out that Stephen, in his rebellion against 
his mother’s faith, had refused to kneel down and pray for 
her when she asked him. It is for this reason that his aunt 
thinks he killed his mother, and “that’s why she 
won’t’’ . . . whatever it is she won’t. This is, I suppose, 
a* matter of supreme importance in the motivation of 
Stephen; but it is slipped in in the same incidental fashion 
as any most trifling circumstance. 

3 

Now, let it be stated at once that, in this manner of 
narrative, Joyce is not moved by mere cantankerous caprice. 
He is simply carrying one step farther that disposition of 
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the author to keep himself out of the picture which we 
have noted as involved in tlie “dramatic” tendency. And 
already, in “A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man,” he 
had made a clear statement of the esthetic intention which 
was to be so much more completely realized in “Ulysses.” 

Stephen Dedalus was there setting forth for his friend 
Lynch the distinguishing features of what he calls the 
lyrical, the epical, and the dramatic forms. The lyrical 
form is that “wherein the artist presents his image in im¬ 
mediate relation to himself”; the epical that “wherein he 
presents his image in immediate relation to himself and to 
others”; the dramatic that “wherein he presents his image 
in immediate relation to others.” He seems to regard the 
three forms as progressive, the dramatic being the final 
form in literary evolution. 

The personality of the artist, at first a cry or a cadence or a 
mood and then a fluid and lambent narrative, finally refines 
itself out of existence, impersonalizes itself, so to speak. The 
esthetic image in the dramatic form is life purified in and re¬ 
projected from the human imagination. The mystery of es¬ 
thetic like that of material creation is accomplished. The artist, 
like the God of the creation, remains within or behind or be¬ 
yond or above his handiwork, invisible, refined out of existence, 
indifferent, paring his fingernails. 

So then it is no mere bent for riddling and teasing which 
leads Joyce to omit those painstaking explanations with 
which it has been customary to guide and enlighten the 
reader. It is the desire to “present his image in immediate 
relation to others,” getting rid of the personality of the 
author, that colored medium which has been wont to in¬ 
terpose itself between the subject and the reader. It is the 
same passion for pure dramatic “projection” of the subject 
itself which directed Browning in the composition of “My 
Last Duchess,” “A Tocatta of Galuppi’s,” “Caliban upon 
Setebos.” And the obscurity of Joyce has the same origin 
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as Browning’s, and the same excuse in so far as it is suc¬ 
cessful in securing its end, which is that of dramatic im¬ 
mediacy. 

’Will sprawl, now that the heat of day is best, 

Flat on his belly in the pit’s much mire . . . 

Primitive Caliban talks of himself in the third person, as 
he might talk of some other creature. But at times, in the 
heat of his imagination, he rises to the more exciting first 
person, and his imaginings take on the character of present 
actualities: 

Put case, unable to be what 1 wish, 

I yet could make a live bird out of clay: 

Would I not take clay, pinch my Caliban 
Able to flyP—for, there, see, he hath wings, 

And great comb like the hoopoe’s to admire, 

And there, a sting to do his foes offence. 

There, and I will that he begin to live . . . 

One can find in Browning every peculiarity which makes 
diflicult reading of the passages quoted from “Ulysses.” 
And Joyce and Browning are both using much the same 
technique as Carlyle in “The French Revolution”—that 
compact, allusive, elliptical manner, feverishly dramatiz¬ 
ing, scorning the formal style of history, passing rapidly 
back and forth among the tenses, the moods, and the per¬ 
sons. 

Carlyle, to be sure, cannot keep himself long out of the 
picture, Scots moralist and transcendental philosopher. 
But he has a marvelous faculty for putting himself at the 
point of view of his character. Also, a most uncanny fac¬ 
ulty for reproducing the tone of his documents: French 
memoirs, Prussian “Dry-as-dust” chronicles, Kantian- 
Fictean metaphysics. 

Joyce, when he gives us Bloom, gives him to us unmixed, 
in the very rhythm and tempo of his ruminations, the very 
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idiom and dialect of his thinking, strangely compounded 
of Oriental dreaminess, scientific speculation, and the hard 
matter-of-fact of the small business man. When he gives 
us Marion, it is all pure instinctive female, without a trace 
of logical or rhetorical coordination, without even the 
division of sentence and phrase. And there are a dozen 
other distinct manners suited to the personalities of the 
leading characters, or of groups of characters taken in the 
lump. 

There is the style of that Irish patriot who makes the 
assault on Bloom in Barney Kiernan’s bar, the lively col¬ 
loquial style of bar-room narrative: 

I was just passing the time of day with old Troy of the 
D.M.P. at the corner of Arbour hill there and be damned but 
a bloody sweep came along and he near drove his gear into 
my eye. I turned around to let him have the weight of my 
tongue when who should I see dodging along Stony Batter 
only Joe Hynes.—Lo, Joe, says I. How are you blowing? Did 
you see that bloody chimneysweep near shove my eye out with 
his brush? ... So we turned into Barney Kiernan's and there 
sure enough was the citizen up in the corner having a great 
confab with himself and that bloody mangy mongrel, Garry- 
owen, and he waiting for what the sky would drop in the way 
of drink. 

There is, again, the style of Gerty MacDowell, full of 
sentimental cliches, with loose-hung sentences running off 
into bathos. There are innumerable whisky-inspired pas¬ 
sages of babble and tumult. Rabelaisian “discourse of the 
drinkers.” Each one of these characters and scenes has been 
conceived by the artist in his imagination and “repro¬ 
jected” upon the screen of his work, while he himself “re¬ 
mains within or behind or beyond or above his handiwork, 
invisible . . . paring his fingernails.” 

In Stephen Dedalus at least, it might be thought, we 
have the oersonal style of Joyce, who has put so much of 
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himself into that figure. But no. Whatever his origin, even 
Dedalus is a dramatic creation, distinct from his author, 
projected away from himself. If in his ruminations he re¬ 
produces something of what has passed through the mind 
of James Joyce, it is at any rate not in the style of the 
author seated at his table before his white sheet of papet, 
setting things in order, devising cadences worthy of New¬ 
man, Flaubert, or Huysmans. It is the style of a poor be¬ 
fuddled poet pacing the sands with the vague intention 
of visiting his uncle, but with memories and sensations 
crowding in on him pell-mell—fragments of Aristotle and 
music-hall refrains, sewer smells and midwives with their 
black bags, imaginary dialogues, souvenirs of Paris, self- 
reproaches, sniggering anecdotes, and half-formed lines of 
verse. It is ideas associated in the casual and incoherent 
way that ideas run before the author takes them in hand 
to sort them out and set them in order. 

And once we get used to this system of writing, once we 
“catch on,“ we have strongly the sense, which the author 
intended us to have, of being in immediate contact with 
“life” itself. In the ordinary novelist the “life” that is the 
author’s subject is found embedded in a firm matrix of 
the author’s style, and is redolent, willy-nilly, of the au¬ 
thor’s personality. In Joyce the subject has been disen¬ 
gaged from this setting, this matrix, and exposed by itself, 
even at the cost of its falling to pieces for want of support. 
And falling to pieces, as I have said before, the characters 
seem to be. 


4 

So then, plot having gone by the board, and with it to a 
considerable degree the psychical coherence of the charac¬ 
ters, what is left to hold together this great amorphous 
mass and give it form? It is here that Mr. Stuart Gilbert 
is indispensable, with his detailed account of “Ulysses.” 
Mr. Gilbert has shown that Joyce has a principle of or- 
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ganization as formal as it is unique in fiction. “Ulysses” is 
nothing more nor less than a symphonic poem, character¬ 
ized by a rigorous and insistent development of themes. 
Underneath the apparently freakish play of the surface 
runs the continuous rhythm of recurring motifs. 

First of all, there is the close correspondence of each of 
the eighteen sections to one of the episodes of the Odyssey. 
This correspondence is not merely a matter of the general 
outline of the episode. It is carried out in a thousand ob¬ 
scure allusions scattered through the narrative and lodged 
like ore in the most secret rifts and veins of rhetoric and 
reverie. Along with this is the thematic development, in 
each episode, of allusions to some bodily organ, to some 
one of the arts, some type-word or symbol, often to some 
color, together with the application in each case of a spe¬ 
cial narrative technique appropriate to the subject-matter. 
For example, the scene in the newspaper office, correspond¬ 
ing, with humorous exactness, to the Homeric episode of 
-Tolus and his windbag, develops with infinite ingenuity 
the theme of the lungs, that windy organ of rhetoric; it 
offers examples of every trick known to the Greek rhetori¬ 
cians (Mr. Gilbert cites ninety-five of them); and its spe¬ 
cial technique is the enthymeme, consisting of a syllogism 
with one premise omitted. Besides all this, there are other 
recurring motifs, such as the mystic doctrine of metemp¬ 
sychosis; the theme of paternity, biological and spiritual; 
the preoccupations of theology and Aristotelian meta¬ 
physics; certain anthropological themes; and of course the 
psychological motifs of inferiority and compensation, with 
a dozen related notions from Zurich and Vienna. 

Now, what most needs saying, in reference to all these 
motifs and correspondences, is that they are not used for 
the development of plot, nor are they, for the most part, 
necessary to the motivation of character. So far as fiction 
goes, they are a pure luxury—the unbridled play of the 
poetic or musical faculty. Incidentally they are the element 
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in “Ulysses” (and what I am now saying applies still more 
forcibly to “Work in Progress,” not yet published in its 
entirety) which has least affected such novelists as have 
more or less come under Joyce’s influence. These themes, 
serving as threads to tie the book together formally, are 
something extra, something superadded to the “slice” of 
Dublin “life” which is his obvious subject. And yet, while 
they reveal the hand of the artificer, they still leave him 
invisible, somewhere within or behind or beyond or above 
his handiwork, and, God knows, indifferent. 

This is something that Mr. Gilbert seems to miss. He 
takes so seriously the theme of metempsychosis, for ex¬ 
ample, or that of the mystic omphalos, never suggesting 
that Joyce may have been writing with his tongue in his 
cheek. And he does not, I believe, bring up the question 
of what point there may be in making this silly pedestrian 
day of Bloom correspond from moment to moment with 
the glamorous return of Odysseus. The point of this juxta¬ 
position of contemporary Irish futilities with heroic Greek 
adventure is obviously the ironic exposure of contempo¬ 
rary Irish futilities. But never does Joyce interpose to make 
his point. And never does he resort to his personal style 
as an author to develop any of the other motifs. They are 
woven into the dialogue, into the musings of the charac¬ 
ters, who do not realize that they are being made the means 
of developing a set of themes. As for the author, he is 
everywhere and nowhere. 

There has been a deal of talk about Joyce’s realism. 
It is true that he is a realist, if that means that he has no 
sentimental or moral ax to grind, or if realism is taken 
to signify the formidable assemblage of lifelike detail. 
What is equally to the point is that he is in the line of 
the symbolists, as Edmund Wilson has shown in his learned 
and subtle book entitled “Axel’s Castle.” In technique he 
transcends realism by not confining himself to the three 
dimensions of a literal transcription of life. He takes liber- 
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ties with the facts. In the Walpurgisnacht or Circe episode, 
for example, the fantasies of Bloom and Dedalus are not 
labeled fantasies, as realism would require, but are hypos- 
tatized into dramatic figures and scenes. The End of the 
World appears as a man with a Scotch accent; Bella’s fan 
takes voice to utter reproaches to Bloom; and Bella turns 
into Bello in the middle of the page as Virginia Woolf’s 
Orlando changes his sex in his sleep. 

Mr. Gilbert has pointed out the appropriateness of the 
technique of “gigantism’* in the episode of the Cyclops 
(that in which Bloom is driven out of Barney Kiernan’s 
by the antisemitic “citizen”). What is this gigantism? It is 
an ironic transposition of the actual scene into an alto¬ 
gether different and seemingly loftier key. These poor 
soused Dubliners stand at the bar and discuss the topics 
of the day: the death of Paddy Dignam, the foot-and-mouth 
disease, the Irish language, and their drinks. And some¬ 
where out of Eternity there comes a weird light to throw 
their shadows on some apocalyptic screen: monstrous swol¬ 
len, misshapen shadows as of mythical heroes, carrying 
out in pantomime on some prodigious scale the ideal im¬ 
plications of their petty words. 

But just how is this managed? The actual scene is given 
in the pot-house vernacular of the anonymous narrator, 
including a literal citation of what was said by the persons 
present. And then at frequent intervals, without warning, 
appear paragraphs, in every variety of mock-heroic and 
parody, in which the actual speech or act is presented in its 
ideal form. Here is a brief example in which the ideal 
event precedes the actual: 

And lo, as they quaffed their cup of joy, a godlike messenger 
came swiftly in, radiant as the eye of heaven, a comely youth 
and behind him there passed an elder of noble gait and coun¬ 
tenance, bearing the sacred scrolls of law and with him his 
lady wife, a dame of peerless lineage, fairest of her race. 

Little Alf Bergan popped in round the door and hid behind 
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Barney’s snug, squeezed up with the laughing, and who was 
sitting up there in the corner that I hadn’t seen snoring drunk, 
blind to the world, only Bob Doran. I didn’t know what was 
up and Alf kept making signs out of the door. And begob what 
was it only that bloody old pantaloon Denis Breen in his bath 
slippers with two bloody big books tucked under his oxter 
and the wife hotfoot after him, unfortunate wretched woman 
trotting like a poodle. I thought Alf would split. 

And here is the conclusion of the whole scene in its actu¬ 
ality followed by its ideal transcription: 

And the last we saw was the bloody car rounding the corner 
and old sheepface on it gesticulating and the bloody mongrel 
after it with his lugs back for all he was bloody well worth to 
tear him limb from limb. Hundred to five! Jesus, he took the 
value of it out of him, I promise you. 

When, lo, there came about them all a great brightness and 
they beheld the chariot wherein He stood ascend to heaven. 
And they beheld Him in the chariot, clothed upon in the glory 
of the brightness, having raiment as of the sun, fair as the moon 
and terrible that for awe they durst not look upon Him. And 
there came a voice out of heaven, calling: Elijah! Elijah! And 
He answered with a main cry: Abba! Adonai! And they beheld 
Him even Him, ben Bloom Elijah, amid clouds of angels as¬ 
cend to the glory of the brightness at an angle of forty-five de¬ 
grees over Donahoe’s in Little Green Street like a shot off a 
shovel. 

So, like a fourth dimension, the mock-ideal shadow is 
added to the three dimensions of the actual to make up 
this Carlylean equation. Other striking instances of fourth¬ 
dimensional devices might be cited. When it comes to 
“Work in Progress,’’ the fourth dimension is everywhere. 
For the dream state of mind there set forth is compatible 
with the most crazy juggling of times and spaces. In the 
symbolism of this fantastic epic, there is a sort of ideal 
equivalence of many different periods and settings, and 
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many diflEerent characters from myth 
into one. 

This is the poetical method of T. S. Eliot in “The Waste 
Land,” as he explains to us in the notes. “Just as the one- 
eyed merchant, seller of currants, melts into the Phoeni¬ 
cian Sailor, and the latter is not wholly distinct from Ferdi¬ 
nand Prince of Naples, so all the women are one woman, 
and the two sexes meet in Tiresias.” Tempting as is the 
riddle of “Work in Progress,” it shall not here concern us. 
For in “Work in Progress” there is hardly a hint of an 
actual slice of three-dimensional life such as makes the 
substantial basis of “Ulysses.” So that it would prove quite 
unprofitable to consider it in the light of a novel. Even in 
“Ulysses” we have, in many ways, a resemblance less to 
other novels than to contemporary poems—Ezra Pound’s 
“Cantos,” Hart Crane’s “The Bridge,” and Eliot’s “Ash- 
Wednesday” and “The Waste Land.” 

One way of placing Joyce would be by the analogy of 
post-impressionist painting. The technique of James might 
be likened to that of painting before the advent of impres¬ 
sionism. His aim is truth in the representation of nature. 
Truth is the whole burden of his literary criticism. A very 
special truth he seeks, truth selected and set in a particu¬ 
lar light. That is where the art comes in. But still he is the 
painter sitting down before a landscape to render it with 
faithfulness. This is the attitude of the impressionist as 
well as of his predecessors. Only, the impressionist saw his 
landscape differently and developed a special technique 
for rendering it. I have shown in what sense we might 
apply the term “impressionist” to Conrad, Lawrence, and 
Dorothy Richardson. 

But the post-impressionist is not primarily concerned 
with the representation of nature. His aim is, out of ele¬ 
ments derived from nature, to make an abstract composi¬ 
tion for rendering some truth of his own conceiving. His 
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truth may be of the utmost significance in the ideal world, 
but it is not necessarily a fact of nature. Or rather, say, his 
truth is a combination of facts never found combined in 
precisely this way at any given moment in nature. He may 
therefore ignore or amend perspective, which is an attri¬ 
bute of three-dimensional nature. Any new dimension 
taken into account brings in a new perspective. His ab¬ 
stract design may involve a measure of deformation or 
conventionalization of the objects presented. It is clear 
that Joyce’s “Ulysses”—not to mention “Work in Prog¬ 
ress”—corresponds in fiction to post-impressionist paint¬ 
ing, by virtue of the prominence in it of abstract composi¬ 
tion. But this, as I have pointed out, is a note in Joyce 
which is by no means uniformly echoed in writers whom 
he has influenced, whereas it is a dominant note in several 
contemporary poets. It makes him rather difficult to clas¬ 
sify. He has vastly influenced the technique and the sub¬ 
stance of the novel. But he has perhaps as great affinities 
with Aristophanes as with Thackeray. He is as close to 
Dante as to Henry James. 



XXXIII 

THE BREADTHWISE CUTTING 


JL HE leading character in Andr^ Gide’s “Les Faux- 
monnayeurs” (“The Counterfeiters’") is a novelist named 
Edouard, who is in many respects modeled on Gide him¬ 
self. He is writing a novel (entitled “Les Faux- 
monnayeurs,” like the book in which he figures), and 
among the things he has to say about his intentions in 
this book, is the following: 

“A slice of life,” said the naturalist school. The great mistake 
of this school is cutting its slice always in the same direction; 
in the direction of time, lengthwise. Why not breadthwise, 
depthwise? As for me, I prefer not to cut at all. Understand 
me: I should like to get everything into this novel. 

Now this, in a way, is what Joyce has done in “Ulysses.” 
He has not cut his slice of life lengthwise. He has no plot 
involving incidents following one another in the direction 
of time. He has confined his entire narrative to one day, 
and within that day he has spread wide, breadthwise, and 
plunged down far into psychology, depthwise. As for the 
depthwise plunge, enough has been said. It is one substi¬ 
tute he has offered for the want of plot. The other substi¬ 
tute is breadthwise cutting, comprehensiveness of view. 
The funeral of Paddy Dignam and the parturition of Mrs. 
Purefoy are not elements in a plot; they are the two poles 
of human life philosophically regarded. 

Every moment dies a man. 

Every moment one is bom. 

4*5 
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Between these two poles are appetite and physiology 
(eating, drinking and elimination); love, represented by 
the lusty swarming of Marion and the weakly eroticism of 
Leopold Bloom; with the preoccupations of business, poli¬ 
tics, patriotism, science, music, and letters. 

If there is a theme, it is perhaps the “uncreated con¬ 
science” of Stephen’s race. The ultimate effect is a vivid 
and rather desolating impression of Dublin, of the Irish 
people, and, through that, of the race of man in its present 
state of jovial futility. It is such a picture of the state of 
man, without grace, as might have been offered by Paul or 
Augustine if they had concerned themselves with literary 
art. Some such undertaking has been carried out in earlier 
times by Tolstoy, by Victor Hugo, Balzac, and Zola; but 
always with them the composite picture of mankind, of 
human nature, has been ranged lengthwise along the line 
of a plot, and almost invariably whatever was introduced 
into the picture was made to bear upon a specific dramatic 
issue, something to be resolved. 

For the most part, in “Ulysses,” everything is given some 
relation to one of the three major characters, Stephen, 
Leopold, and Marion. In all but one of the seventeen sec¬ 
tions one or more of these persons is present virtually 
throughout. But as if to signalize his more comprehensive 
intention, the author inserts a section in the midst of the 
book in which some hundred people are shown, in a suc¬ 
cession of fleeting glimpses, each one occupied in a charac¬ 
teristic way during the middle of the afternoon. And while 
Bloom and Stephen do come in along with their fellow 
Dubliners, their appearance is so casual, their stay so short, 
that they seem of no more importance than any one else; 
they are lost in the crowd. 

This chapter, corresponding to the episode of the Wan¬ 
dering Rocks in the Odyssey, is apparently designed to 
render the bewildering complexity of human interests and 
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occupations. There are priests, lovers, policemen, under¬ 
takers, typists. There are lawyers and shopkeepers of every 
description. There are the young sisters of Stephen De- 
dalus, scheming to squeeze a penny out of their tight- 
fisted father. There is Paddy Dignam’s son buying pork 
chops, and Martin Cunningham circulating some list for 
charity. There is a bicycle race, and there are men discuss¬ 
ing horse-races, politics, and Hamlet. 

And all these things are going on simultaneously. The 
chapter is divided into nineteen sections. Each section is 
devoted primarily to the doings of some one person or 
group. But into each section is intruded reference to the 
occupations of a character who is not there. The chapter 
begins with the religious occupations and meditations of 
Father Conmee, S.J. The second section presents Corny 
Kelleher, the undertaker, making up his accounts; but 
here in the middle we read how “Father John Conmee 
stepped into the Dollymount tram on Newcomen bridge.” 
The fourth section presents Katey and Boody Dedalus in 
their close steaming kitchen; and here again appears Father 
Conmee, walking “through Clongowes fields, his thin- 
socked ankles tickled by stubble.” Any character who has 
once appeared is likely to turn up in this way for a mo¬ 
ment’s notice in the midst of business the most foreign to 
his own—young Dignam with his pork chops shooting 
meteor-like across Rochford’s and Lenehan’s talk of bet¬ 
ting on the races; the young woman from a suburban 
hedge removing a ghostly twig from her skirt while Ned 
Lambert and J. J. O’Molloy are showing some one the 
historic council-chamber of St. Mary’s Abbey. I am not 
sure but certain characters may not make their ghostly 
appearance in this way before they have been properly 
introduced in the section devoted to them. 

Thus Joyce undertakes to defy the tyranny of time. His 
breadthwise cutting of the slice extends straight across 
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the present moment, laying bare the very grain of the 
meat, the lean larded with fat, and the skin, bone, and 
gristle all in one slice with the fat and the lean. 

And he has a special device in this chapter for present¬ 
ing all his diverse human figures at approximately one and 
the same moment. In the eleventh section we are present 
at a conversation between Dilly Dedalus and her old man, 
when we read, “The viceregal cavalcade passed, greeted 
by obsequious policemen, out of Parkgate.” The same 
cavalcade in the next section dashes through Kernan’s med¬ 
itations over business and music. And finally, in the last 
section, this cavalcade becomes the main subject of the 
moment. “William Humble, Earl of Dudley, and Lady 
Dudley, accompanied by lieutenantcolonel Hesseltine, 
drove out after luncheon from the viceregal lodge.” There 
follows a detailed account of the progress of this “caval¬ 
cade,” with a reference to some three or four dozen per¬ 
sons, earlier mentioned, who now in succession watch the 
passing of the viceroy and his lady. 

Thus in his “recapitulation” Joyce suggests again the 
infinite diversity, the incommunicability, of these bits of 
animated protoplasm, at the same time that he binds them 
all together in one common interest, turning all their faces 
to one center, the representative of sovereignty. 

2 

It may seem a far cry from James Joyce to Virginia 
Woolf, considering the extreme difference of tonality in 
the works of these two writers. But Mrs. Woolf has been 
as anxious as Joyce to cut her slice of life depth wise and 
breadthwise. And there are many fundamental points of 
likeness of her intention and technique to Joyce’s, espe¬ 
cially in “Mrs. Dalloway” (1925). Like “Ulysses,” this book 
is confined to less than twenty-four hours’ time, and to one 
city (London). Like “Ulysses,” it is greatly taken up with 
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the stream of consciousness of two or three characters, and 
has no plot. Like "Ulysses,” it is given form, for one thing, 
by the development of themes in the fashion of music. 

Like "Ulysses,” it introduces certain characters who 
have no connection with the leading persons, no bearing 
upon tlieir fates. Septimus Warren Smith, crazed by his 
experience in the w^ar, who finally kills himself to escape 
the oppression of the doctors, has nothing to do with 
Clarissa Dalloway, the pensive social butterfly whose per¬ 
sonality is most fully realized in the giving of parties. His 
fate and hers are simply complementary colors in the com¬ 
position of this abstract painting, meant, it would seem, 
to give a certain impression of London life (or, more uni¬ 
versally stated, of Life itself). 

If the impression of life rendered mainly through the 
consciousness of Clarissa Dallow^ay is utterly different from 
that rendered through Stephen Dedalus and Bloom, it 
simply goes to show that life is a different thing for each 
individual on whom it makes an impression. The artistic 
problem is much the same for Joyce and Mrs. Woolf, and 
in meeting this problem she has taken many a leaf out of 
his book. 

One of the most curious of her imitations of Joyce is 
the incident of the royal automobile in "Mrs. Dalloway.” 
Clarissa has walked over from her West End home to buy 
the flowers for her party, following the butterfly whim of 
her thoughts by the way. While absorbed in the loveliness 
of the flowers in Mulberry’s shop, she is startled by what 
sounds like a pistol-shot in the street. But the sound proves 
to have come from a mysterious motor-car, now stopped at 
the curb with drawn blinds, and everybody is speculating 
on whether it is the Prince of Wales’s car, or the Queen’s, 
or the prime minister’s. 

For we have now’ left the narrow circle of Mrs. Dallo- 
way’s consciousness and are floating around on the wings 
of rumor. We learn what humorous remark was made by 
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Edgar J. Watkiss, “with his roll of lead piping round his 
arm.” Among other people held up by the traffic jam are 
Septimus Warren Smith and his wife Lucrezia, thus first 
introduced. Meantime the car proceeds down Piccadilly, 
with every one watching and wondering what representa¬ 
tive of sovereignty it carries. Clarissa has left Mulberry’s 
and is wondering with the others. We are half in, half out 
of, her mind. We follow the car down St. James’s Street, 
with its wake of curiosity and patriotism. We join the 
crowd around Buckingham Palace and are privy to their 
thoughts. 

The Prince lived at St. James’s; but he might come along in 
the morning to visit his mother. 

So Sarah Bletchley said with her baby in her arms, tipping 
her foot up and down as though she were by her own fender 
in Pimlico, but keeping her eyes on the Mall, while Emily 
Coates ranged over the Palace windows and thought of the 
housemaids, the innumerable housemaids, the bedrooms, the 
innumerable bedrooms. Joined by an elderly gentleman with 
an Aberdeen terrior, by men without occupation, the crowd 
increased. Little Mr. Bowley, who had rooms in the Albany 
and was sealed with wax over the deeper sources of life but 
could be unsealed suddenly, inappropriately, sentimentally, 
by this sort of thing—poor women wailing to see the Queen go 
past—poor women, nice little children, orphans, widows, the 
War—tut-tut—actually had tears in his eyes . . . The car came 
on. 

Suddenly Mrs. Coates looked up in the sky. The sound of an 
aeroplane bored ominously into the ears of the crowd. 

We have now bid farewell to the royal car, which has 
occupied ten pages, as well as to Clarissa Dalloway, who 
has for the moment faded out of the picture. With Mrs. 
Coates and Mrs. Bletchley and a host of others we are watch¬ 
ing the plane and trying to see what ad it is spelling out in 
smoke. The Smiths are looking up too, from their seats in 
Regent’s Park, the two of them pursuing their separate 
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thoughts on the subject of Septimus’s mania. And through 
them we are introduced to Maisie Johnson, fresh from the 
country, who inquires the way to the Tube station, and 
thinks them queer; and through her to Mrs. Dempster, 
who is feeding the squirrels and reflects that “that girl 
don’t know a thing yet,’’ etc. After a few more random 
contacts, we come back to Mrs. Dalloway, returned home 
again. “ ‘What are they looking at?’ said Clarissa Dalloway 
to the maid who opened her door.’’ 

One may guess ^ that Virginia Woolf, in writing “Mrs. 
Dalloway,” had in mind, as her real subject, something like 
this: what life seems like on a fine day in London. Or per¬ 
haps, more broadly, the sensation of being alive. She must 
proceed from a center, and she has chosen for that a culti¬ 
vated middle-aged woman of fashion planning to give a 
party. Clarissa is a woman of some imagination, capable of 
straying rather far in fancy over the lighter aspects of Lon¬ 
don life. 

But the author realizes how narrow a range of experi¬ 
ence is implied in Clarissa Dalloway, her family and 
friends. She needs the Septimus Smiths to bring in the 
tragic note, whose breath comes, indeed, to Clarissa when 
Dr. Holmes, at her party in the evening, makes allusion 
to the suicide of poor Septimus. But even that is not 
enough. She needs something like the Wandering Rocks 
episode of “Ulysses” to* fill the background of her stage 
with supernumerary figures, quite unconnected with her 
foreground characters, but still necessary to suggest the 
hordes of undistinguished people, each with his own 
troubles, faiths, preoccupations, who make up the mass of 
British humanity. And so, like Joyce, she brings in a spe- 


1 In her preface to “Mrs. Dalloway" in the Modern Library edition Mrs. 
Woolf leaves us still pretty free to speculate upon her idea in the book. 
Septimus Smith did not at first exist, but was introduced to be Clarissa’s 
“double." The first intention was to have Clarissa kill herself or die at the 
end; but this was happily abandoned. 
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cial section—set off, it is, with breaks in the text—starting 
with the royal “cavalcade,” carried over into the ingenious 
invention of the airplane, and passing on smoothly from 
one person to another, one person giving his hand to an¬ 
other, as in an old-fashioned square dance. Most of these 
characters never show their noses again. But they have 
served their purpose of giving to this slice of life breadth¬ 
wise extension in the present moment. 

3 

Before going on to other examples of this tendency in 
novels since Joyce, we should turn back to the work of a 
great German writer of our time who was doing some¬ 
thing of the sort before the war, and whose influence is 
probably in some cases more important than that of Joyce. 
Jacob Wassermann published “Das Gansemannchen” 
(“The Gooseman”) in 1908, and “Christian Wahnschaffe” 
(“The World’s Illusion”) in 1919. In both of these books 
the slice is cut lengthwise, in the direction of time, and 
there is a provision of story quite sufficient for the general 
taste. But there is also the evident intention to cut it depth- 
wise (in the manner of Dostoevski) and breadthwise, in 
the sense of including many characters who are unneces¬ 
sary to the story and yet important for the philosophic 
intention. * 

The “world’s illusion” of the English translation means 
evidently the illusion under which worldlings live—the 
wealthy, the selfish, the self-indulgent, the ephemerids of 
art and luxury. Wahn means illusion. It will be remem¬ 
bered that Professor Teufelsdrockh of “Sartor Resartus” 
lived in the Wahngasse, or street of illusion. But his tower 
rose high above the street, into the purer element of trans¬ 
cendental philosophy. 

The Wahnschaffes are a wealthy manufacturing family, 
all of them taken in by tlie illusion of the worldly life and 
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its values: money, power, luxury, social esteem. The son 
Christian is at the opening of the story the ideal exemplar 
of the worldly life. He is beautiful, athletic, companion¬ 
able, pleasure-loving, and always firmly and graciously 
selfish. From all unpleasantness he turns away—from ugli¬ 
ness, poverty, mental effort, from suffering, sickness, and 
death. His intimate friend is the aristocratic worldling and 
bon viveur Bernard Crammon. Toward Crammon’s ille¬ 
gitimate daughter Letitia he is strongly drawn because ol 
her beauty, her youth, her charm of sentiment and move¬ 
ment. But at the critical moment he is repelled by an ugly 
toad which he sees crawling over the hem of her dress— 
evidently a symbolic toadl For a while he is fascinated by a 
brilliant dancer, Eva Sorel, and follows in her train, along 
with Crammon and a whole group of wealthy and aristo¬ 
cratic men. 

But his name Christian is prophetic. A series of tragic 
deaths among his friends, and instances of misery, suffering, 
and moral degradation, pierce at last his armor of com¬ 
placent selfishness. The problem of suffering and social 
injustice begins to weigh upon him. He begins to see be¬ 
hind the painted scenery of the “world." And from avoid¬ 
ing the unpleasant in the moral world, he now turns to it 
with a certain fascination. 

Somewhere in the depths of misery and degradation, he 
seems to feel, lurks the secret of the universe; at any rate 
he feels the need of living down through the circles of hell 
which are gradually revealed to him in the world of poverty 
and crime. Instead of the complacent worldling Cram¬ 
mon, he takes for his friend a sort of renegade theological 
student, the perverse growth of cruel surroundings and a 
morbid sense of sin, who rewards his kindness with spiritual 
treachery, and, so far as he is capable, proves his Judas. 
Christian later gives up all his possessions and becomes 
a student of medicine in Berlin, living in the most crowded 
and disreputable tenements. He takes charge of a worn- 
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out, pitiable prostitute, Karen Engelschall, whom he treats 
with simple courtesy and forbearance, and with unaffected 
friendliness. 

He makes the acquaintance in his slum of a young Jew¬ 
ish woman of the most radiant beauty and candor of soul. 
When she is murdered under revolting circumstances by 
the degenerate Niels Heinrich, brother of Karen, and a 
poor hall-witted youth has been accused of the crime, it is 
Christian’s intuition which enables him to identify Niels 
Heinrich as the actual murderer and bring him to a full 
confession of the act and its motives. He does not in any 
way presume to judge or condemn, but by his completeness 
of sympathy and his genuine suffering over the loss oi 
Ruth, he brings a certain light into the dark soul of the 
murderer and leads him to give himself up to justice. 

In all this he has brought disgrace upon his family, as 
they think, and in the end be gives up his very name, and 
disappears completely in the underworld. Thereby he 
makes final repudiation of the “world” and its “illusion”; 
and while no such language is anywhere used, k \s cAeax 
that he has saved his soul. He is no longer Wahnschaffe, 
but is entire Christian. 

This is not at all a product of the school of naturalism. 
It is a modern legend, a morality, a gospel. In the life of 
Christian there are obvious analogies to the legends of 
Buddha, St. Francis, and Christ. Christian leaves father 
and mother and follows the dictates of his heart. 

The work is less realistic than Dostoevski’s, but there 
are many obvious reminders of the great Russian. Christian 
is very like Alyosha of “The Brothers Karamazov” and 
Prince Myshkin of “The Idiot.” Dreams and visions play 
much the same part as in “Crime and Punishment.” 
Amadeus Voss, like Ivan Karamazov, holds conversations 
with the devil. The psychological method by which Chris¬ 
tian solves the murder mystery is strongly suggestive of 
that of certain characters in more than one novel of Dos- 
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toevski. Most striking of all the minor resemblances is the 
recurrent gesture of Christian in kneeling down before 
persons who stood to him for the misery and even tlie 
criminal degradation of the race: to Frau Kroll in her 
poverty and distress, and even to the murderer Niels Hein¬ 
rich, not to speak of Eva Sorel, the beautiful dancer, cour¬ 
tezan, and perverse seeker after power. There are perhaps 
several such incidents in Dostoevski, but the one that 
comes to mind is in “Crime and Punishment,” where 
Raskolnikov does honor in the prostitute Sonia to the 
“divine sorrow” of humanity (as Carlyle calls it). It is true 
that Raskolnikov is himself a murderer, and that Sonia 
is a woman of the noblest nature who has been driven to 
her profession in order to keep her family from starving. 
But what he salutes in her is her misery and degradation. 
For she is, in some sense, like Karen Engelschall, “the 
lowest and vilest thing in the whole world.” 

In point of technique the novels of Wassermann are 
as different from Dostoevski s as they are like them in 
spiritual tone. There is always in the Russian a tense and 
close-knit plot. We have seen how Dostoevski is likely to 
concentrate the interest strongly throughout the greater 
part of a book upon one central character. “The Goose- 
man” and “The World’s Illusion” offer relatively little 
plot, in the sense of intrigue and dramatic issue. There are 
many characters whose stories are carried along with that 
of the principal, though not closely involved with it in a 
plot. In “The World’s Illusion” there is Letitia, married 
off to a dreadful wealthy Argentine, living miserably in 
South America, and later returning to Europe to lead the 
life of a social ephemera. There is the story of Crammon, 
drifting along aimlessly in his self-indulgent way. There 
is that of Eva Sorel, mistress of the Grand Duke Cyril, 
yielding more and more to her lust for power. There are 
the practically independent stories of Christian’s sister 
Judith, perverse product of wealth, and of her two hus- 
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bands, Felix Imhof and the actor Lorm; of Amadeus Voss 
and Johanna Schontag; and of many other characters whose 
purpose is to show the various phases of worldly com¬ 
placency or discontent. 

Wassermann’s system is to sandwich in bits of these 
various stories all along the line of Christian’s progress. 
Each chapter is divided into short sections anywhere from 
ten to thirty-four in number. And the chronicle of Chris¬ 
tian is seldom pursued through more than two or three of 
these sections without being interrupted by those of one 
or more of the characters whose destinies have flown far 
apart from his. 

The intention is evidently to keep up all through a run- 
^Itig contrast between the souls who are finding their way 
slowly and surely toward a right solution of their spiritual 
problems and those more numerous souls who are going 
farther and farther astray in the fogs of “illusion.” And 
since nothing properly definable as a plot makes its ap¬ 
pearance before we are a third of the way through the 
second volume, it is clear that this alternation of subjects 
is in the interest of a breadthwise cutting of the slice. 
Wassermann is evidently concerned not to relate a private 
history, or a group of private histories connected in a plot, 
so much as to give a composite and comprehensive view of 
human nature in its dealings with the “world’s illusion.” 
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V ERY similar to the narrative formula of Wassermann 
is that of John Dos Passos in “Manhattan T ransfer” (1925). 
Whether Dos Passos was actually acquainted with the work 
of Wassermann I do not know; that he was well acquainted 
with “Ulysses” I think we may take for granted. If I men¬ 
tion these possible influences, it is by way of keeping in 
mind certain characteristic features of the twentieth- 
century novel, it is by way of stressing the “modern” note, 
and in no sense to insinuate a want of originality in 
Dos Passos. “Manhattan Transfer” is one of the most bril¬ 
liant and original American novels of the century. Sin¬ 
clair Lewis appreciated this when the book first came out; 
and his enthusiastic review of “Manhattan Transfer” was 
a credit equally to his generosity and his discrimination. 

“Manhattan Transfer” resembles “The World’s Illusion” 
and “The Gooseman” in cutting the slice lengthwise as 
well as breadthwise. The narrative covers the period from 
about 1898 (date of birth of the heroine, and of the passing 
of the Greater New York Bill), through the World War, 
down, roughly, to the date of writing. Many major events 
are implied, if not actually recorded. The heroine, Ellen, 
is three times married—to the actor Oglethorpe, to Jimmy 
Herf the newspaper man, and to the lawyer and politician 
Baldwin, not to speak of her affair with the Harvard man, 
Stan. But there is nothing like the murder of Ruth in “The 
World’s Illusion,” with its attendant mystery, and in gen¬ 
eral there is here even less drawing together of the threads 
into a dramatic issue. 
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Another main point of resemblance to “The Gooseman” 
and “The World's Illusion” is the systematic alternation 
of groups of characters for a purely philosophical and 
esthetic effect, without regard for plot. In several ways 
this effect is more pointed in “Manhattan Transfer” than 
in the work of Wassermann. To begin with, there are no 
two sections in sequence dealing with the same persons. 
The chapters are made up, as in Wassermann, of a con¬ 
siderable number of sections, but in passing from one sec¬ 
tion to another we are always passing from one group of 
persons, from one social milieu, to another, as in the paint¬ 
ings of Leger and other cubists we pass from one block to 
another of contrasting color. 

Then again, all the characters in “The World’s Illusion” 
are more or less directly connected with Christian, whereas 
in “Manhattan Transfer” a point is made of introducing 
a good many people who have nothing whatever to do with 
either Ellen Thatcher or Jimmy Herf, people they never 
come in contact with and have never heard of. These peo¬ 
ple correspond to the Warren Smiths, the Mrs. Bletchleys 
and Mr. Bowleys of “Mrs. Dalloway.” There is, for ex¬ 
ample, a poor fellow named Bud Korpenning who after 
years of cruelty at the hands of his father, has killed the 
old man and come to New York to lose himself in the 
crowd. For years he hangs about the city doing odd jobs, 
always poor and miserable, and always in terror of de¬ 
tectives, until at last, about the time of Ellen’s first mar¬ 
riage, he throws himself off Brooklyn Bridge. He has noth¬ 
ing whatever to do with the principals or any of their 
friends or connections; but every so often, in the course of 
the years, the spotlight leaves the principals, to rest for a 
fleeting instant on the pitiful haunted figure of Bud 
Korpenning. 

When he is gone there are others to take his place: Dutch 
Robertson, returning so hopefully from the war, but in¬ 
capable of finding employment or even a place to make 
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bve, and finally ending up as a convicted bank-robber; 
\nna Cohen, beloved of a Socialist, sweated laborer her- 
elf in a dressmaker’s establishment, the victim of in- 
idequate fire-regulations; Jake and Rosie of the shady 
^rudence Promotion Co.; Densch and Blackhead, specula- 
ive business men, caught in the slump. And then, besides 
he recurrent figures, there are others who make but one 
ppearance, contributing their single note to this tonc- 
•oem of life in Gotham. Such is the “small bearded bandy- 
?gged man in a derby” who buys himself a Gillette razor 
utfit in a drug-store and goes home to shave off his beard, 
a a world so largely made up of laborers and industrialists, 
e may be said to represent the consumer. 

There are of course many characters more or less as- 
>ciated with the principals but quite unnecessary to the 
svelopment of a plot. Such is Congo Jake, the poor French 
3y who goes into bootlegging and makes a fortune; vari¬ 
es ward politicians associated with Baldwin; various actor- 
Ik associated with Ellen and Oglethorpe; and Jimmy’s 
usin James Merivale, captain in the American Army and 
ccessful business man. Many of these stand for such as 
ofit honestly or dishonestly by the system which vic- 
nizes the Dutch Robertsons and Anna Cohens. 

The number of characters who thus take the spotlight 
“Manhattan Transfer” is much greater than in “The 
orld’s Illusion”; and there is a much greater and more 
Dresentative sampling of types in present-day civiliza- 
n. Dos Passes is a realist if there is such a thing. Where 
issermann takes his types from the two extremes of 
alth and poverty, from ^e noble and dazzling and from 
? vilest creatures of the slums, Dos Passes favors those 
ddle reaches of society where the great masses live, and, 
rally considered, from those levels far below ideal 
luty of character, and considerably above the merely 
an and vile. 

There is still another reason why this alternation of 
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subjects, this discontinuity of the narrative, is more marked 
in Dos Passos than in Wassermann. The German writer 
very soon establishes Christian or Daniel as his leading 
character, and the other persons are gradually introduced 
in connection with him and his story. So that when he 
turns from the hero to one of the other characters, he is 
turning to some one whom we associate distinctly with the 
hero. In “Manhattan Transfer,” it is the other way round. 
Not before the middle of the book can we say with as¬ 
surance that the leading male character is Jimmy Herf and 
the leading woman Ellen Thatcher, now Oglethorpe. The 
other characters, though diey may in time come to be more 
or less remotely associated with Ellen or Jimmy, are in¬ 
troduced quite independently. They are numerous and 
diversified, and, not being related in a plot, they give all 
the more the impression of a section cut straight across the 
social organism of New York City. 

But we haven’t yet come to the end of this subject. For 
his leading characters, Wassermann undertakes to give 
their history in its completeness, from year to year, from 
moment to moment. For the secondary characters, he is 
content to give us views of them at considerable intervals 
of time, briefly summarizing the developments that have 
taken place in tlie meanwhile. Dos Passos applies this 
method to leading and secondary characters alike, except 
that he gives longer and more frequent views of the prin¬ 
cipals. We see them only at moments that have some par¬ 
ticular importance or significance. As for developments 
in the interval, he does not feel concerned with them; 
he does not even give them in brief summary. It matters 
not how many years have passed or how many other peo¬ 
ple’s lives have flowed in between, we plunge invariably 
into the midst of the new moment with the character in 
question as if no one else existed and as if there were no 
such thing as a past lying back of this moment. No, rather 
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as if we, like the characters involved, took the past for 
granted, carrying it all hidden away in our memories. The 
author does not tell us what has happened, but lets us 
infer it from alli sions made by the characters in conversa¬ 
tion or in reverie—for in the world of thought we do not 
tell ourselves what has happened to us, but make as it were 
allusions to it. 

In the first section of all we are shown a nurse holding 
a basket containing a new-born baby. In the third section 
we are present with Ed Thatcher and his wife Susie in the 
maternity hospital, and we hear Susie ask Ed if he still 
wants “to call her Ellen.” We put two and two together. 
We make out later that this is the year 1898, from the 
head-line of a newspaper read by Ed Thatcher: morton 
SIGNS THE GREATER NEW YORK BILL. (If we don’t know his¬ 
tory, we look this up in the Encyclopaedia Britannical) 
The next time we meet Ellen is seven years later; we infer 
this from a head-line read by Bud Korpenning in the pre¬ 
ceding section: relieve port Arthur in face of enemy. 
In a later section, Ed and Ellie have been to see Maude 
Adams and Ellie tells her mummy she wants to be a boy; 
that is how we know the play must have been “Peter Pan.” 
In a later chapter we have a glimpse of “Elaine” going 
home from school, imagining herself in danger from the 
Black Watch; another glimpse of her sitting on a bench 
at the Battery with her father. And then we see no more of 
her for fifty pages till she turns up, married, on a train 
for Atlantic City, just having changed at Manhattan Trans¬ 
fer. The author doesn’t tell us she is married, nor describe 
her man. But we make out something from his saying, 
“You’re my wife now Elaine.” As to how she managed to 
grow up and how she came to be married, we just have to 
assume that these things happened to her in much the 
same way as they happen to other girls. How successful this 
marriage is going to be we can easily infer from remarks she 
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makes to herself after her husband has gone to sleep; but 
the author never has anything to say about things of that 
sort. 

In the following chapters we have oc asional glimpses 
of Elaine cutting up with Stan Emery and of how her hus¬ 
band takes it. Then we learn that she has gone on the stage 
and made a hit. We make this out, for one thing, from the 
remarks of Harry Goldweiser. (We make out later and 
independently that Harry Goldweiser is a theatrical pro¬ 
ducer.) In the meantime she has met Jimmy Herf and they 
have become good friends, judging from the intimate way 
in which they talk. And then, some years later, as one 
gathers from allusions to the war and the armistice, we find 
ourselves with Ellie and Jimmy in a restaurant drinking 
absinthe cocktails, and, following the man’s thoughts, we 
infer that they have returned to New York after passing 
their honeymoon in southern France. 

“Gosh . . . let’s have another cocktail.” He felt paralyzed 
like in a nightmare; she was a porcelaine figure under a bell- 
glass. A current of fresh snow-rinsed air from somewhere ed¬ 
died all of a sudden through the blurred packed jangling glare 
of the restaurant, cut the reek of food and drink and tobacco. 
For an instant he caught the smell of her hair. The cocktails 
burned in him. God, 1 don’t want to pass out. 

Sitting in the restaurant of the Gare de Lyon, side by side on 
the black leather bench. His cheek brushes hers when he 
reaches to put herring, butter, sardines, anchovies, sausage on 
her plate. They eat in a hurry, gobbling, giggling, gulp wine, 
start at every screech of an engine. . . . 

The train pulls out of Avignon, they two awake, looking in 
each others’ eyes in the compartment full of sleep-sodden snor¬ 
ing people. He lurches clambering over tangled legs, to smoke 
a cigarette at the end of the dim oscillating corridor. Diddle- 
deump, going south, Diddledeump, going south, sing the 
wheels over the rails down the valley of the Rhone. Leaning in 
the window, smoking a broken cigarette, trying to smoke a 
crumbling cigarette, holding a finger over the torn place. Glub- 
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glub glubglub from the bushes, from the silverdripping pop¬ 
lars along the track. 

“Elbe, Elbe, there are nightingales singing along the track." 

Opposite him the Elbedoll was speaking. "He says the 
lobstersalad’s all out. . . . Isn't that discouraging?" 

Suddenly he had his tongue. "Gosh if that were the only 
thing." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Why did we come back to this rotten town anyway?" 

So then we have passed far beyond the spirit and tech¬ 
nique of Wassermann, and are lull in the middle of the 
movement begun by Miss Richardson and Joyce: the sup¬ 
pression of the author and his explanations, the effort at 
intimacy and immediacy, the elliptical, allusive manner 
of narrative, the sudden transitions—past and present, 
thought and speech, real and imaginary, all jumbled to¬ 
gether, as in the impression we have of life itself. 

2 

Of this modernism in Dos Passos I do not wish to speak 
at present, except in so far as it involves that breadthwise 
cutting which is our present subject, and which in him, 
more than in the other writers considered, involves what 
I have called the effect of discontinuity. All that remains 
to be done here is to suggest a rationale of this metiiod 
and show how it suits the general esthetic and philosophical 
intention of the book. Enough has been said to indicate 
how well it lends itself to the cross-section view of life. 
In any such view we see things not as wholes but only so 
far as the plane of the cutting lays them bare—fragmentary, 
sharp-edged, lying side by side. There is, again, a great 
deal of beauty of pattern in this arrangement, the long 
heavy dotted lines of the main characters crossed in many 
interesting ways by the lighter falling and rising lines of 
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others less important—poor devils in showers like falling 
stars, clever fellows steadily going up, and others like 
rockets shooting skyward to drop back in a swift spiral to 
the darkness below. 

It is hardly necessary to point out the story-telling ef¬ 
fectiveness of this succession of shifting views, once we are 
reconciled to the absence of plot and drama. There is a 
kind of exhilaration in the rapid passage from one act to 
another such as is cultivated by the producers of vaudeville, 
of revues and moving-pictures. But the thing goes much 
deeper than that. 

Mr. Dos Passos’ subject, like Virginia Woolfs in “Mrs. 
Dalloway,” is evidently not a story, a drama, but a certain 
general impression of life. It is, naturally, life seen under 
a chosen aspect: no one can do it all, or all at one time. 
Life in his book is localized in New York City. And this 
man’s New York is a riot of sensations and appetites. The 
dominant impression is that of the din, the stench, the 
dizzy movement, the dazzle of color; and then the disorder; 
the pitiful snatching at money, at love, at comfort . . . 
the wistful glimpsing of a dream and letting it slip . . . 
the jazzy melody stringing through . . . the brazen pulse 
of life . . . the sad despair in a whirl of gaiety. There is 
no respite, no pause, no place of rest, no self-collection 
and retirement to take counsel of the spirit. The author 
has a dozen devices for underlining this impression: the 
prose poems or symbolic preludes with which he intro¬ 
duces each chapter; the symbolic chapter headings, remind¬ 
ing one of the heartless, mechanical aspects of a civilization 
in which we are caught like rats in a trap: “Steamroller,” 
“Rollercoaster,” “Skyscraper,” “Revolving Doors.” 

And here again falls the technique of discontinuity, 
picture displacing picture in breathless succession in this 
swift-flitting panorama, with no apparent logic or mean¬ 
ing. These sections in Dos Passos are not numbered as in 
Wassermann; they are simply separated by an extra space 
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in the text; and they fade into one another like the land¬ 
scapes seen from a train window, except that there is in 
such landscapes a continuity, whereas the pictures of “Man¬ 
hattan Transfer” are as distinct and contrasting as pictures 
can be. Thus his manner of breadthwise cutting serves to re¬ 
inforce the general impression—that of the dominance of 
sensation in human experience, the obsession of the senses. 
The behavior of these men and women reminds one of 
the tropisms, the “forced movements,” described by Jacques 
Loeb in the lower animal and vegetable worlds. Life ap¬ 
pears as will-less, thought as centrifugal, non-purposive, 
psychology a mere whirl of undirected sensations. 

Of course there is a social philosophy lurking somewhere 
below the surface of this record. It is apparent in all Dos 
Passos’ work, from “Three Soldiers” (1921) to “1919” 
(1932). Mr. Dos Passos, we know, is in close touch with the 
labor movement. He has his economic views, his political 
affiliations. But what I admire in him, as an artist, is his 
unwillingness to distort his art with the bias of social 
theory. He is, in this respect, the antithesis of Upton Sin¬ 
clair. Mr. Sinclair is a writer whom one must respect for 
his earnest devotion to humanity; but one can only 
deprecate his disposition to swamp fiction with the pre¬ 
occupations of politics and economics. Dos Passos is as 
much concerned with social problems as Sinclair; but in 
his representation of life, he goes to the deeper sources 
of human motivation—to that subsoil of human nature 
where spread the roots of all social institutions. In “Man¬ 
hattan Transfer” he has shown us our industrial order as 
it actually affects human happiness. Or we might put it 
the other way round: he shows us the traits in human 
nature which have given us our industrial, our social order, 
such as it is. And that is more philosophical, more realistic. 

As a social theorist, he is, in this book, extremely modest. 
He shows us the labyrinth in which we wander so hope¬ 
lessly; but as for the way out, he hardly more than suggests 
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that it may exist. One of the most pathetic and beautiful 
things about the book is the occasional vague aspiration 
registered by one or other of these wretched worldlings to 
escape from their “squirrel-cage”—their suspicion that 
there may be a better way of life. It is true that their 
notion of a better way is not remarkable for spiritual re¬ 
finement; but it is at least a sign of grace. 

Gus McNiel, the milk-wagon driver, talks to the bar¬ 
tender about taking up free land in North Dakota and rais¬ 
ing wheat. What he does is to go into politics and become 
a Tammany henchman. Harry Goldweiser proposes to 
take Ellen somewhere for a night’s entertainment; he 
wants “to get that old feelin* back, understand?” Young 
Stan Emery deliberately goes to the dogs by way of protest 
against a world in which he can sight no guiding star. He 
has no character, but he gives to Ellen some notion of 
higher values. “Without ever saying anything he made me 
feel there were other things . . . unbelievable things.” 

Ellen herself is anything but satisfied with her own way. 
“There are lives to be lived if only you didn't care. Care 
for what, for what; the opinion of mankind, money, 
success, hotel lobbies, health, umbrellas, Uneeda bis¬ 
cuits . . . ?” Unfortunately she does care; she is attached 
for good and all to this spluttering pinwheel of futility. 
“She hears the burring boom of a big steamer from the 
river. Darkly, fearfully afar from this nonsensical life, from 
this fuzzy idiocy and strife . . .” The net upshot of her 
spiritual accounting is a fragment of Shelley. 

The only one in the whole book who does anything 
about the situation is Jimmy Herf, the newspaper man. 
He goes into journalism in preference to business (with 
his uncle James) because he doesn’t like the vision of 
“Jimmy fed in a tape in and out the revolving doors, noon 
and night and morning, the revolving doors grinding out 
his years like sausage meat.” But after all, the newspaper is 
but the organ of the thing he hates, droning from day 
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to day the Burden of Nineveh. And he gives up the news¬ 
paper when he has ceased to “have faith in words.” The 
end of the story shows him shaking from his feet the dust 
of the City of Destruction. Like Christian Wahnschaffe 
he has repudiated modern civilization. 

But what does this mean in a positive way? There is 
reason to think that it actually did mean something in a 
positive way to Jimmy Herf—that is, to John Dos Passos. 
And the first thing it meant was putting down his impres 
sion of modern civilization in a book, in “Manhattan 
Transfer.” Since then he has conceived his subject more 
broadly. He is writing a trilogy or tetratology on the same 
theme, but embracing American life as a whole. The two 
novels which have already appeared I shall discuss in Chap 
ter XXXIX. 

3 

It will now be seen that the impulse to the breadth 
wise cutting has its origin more or less in an altered social 
philosophy. The tendency is to throw the emphasis not 
on individuals, with their particular adventures, their 
private moral problems, their triumphs and failures, so 
much as on society conceived as an organism, in which the 
individuals are important primarily as functions of one an¬ 
other and of the whole. This is much more striking in Dos 
Passos than in Wassermann. Wassermann still conceives 
the spiritual problem of his characters in religious—that 
is, in individualistic—terms, like Dostoevski. He may give 
the impression that he does not approve of the present 
economic system, but his cure is for the rich man to sell 
all and give to the poor.” Sentimentally his face is turned 

back toward the age of faith. 

For Dos Passos, it is clear, social problems are social 
problems, and I think we may infer that, for him, personal 
morality is something which needs redefinition in the light 
of new social ideals. This is one rea.son why his work has 
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so different an aspect from Wassermann’s, an aspect baffling 
and repelling to many readers. They miss in him a certain 
sentimental tone to which they are accustomed. But per¬ 
haps that is just what makes him the most “modern” of the 
writers in this movement. 



XXXV 

LOGIC AND LIFE: GIDE 

JjxACTLY contemporary with “Manhattan Transfer*’ 
and “Mrs. Dalloway” was “The Counterfeiters” (“Les 
Faux-monnayeurs,” 1925), from which novel we have taken 
our phrase “the breadthwise cutting.” In this case we do 
not have to guess what the author w^as undertaking to do. 
Gide is one of the most self-conscious of writers. During 
the years while he was planning and writing “The Counter¬ 
feiters,” he kept a note-book, like those kept by James in 
his later years, in which he made a record of his artistic 
ideals, his gropings for an idea, and to some extent of his 
progress in the composition of the book. This note-book 
he has published as “Le Journal des Faux-monnayeurs.” 
In many respects it corresponds very closely to the note¬ 
book of Edouard in the novel itself. 

To begin with, there is his wdsh to be comprehensive, 
to get everything in. In the “Journal” he speaks more than 
once of his wish to make his work toufju, that is, dense or 
crowded with matter. 

As dense as I hope to make this book, I can’t dream of getting 
everything in. And yet it is just the wish for that which still 
embarrasses me. I am like a composer who seeks to juxtapose 
and overlap, in the manner of C^sar Franck, an andante motif 
with an allegro. 

A question that arose in this connection was whether 
to have the story told by one of the characters. Gide, who 
was an admirer and translator of Conrad, had inclined in 

MO 
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earlier books to Conrad’s way of having the story told by 
some one who was involved in it. He had also Conrad’s 
fondness for documents. “L’lmmoraliste” (1902) is a frame 
story like “Heart of Darkness,” which saw the light in the 
same year. It was recited by the leading character, Michel, 
to a group of friends gathered one night on the terrace of 
his house in Algeria. Thus it has the restricted point of 
view of a first-person narrative. But it is introduced and 
concluded by the friend who explains the circumstances 
under which the story was told; and the whole has the form 
of a letter written by the friend to his brother, a person 
in high office, who may be able to help Michel. So that 
it has the character of one of those documents beloved of 
romancers. “La Porte Etroite” (1909), again, is told in the 
first person by some one mainly involved in the story; and 
then, to give it higher documentary value, there is included 
a large part of the diary of another leading character. 

Thus, in each of these books, Gide manages to reconcile 
his concern for point of view with his interest in having 
light fall from several different directions on the same 
subject. 

Point of view is important to any one who conceives fic¬ 
tion in terms of picture. “First of all study the direction 
from which the light falls; all the shadows depend on that.” 
In “The Counterfeiters’’ Gide’s first thought was to have 
the story told entirely by Lafcadio. Lafcadio is the name of 
a principal character in his sotie, “Les Caves du Vatican,” 
(1922); I assume that his first intention was to revive him 
in the new book and give him some role like that of 
Bernard. But eventually he dropped him. “For several 
days I have been in doubt whether to make Lafcadio tell 
the story. It would be a recital of events which he dis¬ 
covered little by little and in which he interested himself 
through curiosity, idleness, and perversity.’’ Later he con¬ 
siders having tlie story pass through the hands of several 
narrators. “I should like to provide a succession of in- 
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terpreters: for example, these notes of Lafcadio would oc¬ 
cupy the first book; the second book would be Edouard*s 
note-book; the third a lawyer’s brief, etc. . . 

The reason why he is not satisfied with a single interpre¬ 
ter is that it is too difficult to bring in through him all that 
he wishes in the way of events and of psychological in¬ 
terpretation. In writing another of his books, he says— 
but the whole passage is highly worth quoting: 

In tlie course of writing, I was brought to consider that in¬ 
timacy, penetration, psychological investigation, may, in some 
ways, be pushed farther in the novel proper than even in “con¬ 
fessions.” In these latter, one is somewhat handicapped by the 
^‘1”; there are certain complexities which one can’t expect to 
unravel, to develop, without seeming to force things. All that 
I see, all that I learn, everything that happens to me in the 
course of several months. I’d like to work into this novel, and 
make use of to give it a richer texture. I should like to manage 
it so that the events are never recounted directly by the author, 
but rather set forth (and several times, from various angles) 
by those among the actors on whom these events have had a 
certain influence. 1 should like, in the account which they give, 
for these events to appear slightly deformed; there is a sort of 
interest for the reader in the simple fact of making his correc¬ 
tions. The narrative demands his collaboration if the drawing 
is to be right. 

There are in this passage half a dozen matters of extreme 
interest. But I wish to lay my stress for the moment on 
Gide’s desire to work in a great diversity of matter, to have 
his story spread out over a wide range of human experi¬ 
ence. He realizes that this means departing from the usual 
type of novel {le type convenu du roman), and he finds 
that it involves him in many difficulties, but the difficul¬ 
ties tend to fall away “the moment that he deliberately 
takes advantage of the queerness” of his undertaking. 

From the moment that I reconcile myself to the impossibility 
of making this like anything else (and it suits me that it should 
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be so) why try so hard to find motivation, consistency, a way of 
grouping everything around a central plot? Can't I find a way, 
with the form which I adopt, of indirectly criticizing all that 
sort of thing? Lafcadio for example would try in vain to tie the 
threads together; there would be useless characters, gestures 
without significance, talk that leads nowhere, and an action that 
never gets started. 


Gide never quite says in so many words why it is he 
wants to make his work so different from the usual type of 
novel: why he wants to neglect such excellent principles 
as motivation, consistency (or consequentiality), and a sys¬ 
tematic arrangement of matter around a central plot. But 
here it is easy to guess what he is after. He is after a nearer 
approach to the truth of human experience. He wants his 
work to be more like life. And life he has found to be 
more surprising, more elusive, less formally consistent, than 
it has been portrayed in “the usual type of novel.” He 
has come under the influence of that tendency to deformali¬ 
zation to which I referred in an earlier chapter. And he 
wants to get away from the logical neatness of the Jameses, 
the Flauberts, the Bourgets, the Prevosts. He wants to take 
life by surprise, after the manner of the Conrads, the 
Joyces. 

This is not a new notion with him. In “Les Caves du 
Vatican” he has already introduced a character who was 
disposed to “criticize all that sort of thing.” Lafcadio has 
been reading a novel by his distinguished brother, Julius 
de Baraglioul, and he finds that it is spoiled by excessive 
logic. The trouble with your hero, he tells Julius, is con¬ 
sistency. “You take such pains to keep him, always, every¬ 
where consistent, towards us and towards himself, faith¬ 
ful to his obligations, to his principles,—that is to say, to 
your theories.” And in the end Julius comes to agree with 
him. 
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The logic, the consequentiality, which I demand of my char¬ 
acters,—in order to insure this, I demanded it first of all from 
myself; and that was not natural. We live disguised, rather than 
not resemble the picture which we made of oui'selves to begin 
with; it is absurd; in doing so, we run the risk of distorting what¬ 
ever is best in us. . . . 

Pursuing this line of reasoning, he arrives at a brilliant 
idea for his next novel: a crime committed without a 
motive. And curiously enough, before the book is over, 
he breaks his shins against an actual case of murder with¬ 
out motive, or at least without any motive which is clear 
to the murderer himself. And the murderer is his brother 
Lafcadio! It goes without saying that he is greatly taken 
aback at finding so prompt a confirmation of his artistic 
theory. 

In “The Counterfeiters” still more is made of this quaint 
parallelism and contrast between reality and the logic of 
fiction. One of the central characters is the novelist, 
Edouard; and he shares the ambition of Gide to work into 
his book as much as possible of what he actually experi¬ 
ences. But the culminating event of the book is the suicide 
of a young boy in a boarding-school; and this event Edouard 
is unable to get into his story, for the simple reason that 
he cannot understand it. Andre Gide understands it fairly 
well, in its motivation and circumstances, and makes it 
the climax of his book. But his imaginary author says: 

While I don't pretend to give a precise explanation of any¬ 
thing, I shouldn’t like to present any fact without sufficient 
motivation. That is why I don't intend to make use in my 
Counterfeiters of little Boris’s suicide; I find too much difficulty 
in understanding it. ... I grant that reality may come to the 
support of my thought, as a confirmation; but not that it should 
anticipate it. It distresses me to be surprised. The suicide of 
Boris seems to me like an impropriety [une indecence], for I 
was not expecting it. 
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In many respects the artistic intentions of Edouard are 
identical with those of Andre Gide. But in the present in¬ 
stance he is clearly in a class with Julius, who goes by logic 
and consistency. He is dominated by the standard of the 
“usual type of novel.” And that is why, as Gide says in 
the “Journal,” “he is unable to write his book. He under¬ 
stands many things; but he is constantly in pursuit of him¬ 
self, through all the characters, through everything. A true 
devotion [to his subject] is practically impossible for him. 
He is an amateur, a missfire.” And that, he tells us, is the 
underlying subject of the book and what makes it so dif¬ 
ficult to write. 

There is properly speaking no single center to this book, 
round which my efforts converge; it is about two focal points, 
in the manner of ellipses, that these efforts are polarized. On 
the one side the event, the fact, the exterior circumstances; on 
the other side, the very effort of the novelist to make a book out 
of all that. And just there is the principal subject, the new 
center which throws the narrative off its axis and draws it 
towards the fanciful and visionary. 

Gide does not tell us much about the precise nature of 
the book which Edouard is writing, and just how the 
pedantic following of his owm logic prevents him from 
making the best use of his material. But he does show us 
Edouard theorizing about the proper way of writing fic¬ 
tion, and setting down in a note-book what he observes 
and what he thinks. And then, all about him, he shows us 
Life spinning its intricate webs so much faster and farther 
than Edouard can follow. And while Edouard is losing 
himself in a cloud of abstract ideas like Carlyle in “Sartor 
Resartus” (it is Gide’s own comparison). Life is piling up 
concrete facts so startling that Edouard’s ideas fade into 
insignificance. 

Edouard does not even appreciate the full import of 
the title of his novel. On one occasion he is discussing his 
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work with his young secretary Bernard. Bernard has shown 
himself a little impatient with Edouard’s notion of a novel 
of ideas. And who are these counterfeiters? he asks. What 
Edouard meant by counterfeiters was certain of his con¬ 
freres who were offering the public literary products with¬ 
out value, and especially his rival, the novelist, the Comte 
de Passavant. And his mind was filled with ideas of ex¬ 
change, devalorization, inflation, etc., which really were 
supplanting the very characters in his book. 

“Did you ever hold in your hand a piece of counterfeit 
money?” he asked. . . . “Well, imagine a gold piece of ten 
francs which is counterfeit. In reality it is only worth two sous. 
It is worth ten francs so long as it is not recognized as false. So 
then, if I start with this idea that . . .” 

“But why start with an idea?” Bernard interrupted impa¬ 
tiently. “If you would start with a fact well set forth, the idea 
would come of its own accord and take up its abode there. If 
I were writing The Counterfeiters, I should begin by exhibiting 
the counterfeit money, this little coin of which you were just 
speaking . . . and here it isl” 

And he throws upon the table a ten-franc piece, explaining 
that it is counterfeit money which he has received in change 
from a grocer. 

Now, what Bernard and Edouard do not realize is that 
this false coin has been put in circulation by one of a band 
of young boys several of whom are well known to them 
both, one of them being Edouard’s nephew, Georges 
Molinier. And what even the reader does not know as yet 
is that the person responsible for this and other vicious 
ways into which these boys have fallen is none other than 
Edouard’s rival, the Comte de Passavant. So that while 
Edouard has been concerning himself with the compara¬ 
tively mild crime of feeding the public adulterated wares 
in the form of novels. Reality behind his back is offering 
the highly significant fact of a generation of school-boys 
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corrupted and turned into criminals. It is this same group 
of boys in the end who are responsible for the death of 
little Boris. But Edouard, as we have seen, is shut up so 
tight in his ivory tower of consistency that he cannot 
take advantage of this prime exhibit offered him by 
Reality. 

There is still another matter of the very highest im¬ 
portance which Edouard would never be able to get into 
his book; and that is his own character, his motivation. 
The Comte de Passavant is his rival not merely for the in¬ 
terest of the reading public, but also for the affections of 
certain school-boys, and in particular for those of Edouard’s 
nephew, Olivier. The Comte de Passavant is in every re¬ 
spect the evil genius of these boys. Edouard is the soul of 
benevolence. His aim is to help every one with whom he 
has to do. But does he understand how far the simple pas¬ 
sion of jealousy is the moving power in his behavior? And 
there is more to it than that. Both Edouard and his rival 
are by all indications of that race of men who find their 
emotional satisfaction in men instead of women. Has it 
ever occurred to Edouard that it might be rather difficult 
for one of his race to play the good angel to adolescent 
boys? The question even arises whether this difficulty has 
been met by Edouard’s creator. 

It will be impossible for me to recount the plot of “The 
Counterfeiters,” or even to list the many strands woven 
into it. The important matter is to note the deliberate 
and systematic way in which the author alternates the 
many related subjects and methods of approach. Of the 
forty-four chapters, some dozen only are devoted to 
Edouard’s note-book, which is more or less regularly fol¬ 
lowed by passages of ordinary narrative. The other leading 
character, Bernard, makes his appearance in about half 
the chapters, sometimes in company with Edouard. And all 
along are interspersed chapters dealing with Passavant, 
with Bernard’s father, with Olivier, with Olivier’s broth- 
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ers Vincent and Georges, and with several other characters, 
each one of whom has his independent story. 

Gide makes no attempt, like Dos Passos and Wasser- 
mann, to give a cross-section of society as a whole. And yet 
this torch seems to light up the darkness in every direc¬ 
tion with its fitful illuminations. One has an extraordinary 
sense of the infinite ramifications of human life, its un¬ 
predictableness, its inconclusiveness. As one ol the char¬ 
acters says, “In life, nothing is settled; everything keeps 
going on. [Dans la vie, rien ne se resout; tout continue ]“ 
The author has dropped a stone into these still waters, and 
the circles keep widening out, to infinity. 
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TTHERE are many striking resemblances between Aldous 
Huxley’s “Point Counter Point” (1928) and the novels of 
Andr^ Gide. So striking they are that one is inclined to 
assume that some of these things in Huxley are rem¬ 
iniscences of Gide. To begin with minor matters, there is 
the disposition of both these authors to introduce experi¬ 
mental biologists and to spread upon their pages curious 
facts of natural history. This disposition appears in Gide’s 
“Les Caves du Vatican” (1922) and in Huxley’s “Antic 
Hay” (1923) as well as in the later more famous novels of 
each author. In “Les Caves” a prominent part is taken by 
a famous experimental biologist, who collects animals, 
systematically blinds, deafens, starves them, etc., and makes 
a statistical notation of their behavior. He is a prototype 
of Lord Edward in “Point Counter Point,” who trans¬ 
plants tissue from one part of an animal to another with 
the object of determining whether it will grow the same 
organ in its new locale. 

In “The Counterfeiters” there is a young man who in¬ 
terests himself in marine biology. Some of his curious data 
are appropriated by the novelist, his patron (Passavant), 
who .makes a point of helping himself to whatever he wants 
wherever he finds it. In “Point Counter Point,” the novel¬ 
ist Philip Quarles jots down in his note book curious facts 
gleaned from his reading on, for example, the parasitic 
pigmy males in certain species of Cerativid Angler-fishes. 
He thinks he might use this information in pointing the 
parallel between human and animal behavior. 
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I have spoken of the unmotived crime in “Les Caves du 
Vatican.” If we may borrow the distinction made by Julius, 
the crime is unmotived, but not the criminal. This Lafcadio 
has always had an experimental interest in any kind of 
activity which is bizarre and capable of giving him a dirill. 
When he throw^s his brother-in-law out of the door of the 
moving train, it is just a further experiment upon himself. 
And it is a failure. Is it too fanciful to see a resemblance 
between his crime and that of Spandrell, which is the culmi¬ 
nating action of “Point Counter Point”? Spandrell has 
not, in the ordinary sense, any motive for killing the fascist 
agitator Webley, But his crime does follow, by a kind of 
Dostoevski logic, from his character as it has been de- 
termined by the circumstances of his childhood. (Oh, the 
author has worked this all out fully!) Spandrell has para¬ 
doxically been seeking for religious experience in a life 
of debauchery. His murder of Webley is one last desperate 
experiment in religion, so to speak, and a failure. It brings 
him no nearer to God. 

But, after all, the one most obvious parallel between 
“Point Counter Point” and the work of Gide is this. Both 
in this novel and in “The Counterfeiters” there is a prom¬ 
inent character somewhat suggestive of the author him¬ 
self. He is writing a novel in many ways suggesting that in 
which he appears; he keeps a note book in which he re¬ 
cords things he has observed, plans for his novel, and re¬ 
flections on the technique of novel-writing. 

In each case the fictitious novelist has a leaning toward 
the novel of ideas. 

“Are you not afraid,” asked the Polish doctoresse, “that in 
turning your back on reality, you may lose yourself in regions 
of mortal abstraction and make a novel not of living creature 
but of ideas?” 

“And what if it should be so?” cried Edouard vehemently. 
“Because clumsy writers have gone astray, why need we con¬ 
demn the novel of ideas [le roman d*idees]} Under the guise of 
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novels of ideas, they have served us, up to the present, nothing 
but execrable problem novels [romans a theses]. But that is not 
what I have in mind, you may be sure. Ideas . . . ideas, 1 con¬ 
fess it, interest me more than men; they interest me above every¬ 
thing.” 

So Philip Quarles writes in his note-book: 

Novel of ideas. The character of each personage must be 
implied, as far as possible, in the ideas of which he is the mouth¬ 
piece. In so far as theories are rationalizations of sentiments, 
instincts, dispositions of soul, this is feasible. The chief defect 
of the novel of ideas is that you must write about people who 
have ideas to express—which excludes all but about .01 per cent, 
of the human race. Hence the real, the congenital novelists don’t 
write such books. But then, I never pretended to be a congenital 
novelist. 

Again he writes: 

The great defect of the novel of ideas is that it’s a made-up 
affair. Necessarily: for people who can reel off neatly formu¬ 
lated notions aren’t quite real; they’re slightly monstrous. Liv¬ 
ing with monsters becomes rather tiring in the long run. 

This is very like what was said to Edouard by the Polish 
doctoresse: 

“You know, in novels, it is always dangerous to present intel¬ 
lectuals. They bore the reader; you never succeed in making 
them say anything but silly things, and to everything that 
touches them they give an air of abstraction.” 

Both Gide and Huxley were aware of the dangers of the 
novel of ideas. The difference is that Huxley went ahead 
and wrote that sort of novel, like his author Philip, whereas 
Gide, more wisely, left the novel of ideas to his author 
Edouard, but himself wrote a novel about men. 

Another very interesting parallel is the notion, held by 
both Edouard and Philip, of constructing a novel on the 
analogy of a musical composition. I have earlier quoted 
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Gide’s idea of weaving together an andante with an allegro 
motif. This idea reappears in Edouard s account of his in¬ 
tentions: 

“What I should like to do, understand me, is something /ike 
Art of the Fugue, I don't see why what was possible in music 
should not be possible in literature. . . 

To which Sophroniska replied that music is a matliematical 
art, and besides, in considering for the Host part nothing but 
the figures, in banishing pathos and humanity, Bach succeeded 
in turning out the abstract masterpiece of boredom, a sort of 
astronomical temple, into which only the rare initiates might 
make their way. Edouard immediately protested that he found 
this temple admirable, that he saw in it the goal and summit of 
Bach’s whole career. 

The reader of “Point Counter Point ” will remembei 
Huxley’s remarkable account of the performance of Bach’s 
suite in B minor, for flute and strings, and how he de 
scribes the various movements in terms of human emotion: 

In the human fugue there are eighteen hundred million 
parts. The resultant noise means something perhaps to the 
statistician, nothing to the artist. It is only by considering one 
or two parts at a time that the artist can understand anything. 
Here, for example, is one particular part; and John Sebastian 
puts the case. 

But more to the point is the note-book meditation of 
Philip on the musicalization of fiction: 

The musicalization of fiction. Not in the symbolist way, by 
subordinating sense to sound. . . . But on a large scale, in 
the construction. Meditate on Beethoven. The changes of 
moods, the abrupt transitions. (Majesty alternating with a joke, 
for example, in the first movement of the B flat major Quartet. 
Comedy suddenly hinting at prodigious and tragic solemnities 
in the scherzo of the C sharp minor Quartet.) More interesting 
still, the modulations, not merely from one key to another, but 
from mood to mood. A theme is stated, then developed, pushed 
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out of shape, imperceptibly deformed, until, though still recog¬ 
nizably the same, it has become quite different. In sets of vari¬ 
ations the process is carried a step further. Those incredible 
Diabelli variations, for example. The whole range of thought 
and feeling, yet all in organic relation to a ridiculous little waltz 
tune. Get this into a novel. How? The abrupt transitions are 
easy enough. All you need is a sufficiency of characters and 
parallel, contrapuntal plots. While Jones is murdering a wife. 
Smith is wheeling a perambulator in the park. You alternate 
the themes. More interesting, the modulations and variations 
are also more difficult. A novelist modulates by reduplicating 
situations and characters. He shows several people falling in 
love, or dying, or praying in different ways—dissimilars solving 
the same problem. Or, vice versa, similar people confronted 
with dissimilar problems. In this way you can modulate through 
all the aspects of your theme, you can write variations in any 
number of moods. 

So much for the musical analogy. But there is also a 
passage in which, just as Edouard defends his plan to skep¬ 
tical Bernard and Sophroniska, Philip Quarles defends 
his plan to his wife. She thinks the novel he is proposing 
will be “rather too queer.” But, like Gide in the “Journal 
des Faux-monnayeurs,” Philip contends that it can’t be too 
queer. The queerer it is, tlie more it will be like life. 

However queer the picture is, it can never be half so odd 
as the original reality. We take it all for granted; but the mo¬ 
ment you start thinking, it becomes queer. And the more you 
think, the queerer it grows. That’s what 1 want to get in this 
book—the astonishingness of the most obvious things. Really, 
any .plot or situation would do. Because everything’s implicit 
in anything. The whole book could be written about a walk 
from Piccadilly Circus to Charing Cross. 

2 

The last sentence reminds us of the kinship of Huxley 
with Virginia Woolf, Dorothy Richardson, and Joyce. But 
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the particular feature of his “new way of looking at things*’ 
makes him still closer akin to Wassermann, Dos Passos and 
Gide. 

Because the essence of the new way of looking is multiplk ity. 
Multiplicity of eyes and multiplicity of aspects seen. For in¬ 
stance, one person interprets events in terms of bishops; another 
in terms of flannel camisoles; another, like that young lady from 
Gulmberg, thinks of it in terms of good times. And then there’s 
the biologist, the chemist, the physicist, the historian. Each secs, 
professionally, a different aspect of the event, a different layer 
of reality. What I want to do is to look with all those eyes at 
once. 

Now, this is precisely the type of novel that Aldous Hux¬ 
ley is undertaking to write in “Point Counter Point,” as 
indeed it was what he had always written, in “Crome Yel¬ 
low,” “Antic Hay,” “Those Barren Leaves,” except that in 
the later book the multiplicity of views is much greater, 
the transitions more abrupt, the “modulations” more sys¬ 
tematic and deliberate. He undertakes to show us life as 
it appears to a man (Walter Bidlake) who has got himself 
involved with a woman of temperament too cold and too 
sentimental; to his father, an unregenerate old pagan and 
distinguished painter of flesh tints; to his stepmother, who 
succeeds in preserving her metaphysical calm through all 
the irritations of domestic life; to his sister Elinor, whose 
author husband is so lost in the figments of his brain that 
he cannot give her the love she craves; to the husband, Philip 
Quarles, lost in the figments of his brain and the technique 
of the novel; to Philip’s religious-minded mother; to his 
father, supposed to be a great scholar, surrounded with 
filing-cabinets and dictaphones, who is really getting him¬ 
self into a mess with a typist, and makes more headway 
with his cross-word puzzles than with his magnum opus. 
(So in “The Counterfeiters” we pass from Bernard and 
Olivier to the fathers and mothers of the two boys; to 
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Olivier’s brother Vincent and Vincent’s cast-off mistress 
Laura, and so on to Laura’s brothers and sisters, her father, 
mother, and grandfather.) 

But we must get back to Walter Bidlake. We are shown 
his mistress Marjorie, whom he would like to drop, fallen 
back on mysticism, and then the girl he is in love with, 
Lucy Tantamount, type of the perverted young woman 
in search of sensations. She brings us to her father, Lord 
Edward the biologist, and so to her father’s laboratory as¬ 
sistant Illidge. So comes in the political view. For Illidge 
is a man of wretched origins, who holds a grudge against 
“capitalism,” and will be persuaded by Spandrell to take 
part in the murder of the fascist leader Webley. 

Walter and Lucy are habitues of Sbisa’s restaurant in 
Soho, and there they meet and argue with Spandrell and 
other types, including Mark and Mary Rampion. Mark 
Rampion is a painter, a brave, intelligent man, who sees 
life clearly and sees it whole, and who preaches and prac¬ 
tices “integral living”; while Mary is the brave and intelli¬ 
gent woman who has sacrificed her social position to join 
him in this enterprise. And now I believe I have men¬ 
tioned all the principal characters with the one exception 
of Burlap the editor. This highly disagreeable person is 
a devotee of St. Francis, Mammon, and Venus, whose 
diverse worship he reconciles by some slimy hocus-pocus. 

More than any of the writers we have mentioned, Hux¬ 
ley makes a point of alternating groups of characters with 
the deliberate intention of ironic contrast, so as to give a 
sharp impression of the disparateness and incommunica¬ 
bility of these various w^orlds. He seems to suggest the in¬ 
existence of absolute truth, its complete relativity to the 
temperament, the point of view. It is probable that the 
author has among his characters a preference for Mark 
Rampion, as the sole person of good-will who takes all the 
facts into account and makes a pretty successful synthesis 
of the manifold elements of a normal life. If there is any 
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unity of pattern, it is given by him. Every other charactei 
is to be measured by the degree of his divergence from this 
norm. But Rampion has little to do in the stor-^ but talk, 
and he is not by any means the most interesting character; 
so that the dominant impression remains one of multi¬ 
plicity, diversity, relativity of temperaments and philoso¬ 
phies. 

The author makes a point of bringing together in one 
place a large number of persons of variegated coloration 
(Chapters I-XI); of bringing together in one chapter 
simultaneous scenes involving members of one family 
(XXIV); of presenting several different accounts of the 
same event as it appears to different persons (XXIX). He 
likes to pass from one place to another far distant, and 
show you what the people discussed in the first place are 
actually doing in the other (V, VI). Above all he likes to 
“modulate,” or play variations on the same theme. In 
XXXIII he gives us first the suffering of Elinor at the 
bedside of her dying child; tlien passes to the house where 
lies the corpse of murdered Webley, showing the callous¬ 
ness of Spandrell and the sick disgust and fear of Illidge; 
then goes to the concert in Queen’s Hall with Philip, 
whose son is dying, and makes him listen to the word-play 
of Willy Weaver; and finally takes us with Illidge to the 
laboratory, where the murderer has to listen to Lord Ed¬ 
ward’s speculations on the use of corpses for fertilizer. 

All this contrapuntal development is very amusing, but 
rather too obvious for the best effect. And one thing which 
contributes to the obviousness is Philip’s theory of the 
“novel of ideas,” adopted by Mr. Huxley: “The character 
of each personage must be implied, as far as possible, in 
the ideas of which he is the mouthpiece.” This is much 
too simple. You can very seldom judge the actual char¬ 
acter of any one from the ideas to which he gives utterance^ 
especially if he is an “intellectual.” Most intellectuals are 
perpetually engaged in throwing up a smoke-screen not 
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merely between themselves and others, but still more be¬ 
tween their own real selves and the imaginary selves with 
which it is their pleasure to live. 

But this is not the main objection to this type of novel, 
in which each character is chosen to stand for something 
in the world of ideas. The main objection is that the char¬ 
acters are doomed in advance to be mechanical and arti¬ 
ficial. They run the danger, pointed out by Gide, of seem¬ 
ing the creations of the author rather than of life. 

In the “Journal” he warns himself: 

The poor novelist constructs his characters; he directs them 
and makes them talk. The true novelist lends his ear to what 
they say and watches them in action; he hears them talk before 
he understands them, and it is only after he has heard them 
speak that little by little he comes to realize who they are. 

Especially he warns himself against the danger of making 
his characters address the reader. 

The great error in the dialogues of X ... is that the char¬ 
acters are always talking for the benefit of the reader; the author 
has turned over to them his business of explaining everything. 
Always take pains to see that a character speaks only for the 
person he is talking with. 

Again he warns himself against the disposition of an 
author to describe the character’s psychology instead of 
presenting it dramatically: 

From the first line of my first book, I have sought for the 
direct expression of my character’s state of mind—some phrase 
which shall be directly revelatory of his subjective state—rather 
tlian to portray that state. 

In comparison with the novels of Gide or Dos Passos 
“Point Counter Point” is theoretical and talky. We are 
more impressed with the ideas of Rampion, for example, 
or Philip, than made to feel acquainted with them per¬ 
sonally. We are not shown Rampion living integrally. In 
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the case of Philip there is very little effective dramatization 
of that intellectual aloofness of his, though Elinor does 
complain of it. It is not explicit discussion of a senti¬ 
mental relation that makes it live in fiction, but the in¬ 
timate presentation of events and predicaments that eatv 
body that relation. What we have in Mr. Huxley’s novels 
is the sort of thing offered by Thomas Love Peacock in 
“Headlong Hall” and “Nightmare Abbey,” by Norman 
Douglas in “South Wind,” where cctcVi character is an in¬ 
tellectual eccentric. And he certainly shares some of the 
distinction of style of these writers. What he does not ob¬ 
serve is their witty brevity and lightness of tone—he takes 
too seriously his obligations to realism—though in this re¬ 
spect he has done better in “Crome Yellow” and “Antic 
Hay.” 

Huxley is forever describing the character’s state of 
mind and explaining how he got that way, often in gen¬ 
eral and summary terms. Thus of Walter’s feeling for 
Marjorie: 

It was with that virtue, that refined, cultured, bloodless 
spirituality that he had fallen in love—with that and with her 
unhappiness; for Carling w^as unspeakable. Pity made him a 
knight errant. Love, he had then believed (for he was only 
twenty-two at the time, ardently pure, with the adolescent 
purity of sexual desires turned inside out, just down from Ox¬ 
ford and stuffed with poetry and the lucubrations of philoso¬ 
phers and mystics), love was talk, love was spiritual communion 
and companionship. [Etc.] 

Or the feeling of Burlap for his dead wife: 

These agonies which Burlap, by a process of intense concen¬ 
tration on the idea of his loss and grief, had succeeded in churn¬ 
ing up within himself were in no way proportionate or even 
related to his feelings for the living Susan. [Etc.] 

It is all very interesting, though it has not the finesse of 
Norman Douglas or Anatole France. But it is also in 
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method rather “old hat.“ It is, at any rate, directly in con¬ 
tradiction to the principles laid down by Gide in the 
'‘Journal des Faux-monnayeurs,” which is a kind of gospel 
of twentieth-century technique. Mr. Huxley is aware that 
he is, in some respects, not in the movement. After 
Philip’s account of the contrapuntal novel, he has a mo¬ 
ment of doubt. “But perhaps this is too tyrannical an im¬ 
position of the author’s will. Some people would think so.’’ 
Then he recovers confidence in his own plan. “But need 
the author be so retiring? 1 think we are a bit too squeam¬ 
ish about these personal appearances nowadays.’’ 

The question of the author’s appearances is a question 
of effectiveness of presentation. If the author succeeds in 
presenting his theme effectively—story, situation, char¬ 
acter, states of mind—we shall not quarrel with his per¬ 
sonal appearances. This is accomplished by Wassermann 
and Gide, in their contrapuntal studies, even though they 
have not taken the excessive pains of Joyce and Dos Passos 
to cover their own tracks. Our main quarrel is with the 
author who makes his personal appearance a substitute for 
the artistic presentation of his subject, thinking that talk¬ 
ing about the subject is equivalent to presenting it. 

There is still another saying of Gide which here comes 
in apropos: 

The thing to do—contrary to the practice of Meredith and 
James—is to give the reader an advantage over me—to manage 
things so that the reader may think himself more intelligent 
than the author, of a higher morality, and more discerning, and, 
as it were in spite of the author, may discover many points in 
the characters and many truths in the story not perceived by 
the author himself. 

That is perhaps the wisest thing ever written about the 
novelist’s art. Any one who has ever published a novel 
must have had this experience. Some one comes to con¬ 
gratulate him on his work. “On the whole,’’ says the 
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reader, “I admire your work very much, but such and such 
a character I find most disagreeable.” And the author is 
too much pleased at his success to make the obvious reply, 
“Well, what on earth did you think I meant him to be?” 
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COMPOSITE VIEWS 


EiXTREMELY Varied are the manifestations in the last ten 
years of the disposition to take the cross-section of life 
breadthwise. Already in 1922 (the year of ‘'Ulysses**), Vir¬ 
ginia Woolf in England and Waldo Frank in America 
were publishing extraordinary works, illustrative of two 
extreme varieties of this method. 

In “Jacob’s Room” the intention is primarily to give an 
impression of the personality of a young Englishman. The 
author has quite definitely rejected the idea of telling 
Jacob’s story consecutively and in detail. That, she seems 
to say, is the way with novelists who pretend to know 
everything, who “construct” a character (to use Gide s 
phrase) and follow it consistently through a series of 
events (equally “constructed” or “made up”) to a logical 
conclusion. She is more modest. She has chosen a character 
who interests her, and undertakes to show, in sketchy out¬ 
line, what he w^as up to from early childhood, through his 
university days and his days in London as a seeker after 
wisdom, to the time of his disappearance in the war. There 
is no action worthy of the name; there are no “scenes.” 
There is simply a succession of brief glimpses of Jacob 
such as one might have of a person one had never “met” 
but only caught sight of from time to time across a 
drawing-room. And “what remains is mostly a matter of 
guess work.” 

What interests this observer is the essential nature of 
the young man. But Mrs. Woolf consistently refuses to 
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give us any character sketch of him, to generalize about 
him. That, she seems to say, is all very well for authors, 
people who know everything. But in ordinary life that 
doesn’t get you very far. And of course, like all other novel¬ 
ists, Virginia Woolf wants to give in her book the impres¬ 
sion of ordinary life. She therefore eschews the method of 
the novelist—the old-fashioned novelist—and tries to 
render the effect of this character without makino ffeneial 
statements about him. 

It is no use trying to sum people up. One must follow hints, 
not exactly what is said, nor yet entirely what is done—for in¬ 
stance, when the train drew into the station, Mr. Flanders burst 
open the door, and put the lady’s dressing-case out for her, say¬ 
ing, or ratlier mumbling: “let me” very shyly; indeed he was 
rather clumsy about it. 

As a matter of fact the way the author characterizes Jacob 
Flanders is by showing him, in momentary glimpses, as he 
appeared to a great variety of people, or in relation to 
them. When he is a little boy it is his mother, calling him 
in from play on the beach. At Cambridge it is an assoit- 
ment of university characters, such as they are, for the 
illumination or the darkening of a young man’s mind. In 
London it is the people he meets in drawing-rooms; those 
he meets at night clubs, or rubs elbows with at the British 
Museum. In Greece it is the lady he falls in love with. 
And everywhere it is the women who love him and the 
men who cherish him. 

Much is made, though always in “hints,” of what people 
think of Jacob, this “silent young man,” as one of them 
calls him. The author likes to skip about among her char¬ 
acters; and sometimes on a single page she will show us 
half a dozen people in various places, all simultaneously 
concerned with Jacob. But this is not all. It is true that, in 
her pictorial composition, all the other figures are placed by 
reference to Jacob. But many of them are persons who 
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do not know him, entire strangers to him, people to whom 
he has never given a thought. They happen to be present 
in the same place with him, on the steps of St. Paul's, or 
each one in his separate room in Cambridge. They simply 
belong in the same picture with him. They represent the 
complexity of human life without which it is impossible to 
understand him. 

Any human being is, after all, but a function of every 
other human being—“a quantity whose value is depend¬ 
ent on the value of some other quantity.” The author is 
here forever looking for Jacob Flanders, and her search 
takes her through a crowd of other people whose relation 
to him is evident only to the philosophic mind. 

The march that the mind keeps beneath the windows of 
others is queer enough. Now distracted by brown panelling; 
now by a fern in a pot; here improvising a few phrases to dance 
with the barrel-organ; again snatching a detached gaiety from 
a drunken man; then altogether absorbed by words the poor 
shout across the street at each other (so outright, so lusty)—yet 
all the while having for centre, for magnet, a young man alone 
in his room. 

Once recognize this functional relationship of each per¬ 
son with every other in our universe, and it is hard to 
know where to stop. If Jacob’s mother is important for an 
understanding of Jacob, then the neighbors in Scar¬ 
borough are important for an understanding of Jacob’s 
mother. If Fanny Elmer is in love with Jacob, that gives 
her an importance as a function of Jacob; but what about 
the other people in the restaurant where she has left her 
umbrella—the cashier, who notices that she has left it; the 
waitress who tries to catch her and return it; the typist 
crumbling her cake; the coal merchant reading the “Tele¬ 
graph”; and Mrs. Parsons brushing the crumbs from her 
furs? Virginia Woolf, in addition to her philosophical cast 
of mind, has an insatiable interest in people as such, and 
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she finds it very hard to leave any one out. \Vlien she goes 
to the opera she would like to occupy places everywhere 
at once, in the stalls, boxes, amphitheater, gall^rry. She 
doesn’t want to miss the contact with any group of patrcxis. 
“But no—we must choose. Never was there a harsher 
necessity! or one which entails greater pain, more certain 
disaster; for wherever I seat myself, I die in exile: Whit¬ 
taker in his lodging-house; a Lady Charles at the manor.” 

This is obviously a dangerous inclination. It might 
easily lead into confusion and messiness. Everything de¬ 
pends on what Matthew Arnold calls “tact.” In the case 
of Virginia Woolf I am not ready to pronounce judgment. 
But I think she must be granted “tact” in considerable de¬ 
gree. For the upshot of her method is to give a distinct 
and rather charming impression of Jacob Flanders him¬ 
self. And what is more interesting still, she has given an 
impression of him in his world. Which is perhaps as much 
as to say that her method was the best one for the purpose. 

2 

The book of Waldo Frank’s to which I have referred is 
“City Block” (1922; new edition, 1932). Of the strange 
and somewhat morbid beauty of this book I have here no 
time to speak. It would take us too far afield. And besides, 
I do not understand it well enough to be able to discuss it 
adequately. I am now citing “City Block” merely as an 
instance of the growling tendency to make of the novel a 
composite picture of many distinct lives. 

Perhaps it is not exact to describe this book as a novel. 
It is, strictly speaking, a group of short stories. But there 
are two things that give the several tales an interrelation¬ 
ship not customary in this genre. They are, to begin with, 
confined to the people who inhabit a single block in New 
York City, and it is the author’s evident intention to make 
in these tales a comprehensive survey of life in a typical 
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social unit. He is interested in the several persons pre¬ 
sented, not merely individually but also as members of a 
social organism. 

Probably we had better say psychological organism. For 
“social” is too fraught with associations. It suggests Balzac, 
Zola, Dreiser. It suggests sociology—the family, the mini¬ 
mum wage, and the settlement-house. With all this Frank 
is not concerned. He is concerned with persons as souls. 
Society he conceives as a sort of psychological continuum, 
in which the souls, however lonely, are packed close to¬ 
gether, so as inevitably to exert pressure upon one an¬ 
other. His conception is highly poetical and mystic, and 
very difficult of expression in any other terms than those 
of his own fictitious narrative. 

He prefaces his book with the notice: “The author as¬ 
sures the reader that City Block is a single organism and 
that its parts should be read in order.” It will be difficult 
for any one to say exactly why these tales are set down in 
this order and no other. There is seemingly a certain pro¬ 
gression of mystical experience shadowed forth for the au- 
tlior in this series of tales, which the reader will find im¬ 
possible to follow without a key. But what will be obvious 
is the system of introducing in the later tales persons who 
have appeared, or been referred to, in the earlier ones. In 
Number One we are muoduced to C\arence Tipper, sales¬ 
man, who has neglected to buy a Christmas present for his 
wife. The lack is supplied by a certain Mrs. Luve, a woman 
of dubious life. Clarence Lipper does not come in again, 
but his wife is a leading figure in Number Thirteen. As 
for Mrs. Luve, she is the central character of Frank s novel 
“Pahab,” published in the same year with '‘City Block," 
and sVve reappears vn story umber Four. In Two are in¬ 
troduced three persons destined to reappear in later tales; 
in Three, two more. 

Often these persons, in their later appearance, are unim¬ 
portant as actors. They exist mainly as thoughts in the 
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minds of others. Or they first appear in casual and indirect 
fashion, and later take the center of the stage. Five and Six 
are concerned with two Jewish storekeepers, th*;ir wives, 
and the cherished child of each couple. In Five it is the 
Lanichs that have the prominence; while the Rabinowichs 
are in the background. In Six the Rabinowichs come to 
the fore. Seven and Eight are virtually continuous, chap¬ 
ters in the history of the same people. Fourteen is the story 
of Paoli Benati, who “gave these stories to the man that 
wrote them” and then took his own life. 

Thus Mr. Frank has managed to make of his fourteen 
pieces something more than a collection of tales. Under¬ 
stand it or not, one feels one has been introduced there to 
—what shall we call it?—a community of souls. The near¬ 
est analogy to “City Block” is perhaps Elmer Rice’s play, 
“Street Scene.” The one is as phantasmagoric as the other 
is matter-of-fact. But the two authors have had the same 
idea—to show us the life not of a man or a clique, but of a 
street, a city block. It is quite possible to suppose that Mr. 
Rice may have taken his cue from Mr. Frank. In the “ex¬ 
pressionism” of “The Adding Machine” and “Strange 
Interlude” Mr. Rice and Mr. O’Neill were anticipated by 
Frank’s inventions in “Rahab” and “Holiday.” If his own 
work has been unduly neglected, Mr. Frank may take a 
kind of satisfaction in seeing his methods acclaimed in the 
work of others. 


3 

The same desire to build up a set of short stories into a 
larger whole, in which, by some compositional device, 
they are given a semblance of organic unity (if not always 
an actual unity) is exhibited by a considerable variety of 
American authors since 1922. It is working from the pole 
opposite to that of the novel, but it sometimes arrives at 
much the same p)oint. 

Thus in Ernest Hemingway’s collection of short stories 
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“In Our Time” (1925) there is an effort to give a futuristic 
sort of general pattern to the book as a whole. The stories, 
each of which stands perfectly well on its own feet, and 
many of which were separately published, now appear as 
“chapters,” and each chapter is preceded by a brief vi¬ 
gnette (a bit of narrative printed in italics), which has 
nothing to do with the story proper. The first five chapters 
are all about a boy named Nick Adams. He watches his 
father perform a Caesarian operation on an Indian woman; 
he tells his girl Marjorie that love “isn’t fun any more”; 
he has an adventure with a crazy tramp. In the later chap¬ 
ters Nick reappears—after the war, it would seem—skiing 
in Switzerland and fishing in Canada with utmost gusto. 
The intervening chapters are concerned with American 
soldiers abroad or back home, with various futile and silly 
American couples traveling abroad, and with a young 
American boy whose father is a jockey in Turin and Paris. 
As for the introductory vignettes, they are almost alto¬ 
gether pictures from the war in France, Turkey, Italy, or 
from bull-fighting, in Spain and in Mexico. 

These introductory vignettes remind one of the prose 
poems in italics prefixed to the chapters of “Manhattan 
Transfer.” Only, in Dos Passos’s novel they have an ob¬ 
vious thematic relation to the story. In Mr. Hemingway’s 
book they cut across the story with a shocking effect of 
irrelevance. Esoterically considered, they may not be so 
irrelevant. The general subject of this book, as of “Men 
without Women,” is the manly life, the clean life of fight 
and sport. While Nick Adams is growing up, the war is 
going on, with its exhilarating challenge to courage and 
stoicism. In Chapter VI, Nick has arrived himself at the 
Italian front and is sitting wounded against the wall of a 
church. With the conclusion of the war, it is bull-fighting 
which takes its place as recurring motif. A few examples 
are worked in of men tame, impotent, domesticated, just 
to give the proper shading, and the books ends with some 
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glorious descriptions of skiing, horse-racing, and trout- 
fishing. 

The separate sketches are extremely well do^^e in that 
style of deceptive simplicity which is now so familiar to 
readers of Hemingway and his many disciples. As for the 
composition of the thing, it is perhaps most sensible to 
consider it an amusing stunt, or maybe simply a hoax. 

Then comes Thornton Wilder with his “Cabala’* 
(1926) and “The Bridge of San Luis Rey” (1927). Each of 
these is a collection of short stories so closely interrelated 
by recurring characters that it is felt to be a novel. Each 
one is a frame story. In “The Cabala”—which has some sug¬ 
gestion of Percy Lubbock’s “Roman Pictures” (192,^)—a 
young American in Rome comes into close contact with a 
group of persons of varied distinction, a sort of esoteric 
clique, and learns the spiritual history of each one. 

In “The Bridge of San Luis Rey” we start from a docu¬ 
ment, a book by the Franciscan Brother Juniper of Lima. 
With the falling of the old Inca bridge between Lima and 
Cuzco in 1714 five persons lost their lives. Brother Juniper 
is interested to know whether an inquiry into the private 
lives of these five persons may be made to prove statis¬ 
tically the providential character of God’s decrees. The 
author is not satisfied with Brother Juniper’s account of 
these people and undertakes to set forth what he knows— 
fully conscious, however, that even he may not have got 
at “the central passion of Dona Maria’s life; nor of Uncle 
Pio’s, not even of Esteban’s,” that even he may have 
“missed the very spring within the spring.” 

The five persons in question are the Marquesa de 
Montemayor and her servant Pepita; Uncle Pio, an im¬ 
presario; Don Jaime, weakly son of a great actress, the 
Perichole; and Esteban, one of twin brothers, foundlings, 
brought up by a great-hearted abbess. Part Two is an ac¬ 
count of the marquesa, especially her unparalleled devo- 
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tion to her daughter in Spain. Part Three is named after 
Esteban, and gives an account of his extraordinary love for 
his brother, his tragic sorrow when his brother falls in love 
with the Perichole, and his decision to make a voyage with 
the great traveler Captain Alvarado. Part Four is named 
after Uncle Pio, but is quite as much concerned with the 
Perichole, whom he has trained as an actress and loved 
as a woman. The various characters keep reappearing 
throughout, including the viceroy and the abbess. Part 
Five is a sort of epilogue, bringing together the survivors 
—the viceroy, the captain, the abbess. We are also brought 
back to Brother Juniper and his ill-starred effort to justify 
the ways of God to man. 

The dominant motif is Love—that unselfish devotion 
to another human being, or to humanity in general, which 
covers and obliterates a multitude of sins. Brother Juniper 
is an inspiration. The several stories are woven together, 
with infinite cunning and ingenuity, into a single pattern. 
The narrative is brilliantly done. It is done in the tradi¬ 
tional, the classic, rather than the modernistic, manner. 
There is no whiff of Joyce, Woolf, or Dos Passos. And yet 
structurally it is of our time. This is no story built around 
one man, nor founded upon intrigue or dramatic issue, 
taken in the direction of time. It is a composite picture, a 
pattern made up of many lives set side by side. 

Glenway Wescott’s “The Grandmothers” (1927) is a 
sort of Spoon River Anthology of one family of Wisconsin 
pioneers. It is the effort of young Alwyn Tower to recon¬ 
struct imaginatively the life of his forebears. He takes up 
chapter by chapter his grandmothers and grandfathers, his 
great-aunts and great-uncles, his mother and father, his 
uncles and aunts. There is an elaborate scaffolding of in¬ 
troduction and interpretation. The work is given a certain 
unity of tone and sentiment through the filial piety of 
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Alwyn Tower, his almost morbid concern with the past— 
that tissue of ghostly presences which constitutes his hered¬ 
ity and conditioning environment. In Alwyn’s rejections at 
the death-bed of his grandmother lie sounds many notes in 
that criticism of American life which has taken on such 
volume in our letters since Van Wyck Brooks and Mas¬ 
ters’s “Anthology.” Throughout this history what im¬ 
presses him is the abortive idealism of these strenuous 
lives, the fundamental melancholy deliberately ignored, 
the fanatical Puritanism, the spiritual pride and failure. 

There is no central knot of intrigue or suspense. There 
is no chronological line of history. Mr. Wescott does not 
follow the saga-like method of Hergesheimer in “The 
Limestone Tree” (1931)- He has more of the method of 
Conrad. Alwyn has somewhat the role of Marlow or Cap¬ 
tain Mitchell. Like Conrad, VVe.scott likes to insist on the 
fragmentariness of his information, on the need for im¬ 
aginative reconstruction; he makes great use of retrospec¬ 
tion; he weaves back and forth in time. In some chapters 
he works in several periods simultaneously, deliberately 
interchanging distinct planes, in the modernistic manner. 

He has not the vividness, the visual imagination of the 
born writer of fiction. He has so much material that he 
is swamped by it. We find ourselves reading history. In¬ 
stead of the actual scene, the present moment, we are deal¬ 
ing with expository summaries. Often this makes hard 
reading, and, what is worse, a faint or confused effect. We 
are studying a faded daguerreotype. For all that, the book 
is a fascinating one. It has the fascination and significance 
of history. And it has a kind of wistful glamour. Mr. Wes¬ 
cott is a sensitive artist, something of a poet, and “The 
Grandmothers,” in spite of a certain want of accent, is one 
of the more important examples of the recent vogue for 
novels which are composite pictures of social groups. 
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The later work of Louis Bromfield is a curious testi¬ 
mony to the prevalence of the vogue I have been tracing. 
In his earlier novels like “The Green Bay Tree’* and 
“Early Autumn,” he is in the tradition of the well-made 
novel, with a strong suggestion of James and Edith Whar¬ 
ton. In “The Strange Case of Miss Annie Spragg” (1928) 
he has undertaken a decidedly modernistic study, which 
has a pertinence here, but which I shall leave to the fol¬ 
lowing chapter for comment. 

In “Twenty-Four Hours” (1930) Mr. Bromfield has 
made a special combination of the traditional and the ex¬ 
perimental or “up-to-date” in fiction. Seven men and 
women of fashion he assembles in an apartment overlook¬ 
ing the East River. When the party breaks up, he follows 
each one of them through the doings of the night and the 
following day—now one and then another as the hours 
pass. One of them becomes involved in the murder of a 
night-club singer. And thus are brought in a number of 
underworld figures, who take their turn in the spotlight. 
Many other persons of humble station—like the doorman 
of the apartment-house—are likewise followed through 
the night, thus insuring a sufficient representation from 
the lower social levels. The principals are reassembled at 
tea on the following afternoon, together with some new 
arrivals ^rom Europe. The threads are all neatly tied to¬ 
gether; and a gratifying number of weddings is arranged 
for the fall of the curtain. 

Thus Mr. Bromfield has compounded his drink of many 
ingredients more or less popular to-day, though making 
their appeal to different groups of readers. He has limited 
his action to twenty-four hours, and shown a cross-section 
of urban society. He has followed the alternating system of 
Wassermann and Dos Passos. He has anticipated Vicki 
Baum’s “Grand Hotel” with his suggestion of many dis- 
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parate lives going on side by side and strangely touching 
one another. He has duly exploited the gnngster and the 
night club. And in characterization and narrative manner 
he has made a tolerable imitation of Edith Wharton. It is 
a most ingenious piece of work. But it bears the marks of 
haste and insincerity. I think the public is right to prefer 
him in his earlier and orthodox phase. 

5 

The most monumental, and in many ways the most 
serious, of such composite views attempted in our time, 
are Evelyn Scott’s novels '‘The Wave” (1929) and “A Cal¬ 
endar of Sin” (1931). The first of these is a composition 
built around the Civil War. Although it proceeds in 
chronological sequence and covers the whole period from 
Fort Sumter to the assassination of Lincoln, it is in no 
sense a history of the war. It is made up of seventy num¬ 
bered sections, each one presenting a moment in the life 
of a separate individual. Some of these sections, especially 
those concerned with battles, are further broken up into 
subdivisions dealing with separate moments and indi¬ 
viduals, thus bringing the total of pictures up to the num¬ 
ber of one hundred. Few of these characters come in a sec¬ 
ond time, and practically no attempt is made to relate 
them to one another. Each section confines itself to the 
and such other persons as he is involved 
with; and, with few exceptions, the point of view is strictly 
limited to him. The idea is to show the effect of this great 
political event upon the private lives of some hundreds of 
typical human beings—men, women, and children, sol¬ 
diers and civilians, in the fighting zones and at a distance 
from them. The war itself is the wave referred to in the 
title. The people affected by it are like corks bobbing up 
and down on its surface but not necessarily carried along 
with it. According to the statement from a work on physi- 
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cal geography prefixed to the novel, ‘‘Waves travel in some 
definite direction, but a cork thrown into the water does 
not travel with the waves. It moves up and down, to and 
fro, but unless it is blown by the wind or carried by a cur¬ 
rent it returns to the same position with each wave and 
does not permanently leave its place.” 

The most remarkable thing about this story of a war is 
the way in which the hundreds of characters involved re¬ 
tain each his own private identity. The war has affected 
their fortunes in one way or another: it has brought them 
sorrow and death; it has thwarted them or given them oc¬ 
casion to exercise their special faculties. But it has never 
carried them out of themselves. Miss Scott is evidently 
strongly impressed with the passion to respect oneself as a 
motivating force in human behavior, and over and over 
again she shows us persons in every walk of life, in every 
kind of action, desperately clinging to whatever inter¬ 
pretation of themselves they find necessary for self-respect, 
and following, through agony, crime, and death, the line 
of conduct necessary to confirm them in this interpretation. 
From the merest child in Richmond, the poorest creole 
girl in New Orleans, up through Grant and Lee, to Davis 
and Lincoln, we see them working out, in terms of this 
national disaster, their own individual salvation. Polit¬ 
ical events, one feels, are like great tidal waves sweeping 
across the surface of the ocean of human nature and leav¬ 
ing it essentially what it was before. It is an impressive 
original conception, and worked out with a wealth of de¬ 
tail, both on the side of psychology and of material fact, 
such as we have never before seen in American fiction. 

“A Calendar of Sin” is a work of less forbidding aspect 
to the ordinary reader of novels, in that it has much more 
continuity of story. Here again, however, we have the wide 
spread of the social vision and the system of alternating 
groups of characters as in Wassermann and Dos Passos. 
The action covers the period from 1867 to 1914, with spe- 
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cial emphasis on the years of reconstruction in the South, 
and includes the lives of three generations in some half a 
dozen families. It begins in Odessa, Indiana, with the 
aging lawyer Cadwallader Sydney, who leaves his wife and 
daughter, to begin life again with a young schoolmistress. 
It reaches out to include James Dolan, the ambitious asso¬ 
ciate of Sydney; Dolan’s brother Charlie, the saloon-keeper; 
his brother John, the telegraph operator, who marries Syd¬ 
ney’s daughter Fanny. Before it reaches this point, the 
town of Mimms in Tennessee has been brought in: and we 
make acquaintance with old Judge Gilbert, whose son 
Geoffrey turned Abolitionist and married a mulatto; Ed¬ 
win George, who has saved Geoffrey’s wife from a mob and 
is considered no better than a Yankee; his brother Thomas 
George; and Edwin’s rival in the tobacco business, Major 
Cowley. Both the Georges have several children and Major 
Cowley has a son, and thus are started no less than eight 
different stories. The son of John Dolan eventually grows 
up to marry one of Edwin’s daughters; another of the 
daughters marries the son of Major Cowley; and before 
the book closes we are reading of the love-affairs of the 
grandchildren. Besides Odessa and Mimms, we have many 
scenes laid in Washington, Cincinnati, Memphis, Chicago, 
St. Louis, in Dakota and in the Southwest. 

The division of the book is by years; and, within the 
year, by the days of the month. On certain days we have 
the stories of several different persons to follow; and even 
where it is essentially the same story so far as the action is 
concerned, separate sections are devoted to the points of 
view of the several persons involved. Thus for a single day 
we may have the views of father, mother, daughter, and 
son, and some of them more than once. Miss Scott is very 
much concerned with the states of mind of her characters, 
and most punctilious in observance of the limited point of 
view. The result is, with the wide variety of viewpoints, to 
intensify the effect of discontinuity, or disparateness in 
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continuity. It is this which gives so “modern” an air to a 
narrative which might otherwise remind one of the com¬ 
pendious chronicles of Tolstoy or Thackeray. 

What keeps the book from having the modernity of Dos 
Passos and Joyce is, first, the large freight of exposition 
which the author carries, rather clumsily. And then the 
style. The style is her own accomplished and rather formal 
one. This is cultivated, competent prose, sometimes ex¬ 
quisite in description, a trifle heavy, and decidedly tending 
to run into iambic pentameters. 

What one admires most in Evelyn Scott is her sheer in¬ 
telligence. It is a thing clear, sharp, analytic, dispassionate 
—almost inhuman. Her subject is love, the fearful disloca¬ 
tions and disturbances caused in human lives by the indul¬ 
gence and denial of this passion. Her title is of course 
ironic. Sin is not a term in.her vocabulary, but only bor¬ 
rowed from the poor creatures whose lives were devastated 
by that dread Gorgon of the mind. In her handling of love 
and of other human motives, there is as little sentimental¬ 
izing as one could hope to find in any human document. 
She touches human nature with the coolness of a labora¬ 
tory scientist. That is her strength as a thinker; it is per¬ 
haps a weakness in the artist. She has given her book a 
sub-title, “American Melodramas.” I cannot say whether 
this is ironic or apologetic. Oh, she need have no fear of 
writing melodrama! If she is not read, it is because she has 
refrained even from writing drama. I will not say that she 
does not sympathize, that she does not “understand.” She 
understands too well, far too well. She will not point things 
up. She will not take sides. She is afraid of being unscien¬ 
tific. She is beyond good and evil. 
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EXPRESSIONISM: WOOLF, FRANK 


T*HE term “expressionism” I set here at the head of a 
chapter to indicate, somewhat loosely, a variety of tenden¬ 
cies opposed to the formerly prevailing literalness in the 
rendering of life. Expressionism stands, strictly speaking, 
in opposition to impressionism. Impressionism is, in the 
main, a variety of realism. It undertakes, by means of a 
special technique, to give a more precise impression of the 
look of the object studied. It is quite as literal as the 
earlier manner of rendering the object, though it has a dif¬ 
ferent system of notation. Expressionism pretends, on the 
contrary, not to give an impression of the look of the ob¬ 
ject but to express its meaning or essence. It eschews the 
letter in favor of whatever symbol is best suited to suggest 
that interior meaning. It is licensed, at will, to neglect per¬ 
spective and to make use of any dimension, beyond the 
three familiar ones, which will help to “locate” more ex¬ 
actly the interior meaning it is concerned with. 

I am using the term “expressionism” in a more inclusive 
sense than that in which it applies to most of the German 
fiction of the expressionist school (the later Hauptmann, 
Heinrich Mann, Rudolf Binding, Kasimir Edschmid, 
Franz Werfel, Max Brod). These men are mainly neo¬ 
romantics in whom the expressionist tendency is shown 
in an avoidance of detailed naturalistic treatment, in a 
strongly religious bent, and a fondness for legendary, fan¬ 
tastic, and mystical themes (for example, Heinrich Mann’s 
“Die Rukkehr vom Hades,” Hauptmann’s “Der Ketzer 
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von Soana,” Werfel’s “Der Tod des Kleinbiirgers,” Bind¬ 
ing’s ‘‘Unsterblichkeit,” Brod’s 'Xeben mit einer Gottin” 
and his “Tycho Brahe’s Weg zu Gott,” translated under 
the title of “The Redemption of Tycho Brahe’’). In gen¬ 
eral conception and style these works are rather conserva¬ 
tive than modernistic. The term takes on a broader and 
more modernistic connotation if we bear in mind the 
bolder style of the expressionist poets (Holz, Daubler, 
Stramm, Becher, Werfel) and the bolder technique of the 
playwrights (for example, Hasenclever, Toller, Kaiser). 
The technique of Wassermann and Doblin suggests the 
wider possibilities of expressionism in the German novel. 
It probably would not occur to the German critics to apply 
the term to so realistic a work as Joyce’s “Ulysses.’’ But the 
“fourth-dimensional” character of the Walpurgisnacht 
scene, the gigantism of the Cyclops episode, and many 
other features of “Ulysses” show a disposition to transcend 
the old literal realism,—a disposition which may properly 
be referred to the same expressionistic impulse. 

Wassermann and Gide are much more conservative writ¬ 
ers than Joyce. But their boldness in technique is shown in 
the seemingly arbitrary way in which they set down beside 
one another scenes in several different places, giving, as 
nearly as possible in fiction, the effect of different lives go¬ 
ing on simultaneously. It suggests the mysterious inter¬ 
dependence and solidarity of our spiritual life, which is a 
characteristic notion of the expressionists. And it is a freer 
and more imaginative way of making this suggestion than 
would have been admitted in the old realistic technique. 

Again, Gide’s craving to get away from too strict a logic 
in the motivation of character, while it may lead in the di¬ 
rection of truth, is a repudiation of realism. In this matter 
he makes one think of Wassermann, and both of them re¬ 
mind one of Dostoevski. I believe that Gide is largely in 
sympathy with his Edouard in what he says about the ex¬ 
cessive concern of the naturalists with verisimilitude. For, 
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after all, while Edouard did turn some wrong corners and 
get hopelessly lost, it is also true, as Gide says, that he has 
lent him a good deal of himself. 

The novel, says Edouard, is the most lawless of forms; 
novelists can do anything they wish. And it is probably 
from fear of excessive liberty that the novel has always 
“clung so fearfully to reality.” 

And I am speaking not merely of the French novel. In the 
same way the English novel, and the Russian, free as they are 
from all constraint, make themselves the slaves of lifelikeness 
[ressemblance]. The novel has never known that “formidable 
erosion of contours,” that Nietzsche speaks of, and that deliber¬ 
ate departure from life, which made style possible in the Greek 
dramatists, for example, or the French tragic writers of the 
seventeenth century. Do you know anything more perfect and 
more profoundly human than these works? But this is precisely 
because they are not human except profoundly; they do not 
pride themselves on appearing human, or at least on appearing 
real. 

This is in a very different spirit from that of Maupassant 
in his famous preface to “Pierre et Jean.” Maupassant 
gives there the best possible account of the motives which 
impel any artist to make a careful selection from the cir¬ 
cumstances offered him by life, and of course Gide would 
in the main agree with him. It is in the emphasis that they 
differ. Maupassant writes: 

To be truthful, then, consists in giving the complete illusion 
of the truth, according to the ordinary logic of facts and not in 
transcribing them slavishly in the chaotic order of their occur¬ 
rence. My conclusion is that the Realists of talent ought rather 
to call themselves Illusionists. 

In the last analysis, Gide is, I fancy, an illusionist in his 
intention. But he has for the moment a quarrel with the 
ordinary logic of facts.” He seeks his illusion in that ele¬ 
ment of mystery which clings to human motivation, and 
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even in the “chaotic order of occurrence” of facts in ordi¬ 
nary life. He is, I think, under the influence of Dostoevski. 
What else could explain his making so much of the devil 
in the story of Vincent Molinier, his actual introduction 
of an angel as a character in connection with Bernard? 
These are among his least successful inventions; but they 
are symptomatic. 

This sort of thing is much more in the spirit of Wasser- 
mann. I have spoken earlier of the conversation with the 
devil in “The World’s Illusion.” Still more remarkable 
are the performances of the gooseman in the novel named 
after him. This gocseman is, in literal reality, nothing but 
a funny old statue in the market-place. But when it be¬ 
comes necessary, for the conversion of Daniel Nothaft, to 
introduce a god-from-the-machine, the statue comes to 
life. He visits the hero in his home and harangues him for 
chapter after chapter; he plays with the children; he 
changes places with Daniel, and leaves the hero standing 
all day as a statue in the market. This is all in keeping with 
the essentially poetic, the mythopceic and didactic genius 
of Wassermann. 

Direct and lineal descendant of the gooseman is the 
carved stone angel who, in the last chapter of Thomas 
Wolfe’s “Look Homeward, Angel” (1930) raises her arm 
and moves her ponderous foot for the edification of the 
hero; and the ghost of the dead Ben with whom he con¬ 
verses in the moonlight is in the same tradition. This is 
not, in my opinion, the happiest inspiration of Mr. Wolfe 
in his remarkable first novel. But it shows the way the 
wind blows. 

We have had a good deal of this tendency to the fan¬ 
tastic in English and American fiction of the present cen¬ 
tury. We have had—not to draw the lines too close—Sir 
James Barrie’s “Little White Bird” (1902), the scientific 
and utopian romances of H. G. Wells from “The Time 
Machine” (1895) “The Autocracy of Mr. Parham” 
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(1930), W. H. Hudson’s ‘‘Green Mansions” (1904) and “A 
Crystal Age” (1906), G. K. Chesterton’s “The Man Who 
Was Thursday” (1908). We have had the philosophical 
romances of James Branch Cabell, laid in the imaginary 
realm of Poictesme. And we have had the post-war crop of 
fantasy: Walter de la Mare’s “Memoirs of a Midget” 
(1921), Aldous Huxley’s “Crome Yellow” (1921), Chris¬ 
topher Morley’s “Thunder on the Left” (1925). Sylvia 
Townsend Warner and Norman Matson have introduced 
us to witches, English and French, in “Lolly Willowes” 
and “Flecker’s Magic” (both 1926). David Garnett has re¬ 
introduced the medieval theme of animal transformation 
in “Lady Into Fox” (1922). And Elinor Wylie has ven¬ 
tured something still stranger and more fantastic in “The 
Venetian Glass Nephew” (1925). 

Several of the books mentioned have already taken their 
place unmistakably among the prime masterpieces of fic¬ 
tion in English—at least these three: “Green Mansions,” 
“The Memoirs of a Midget,” and “The Venetian Glass 
Nephew.” They are fine products of the poetic imagina¬ 
tion working in the medium of prose. But there is nothing 
modernistic about them, except this un-Victorian indul¬ 
gence in fantasy. For the most part there is nothing mod¬ 
ernistic about any of the pieces named, with the mild ex¬ 
ception of “Crome Yellow” and “Thunder on the Left.” 
In general they are notable for the smooth unbroken main¬ 
tenance of the illusion of reality, and for a classical sim¬ 
plicity of method. 

There is one fanustic novel of the period which has 
greater pretensions to the modernistic. And it is for that 
reason that I dwell upon it here; not because of its excel¬ 
lence—for I do not consider it a great success. This is Mr. 
Bromfield’s “The Strange Case of Miss Annie Spragg” 
(1928), which is modernistic in somewhat the same way as 
the books discussed in the preceding chapter. The four¬ 
teen loosely bound pieces of this novel are so many varia- 
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tions upon an abstract theme. This theme, which might 
have delighted the heart of Anatole France or Norman 
Douglas, is seemingly that of human fertility and fertility 
cults. It brings together persons, places, and times of con¬ 
siderable diversity. There is the god Priapus, dug up in the 
garden of an Italian villa occupied by an American lady of 
religious bent. There is an American spinster in the 
Italian town who, upon her death, is found to have re¬ 
ceived the sacred stigmata of the Lord. There is her father, 
Cyrus Spragg, lusty preacher of the word, who set up his 
tabernacle in New Jerusalem, Illinois, and founded a cult 
of which the less said the better. There are, moreover, an 
Italian priest who has spent forty years atoning for the sin 
of his youth, a holy nun who has a vision of St. Francis, and 
a principessa who has been a magnificent lover. There is 
an Englishman of good family who is cherished by a bar¬ 
maid, in all innocence, and leaves behind him a monu¬ 
mental History of Prostitution. There are many other 
curious characters and circumstances. One passes fre¬ 
quently back and forth between Italy and Illinois, Illinois 
and England; between 1840 and 1870, 1870 and the present 
time. 

This book is what Gide would call a sotie. It is amusing 
in conception, rather sketchy and confused in execution. 
It will be a curious item for collectors of a philosophic 
turn. 


2 

The modernism of Mr. Bromfield has an air of being 
assumed. Virginia Woolf’s modernism is in her bones. She 
can write novels in many ways, in any way but the tradi¬ 
tional one. As further examples of her expressionism, of 
her revolt from literalness, two of her books must serve, 
“Orlando: A Biography” (1928) and “The Waves” (1931). 

“Orlando” is, by exception among the novels of Mrs. 
Woolf, a straightforward chronological record of the life 
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of the title-person. Only, this person is one who had lived 
about three hundred and fifty years at the time the book 
was written. Under Charles II, while ambassador to Con¬ 
stantinople, he turns into a woman and continues more or 
less of this sex to the end of the book. He has the secret 
ambition to be a writer; and in each age he writes accord¬ 
ing to the style of the period—heroic in the seventeenth 
century, Augustan in the time of Queen Anne, and (I sup¬ 
pose) expressionistic in that of George V. He is sometimes 
a bachelor, sometimes a married man, a wife, a spinster; 
and at one period it was often doubtful whether he was a 
man or woman, married or unmarried. 

The book has been variously interpreted. It is possible 
to regard it as a history of English literature in its various 
phases—virile in Elizabethan times, effeminate under 
Victoria. It is possible to regard it as a kind of wish- 
fulfilment dream on the part of the author, an imaginative 
enlargement of her experience. 1 am inclined to consider 
it a study in multiple personality, and a protest against 
the too narrow labeling of anybody. Virginia Woolf has 
doubtless suffered under the stigma of her sex; and there 
is a good deal of quiet satire on the way men try to pigeon¬ 
hole women. This Orlando chose, on the whole, to be a 
woman, because of certain privileges and superiorities ap¬ 
pertaining to that state; but at times he would appear in 
male disguise and engage in men’s activities. 

The point of the book seems to be that there is more 
than one person in each body, that each individual has, 
at least potentially, many selves, including the “Cap¬ 
tain self, the Key self, which amalgamates and controls 
them all.” In the last chapter Orlando drives out to her 
country-place in her car; and at each turning she summons 
one of her many thousand selves. She reflects on her varie¬ 
gated nature: “Thirty-six; in a motor car; a woman. Yes, 
but a million things as well.” 

Orlando, then, is not a figure drawn from “life.” He is 
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an image, like Hobbes’s Leviathan, for making vivid a 
philosophical abstraction—a truth of human nature 
which, the author thinks, can be most conveniently and 
amusingly rendered in this way. 

In “The Waves” there is nobody who changes his sex or 
lives for centuries. But the six persons who are presented 
are even less than Orlando characters in action, the ordi¬ 
nary subject of fiction; they are mere personalities or 
psychic entities more or less integrated. Three men and 
three women, they are shown from early childhood to old 
age gradually growing into separate and sharply defined 
personalities. It is, on the whole, very similar circum¬ 
stances which work upon them in very different ways; for 
they were born with different potentialities. But it is only 
drop by drop that life precipitates, for each one, the special 
essence of his ego. 

There is no story, no narrative or dialogue. The book is 
entirely made up of soliloquies in which the several char¬ 
acters explain themselves to themselves at various stages 
of their careers—as children playing together, then at 
school, at college or in society, in business or family life. 
They begin together in one house, they drift apart. But 
twice they all come together. They dine together in Lon¬ 
don to bid farewell to their friend Percival; and years 
later they dine together at Hampton Court, by way of 
realizing, each one, what the others are like, and stiffening 
their own individualities one against another. And then 
one of them, in a long soliloquy, “sums up” the process. 

Soliloquies I call these passages in quotation marks in 
which the characters utter to themselves their thoughts 
about themselves. There is no pretense of realism here. 
Such soliloquy is as sheer a convention as that of Eliza¬ 
bethan plays. “Thoughts about themselves”—^but of 
course not one person in a thousand is so precise in intro¬ 
spection; not one person in a thousand knows so much 
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about himself. Say rather, the way they feel about them¬ 
selves. 

And, of course, expressed not in their language, but in 
that of Virginia Woolf. The only one of them all who can, 
by a stretch of imagination, be supposed to talk to himself 
in such terms is Bernard the poet, the phrase-maker, the 
representative, if I mistake not, of the author. But, in 
these soliloquies, they all talk in poetic style, the fluid, 
fluttering, fanciful, imaged style which we have come to 
associate with this author. To be sure, she is never the 
same; she has wide powers of adjustment to different sub¬ 
jects and intentions. In “Jacob’s Room” she uses the femi¬ 
nine, evasive manner of Dorothy Richardson, in “Mrs. 
Dalloway” the allusive, elliptical manner of Joyce, in 
“Orlando” what she calls “the biographic style.” In “The 
Waves” she reminds us over and over again of that distin¬ 
guished writer of free verse, Mrs. Richard Aldington 
f‘H. D.”). I do not call it imitation, but kinship. 

Rebecca West points out, very justly, that Virginia 
Woolf is a philosopher writing fiction. Of course she is not 
a systematic philosopher, one who reasons from premises, 
using abstract terms susceptible presumably of precise 
definition. She is a person with a bent for speculation, 
which she applies to human personality. This she under¬ 
takes to adumbrate with images drawn from the worlds of 
reality and fancy. In short, she is a poet. 

3 

Rebecca West, by the way, is a person who knows what 
she is talking about. Not only is she a critic of unusual 
acuteness and originality—fine and rare qualities in a 
critic—but she is a novelist of versatile powers. And she 
comes into this chapter with her novel “Harriet Hume” 
(1929). Like “Orlando” and “The Waves,” “Harriet 
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Hume” is a philosophical study in human personality. 
This book has a quaint and original style worthy to be 
mentioned with Elinor Wylie’s. There is a pleasant prim¬ 
ness and formality about it like that of Mozart or the box- 
bordered gardens of eighteenth-century letters. 

There is no effort at realism. The two main characters, 
Harriet Hume and Arnold Condorex, are not so much real 
people as representatives of opposite tendencies in human 
nature. Harriet Hume, the musician, stands for the con¬ 
templative nature, concerned with the eternal verities, 
while Condorex, the politician, stands for the active life. 
The contemplative nature is innocent but ineffective in 
practical affairs; the active nature is capable of great ac¬ 
complishment but given to compromise. He is too much 
interested in the art of negotiation, and very successful in 
negotiating with himself. In short, he is a self-deceiver, un¬ 
derstanding neither himself nor the contemplative nature, 
though he is susceptible to her charm. But she, the con¬ 
templative nature, does understand him. She has, in fact, 
the power of reading his thoughts, and here comes in the 
element of “miracle.” Over and over again she reads his 
thoughts at critical moments, and thereby makes them 
both exceedingly uncomfortable. 

There are many other elements of sheer fantasy—the 
legend of three ladies turned into poplar trees, for exam¬ 
ple, and the appearance in the last chapter of the spirits 
of the dead. These are queer ghosts too, policemen who 
drink beer, and Harriet Hume calmly discussing the situa¬ 
tion with the man who shot her dead and then killed him¬ 
self. I am not capable of working out all the implications 
of Miss West’s symbolism; and already I feel that I have 
been breaking a butterfly on the wheel. But for the gen¬ 
eral intention, what seems most probable is this: The per¬ 
sons who in the fable appear as separate individuals are 
really but the two sides of one individual. They are at¬ 
tracted to each other; they go their own ways; they dis- 
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agree and make each other unhappy; the active one in the 
end succeeds in killing them both. In life tliey cannot 
agree, but in the calm of death they are reconciled. 

Thus it would appear that Miss West has reversed the 
formula of “Orlando.” In “Orlando” many diverse tenden¬ 
cies are combined in one person who never could have so 
combined them in the “realistic” world. In “Harriet 
Hume” two tendencies which are often found combined 
in a single individual are made separate in a fable which 
departs very far from the conditions of “real life.” But it 
is much the same truth that is embodied in such dissimilar 
myths. And the two novels are expressions of the same re¬ 
action against the literalness of the well-made novel. 

4 

The “soliloquies” in “The Waves” prove, on analysis, 
to be a curious combination of elements. They represent 
the “stream of consciousness” of the several characters. 
They include in one undifferentiated mass what these peo¬ 
ple perceive through their senses, what they consciously 
think, and what they feel about themselves and one an¬ 
other without being actually conscious of it. The same 
combination is found in Joyce, though probably with 
more sense of the differentiation between conscious and 
unconscious. 

That all the “stream-of-consciousness” writers do not 
stem from Joyce seems to be indicated by the dates of 
Waldo Frank's novels “Rahab” (1922) and “Holiday” 
(1923). There is much in his futuristic manner that makes 
me guess at German influences; the influence of post- 
impressionist painting and sculpture is evidently strong in 
him. What I wish here to dwell upon is his special tech¬ 
nique for distinguishing between separate layers or states 
of consciousness. 

In “Rahab” he presents a woman whose spiritual life is 
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in seemingly sharp contradiction to her material condition 
and behavior. Circumstances have turned her into an as¬ 
sociate of prostitutes and crooks. Or perhaps it is some¬ 
thing within herself, along with circumstances, which has 
drawn her to such associates, something like what drew 
Christian Wahnschaffe to the depths. (Oh, Sonia, Sonia! 
woman of Samaria! how large a progeny you have had 
among the mystics of our day!) By nature this Fanny Luve 
is a mystic, her soul suffused with some dark faith in life 
and in herself. At least she has faith that she is on the way 
to discover a meaning in life, a meaning destined to be re¬ 
vealed to her by some one of the Jewish race. And at the 
last, through very denial of her hopes, there dawns upon 
her some light, sharp as a knife-blade—some light, alas! 
which is no light for us. 

I find myself incapable of evaluating the work of Waldo 
Frank in the whole. I do not know whether it is sound, 
whether it has a significance on which one can rest as on 
something solid. With his power in detail I am strongly 
impressed; with his sympathetic insight into souls; with 
his imaginative force in conjuring up strange figures— 
persons and places—that are at once transparent and 
opaque, having the hard surface of material objects and 
the teasing lure of myths and symbols. But all that I can do 
in this study is to point out certain mechanical features of 
his technique. 

He is more merciful than most “stream-of-conscious- 
ness” writers. When he wishes to introduce thoughts in the 
dramatic guise of speech, passing from the third person to 
the first, he generally indicates this transition by preced¬ 
ing the dramatic passage with a long dash, such as the 
French use to indicate the speeches in dialogue. Thus we 
have, distinguished by punctuation, narrative and observa¬ 
tion from the principal’s point of view, actual speech in 
quotation marks, and then the speech of thought or solih 
oquy, with its appropriate indication. 



EXPRESSIONISM: WALDO FRANK 


497 

At times Mr. Frank carries his system of notation still 
farther. There are passages that are not so much ordinary 
thought, prose thought, as we may say, but something 
more purely emotional, welling up from the depths of per¬ 
sonality. They involve what we may call a poetical defini¬ 
tion of the character or the situation as he feels it. These 
too the author indicates with the long dash, but to these 
he feels impelled to give the distinguishing form of verse. 
There is one passage in “Rahab” in which are shown all 
together the principal characters: Fanny Luve, two of the 
loose women, her friends, the gambler Mangel, and the 
judge Mark. There comes upon them all a mood of self¬ 
recognition, like those so often shown by Mrs. Woolf in 
“The Waves*’; and like her characters they engage in a 
mute dialogue of soliloquies. I cannot include it all, but 
a few excerpts will give a notion of its method if not its 
quality. 

MANGEL:- 

—I am made of filth. If I could stop hating myselfl 

I am a dirty Jew . . I hate Statt . . . He makes me 
feel—this . . . But who is he? 

His body is straighter because he has no soul. 

(There are times when 1 would love to kiss his body.) 

—My soul is beautiful. My soul says to me: 

You are a dirty Jewl . . 

What is the use? One picks the smut from one’s nose. 

But one’s nose smells on, the smut comes back. 

What is the use of having a beautiful soul? 

No one tells Statt that he is a dirty Dutchman. 

. . . . • • • • • • 

SUSAN:- 

—I ask myself no question. 

O horror, O torrent of horror 

If I asked a question. 
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—The mountainside 

Is steep, is snow. 

I mount, I mount. 

I am erect; my shoulders and my feet 

Freeze sharp. 

—O the horror, O the torrent, O the flood 

Down-pouring . . 

If 1 asked a question. 

To a large extent these soliloquies in verse represent 
latent or implicit thought rather than any of which the 
chauacter is definitely conscious. And they serve to explain 
him better than he could possibly do himself. Such a use 
of them is even more striking in “Holiday.” This is, in my 
opinion, the most successful of all Mr. Frank’s novels, 
though it is clear enough why it has been neglected. In 
his pure estheticism, Mr. Frank offends too many preju¬ 
dices, moral and social as well as esthetic. “Holiday” is a 
study of the psychology of lynching, and—deeper than 
that—the psychology of race attraction and repulsion. It 
is laid in a small gulf town, symbolically named Nazareth. 
There is of course a white Nazareth and a black Nazareth, 
and behind the two creatures who are the protagonists of 
this tragedy, are the two piteous groups of white and black 
people, strangely drawn to one another by the lure of 
diverse temperaments, and then inevitably set in opposi¬ 
tion by fear and hatred. 

In many respects the book is remarkable for its origi¬ 
nality in technique. But I must conhne myself to a single 
point. At a certain moment, out of a simple conversation 
between a girl and her father on the subject of negroes, 
there suddenly emerges a poetical dialogue between the 
white and the black races. The speech of white and black 
is doubly distinguished, that of the white race being in 
prose and in roman type, that of the blacks in verse and 
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printed in italics. It is impossible to give this colloquy en¬ 
tire, but I shall try to choose the most significant passages. 

World . . of Nazareth; worlds of Nazareth speaking: 

—I cannot forget you, Niggertown. Night and day you 
glower. Night and day you shout and laugh, you sing 
and sway and groan. Always there beside me, Nigger¬ 
town. Beside my birthright, within my mind like a 
shadow alive. 

—Whah is yo' sister, blossomin* Dixie Ian*? 

Whah is de sister oh yo* sun and rain? 

Yo* sun am smilin an yo* rain ivee/js warm, 

—I walk on soil, and 1 need soil to live. But earth stays in 
its place. I plow earth, I scatter seed, J harvest. Upon the 
willing earth 1 place my house. . . . You are earth too: 
and like the earth 1 need you. Within you 1 must sow my 
food and upon you make my ways. Yet you stand upl You 
shout . . . 

— When de sun goes down on Dixie Ian* 

Mah dusky love shines in de welcomin* night. 

Her voice am cool as de melon [etc.] 

—All the world’s color: and I must hold my pride against 
the world. Pride is white. History is white. The Christ is 
white. Honor is white, and birthright. All else . . . color. 
The sky and sun and the stars, the trees and the thirsty soil: 
the eyes of my beloved and her lips . . . color, color, foe 
to my high whiteness. [Etc.] 

—You-all don* count, Whah do you come in? 

Ah kin raise co*n an’ taters 
Ah kin hitch mah mule 
Ah kin still co*n likker 
Ah kin love mah girl, 

You-all don* count , , , Whah do you-all come in? 
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—Shouting, standing, rolling your hot eyes. Leave me bel 
Be earthi Don't break into my slumber and my dreams! 

—You won* leave me be? [Etc.J 

Come, hlossomin* Ian*, come, Ian* of love and dream 
Le*s look away fum de white stalkin* ghost, 

—1 see you everywhere. Like blood. Like earth. [Etc.] 

—You won*t leave me be? 

What kin Ah do fo* you-all? [Etc.] 

—My love hungers, 1 am spent. What's that to you? Get 
out! . . . Stay down! 

—Whar are you? Why should I stay down? 

O our village is singin* strong. 

An* de crops is in. 

An* de cotton*s made, 

An* de watermelon s ripe. [Etc.] 

—I'll crush you! If you’re color and love, watch my white 
hate. I’ll hold you! If you are seed and fruit, watch ray 
white drouth exalt the dry well and the blind eyes of my 
women! 

Of the terrible social problem here involved Mr. Frank 
does not offer the least hint of a solution. His work must 
be judged on purely esthetic grounds. I will not try to put 
a value on it. But I do not see how we can fail to acknowl¬ 
edge the boldness and originality of his invention. He has 
found, for one of the most important features of American 
life, for a psychological fact of widest scope, a symbolic 
representation of vivid interest and power. 
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(Certain hard-boiled realists have a freedom in ordering 
the elements of their composition which corresponds to 
the poetic expressionism of writers like Mr. Frank and 
Mrs. Woolf. It lies not merely in the contrapuntal han¬ 
dling of passages from the lives of many unrelated persons 
(see Chapters XXXIII to XXXVIII) but in the ap¬ 
parently freakish insertion into these private chronicles 
of more general material which takes the place of philo¬ 
sophical comment and suggests the larger bearings of the 
history so baldly told. This material has the character (as 
in Joyce) of themes or motifs, and is often in the broadest 
sense poetic because of its symbolic correspondence with 
the plainly realistic portions. And the whole work has that 
character of abstract composition which makes us think so 
often in twentieth-century fiction of post-impressionist 
painting. 

Thus in “Manhattan Transfer” the prose poems pre¬ 
fixed to the several chapters, while they are so often de¬ 
scriptive of aspects of the city and city life, serve a purpose 
far more important than setting. Their implications are 
more than physical, and, like the chapter headings, they 
have a reference far wider than the subject-matter of the 
individual chapters. One chapter is entitled “Metropolis,” 
and the prelude begins: “There were Babylon and Nine¬ 
veh; they were built of brick. Athens was gold marble 
columns. Rome was held up on broad arches of rubble.” 
But the reader knows well that what matters is not the 

f^OI 



502 


THE TWENTIETH-CENTURY NOVEL 


materials out of which the Babylons were built but the 
moral associations of the names and the reminder of how 
inevitably these cities fell victims to their own greed. One 
of the preludes deals with the red and green stop-go signals 
and the herded cars hurrying “towards the glow over the 
city.’* One of them is woven of many themes connected 
with the World War. The chapter entitled “Nicolodeon” 
is prefaced by an account of all the cheap pleasures pur¬ 
chasable by poor mortals for the price of a nickel. “Steam¬ 
roller” has a description of how night comes down over 
the city and “crushes the fretwork of windows and lettered 
signs and chimneys and water-tanks and ventilators and 
fire-escapes and moldings and patterns and corrugations 
and eyes and hands and neckties into blue chunks, into 
black enormous blocks.” The esthetic and the philosophi¬ 
cal vision coalesce, and we realize how the great forces of 
nature deal alike with unorganized and organized matter. 

Dos Passos had been reading his Sandburg with under¬ 
standing, and knew how to give its full eloquence to each 
material aspect of our industrial life. The reader who re¬ 
mains unenlightened by the text of these stories cannot 
fail to gather from the commentaries a sufficient notion of 
the author’s attitude toward the civilization he is portray¬ 
ing: an attitude bitter, ironic, tender, compassionate, and 
withal impregnated with an artist’s fascinated passion for 
beauty. And all accomplished by means of statements as 
objective as they can be made out of verbs, nouns, and 
adjectives. 

2 

“The 42d Parallel” (1930) and “1919” (1932) are in 
some ways quite distinct in method. They are the first two 
of a projected series of novels intended to give a panoramic 
survey of American civilization in our time. The first one 
deals with the period between 1900 and our entrance into 
the war, the second (somewhat overlapping) covers the 
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whole period of the war and down to Armistice Day 1919. 
In each of these novels, there are but five persons out of 
whose experiences the author has chosen to make up his 
representative picture. There are many other characters 
with whom these ten people come in contact, and some of 
the first five reappear in the second volume as middle- 
ground or background figures. But it is with these ten 
persons that we live in intimacy, seeing the rest of the 
world through their eyes. And for the ten principals we 
are given a much more detailed and consecutive history 
than for any of the characters in “Manhattan Transfer.” 
The sections are in general much longer, and the doings 
of the character in question are followed from day to day, 
sometimes from year to year. So that we have the impres¬ 
sion of a flowing undramatic narrative very different jfrom 
the dot-and-dash system of the earlier book. It almost sug¬ 
gests the manner of the old-fashioned rambling novel be¬ 
fore the advent of “dramatic” ideals. 

But several features keep these books from having the 
aspect of the old-fashioned novel. One is the strict fidelity 
with which the author confines himself to the point of 
view of the character in question. So far as I have observed, 
this confinement is absolute within each section. And what 
makes it still more notable is the incomparable faithful¬ 
ness with which the narrative is given, in each case, the 
tone of the character concerned, though without undue 
exaggeration of idiosyncrasy. The dominant characteristic 
of all these people is that they are just ordinary Americans, 
and the prevailing tone of the whole narrative is that of 
ordinary American speech and feeling. 

In “The 42d Parallel” two of the characters are young 
men who go from place to place engaging in every variety 
of unskilled labor. Another is a stenographer coming from 
an ordinary middle-class family. Her brother, Joe Wil¬ 
liams, appears as a leading character in “1919* He is just 
a boy who can’t stand it at home and who, having deserted 
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from the navy, drifts from job to job on merchant vessels. 
He has enough initiative and pull to get himself made a 
petty officer in the merchant marine; but otherwise he is a 
common sailor, concerned about his comforts and appe¬ 
tites, always getting into messes, and ineffectually aspiring 
to be better settled in life. With characters of this sort Dos 
Passos realizes that what is called for is a matter-of-fact style 
plausibly colored with current slang, a style broadly com¬ 
parable to that of Hemingway or Callaghan. 

Slightly higher in the social and cultural scale is Daugh¬ 
ter, scatter-brained girl from Texas, who is looking for 
“life,” and is finally killed in a crashing airplane while tak¬ 
ing a ride with a drunken French aviator. The tone is set 
for her in the first sentence of her chronicle: 

The Trents lived in a house on Pleasant Avenue that was the 
finest street in Dallas that was the biggest and fastest growing 
town in Texas that was the biggest state in the Union and had 
the blackest soil and the whitest people and America was the 
greatest country in the world and Daughter was Dad’s onlyest 
sweetest little girl. 

Much more ambitious spirits are found among the peo¬ 
ple of these books. Such are Eleanor Stoddard and Eveline 
Hutchins, women of esthetic tastes with an eye to the main 
chance, who blossom out into interior decorators and end 
up with fat Red Cross jobs in Paris, occupying the most de¬ 
licious apartments on the Quai de la Tournelle and col¬ 
lecting love-affairs and antique Italian painted panels. 
There is Richard Ellsworth Savage, a poor boy, who knows 
how to get in with the best set at Harvard, and manages 
to keep his pacifism from spoiling his prospects of promo¬ 
tion in the army. And, king of them all, is J. Ward Moore- 
house, who rises fast in the business world, turns public- 
relations counselor with handsome offices in New York, 
and eqds up as a Red Cross major, installed in the Hotel 
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Crillon, and sleekly collaborating with Mr. Wilson in the 
manufacture of the Versailles Treaty. At bottom these 
four people are all sentimentalists and snobs, and the 
matter-of-fact chronicle of their doings is discreetly colored 
with the tasty pink of their spiritual complexion. 

Nothing displays the self-denying art of Mr. Dos Passos 
more eloquently than the rigor with which he has kept 
himself out of these records. Nowhere has he intruded to 
tell us what we should think about these people and the 
civilization they stand for. And yet it is perfectly clear 
what he thinks. And he has made it clear first of all by his 
choice of characters to represent his idea and by the plain 
chronicle of events which are in nowise unusual. Eloquent 
enough are the lives of common men who, with nothing 
to guide them, flounder stupidly in the morass of unor¬ 
ganized society. But most eloquent are the careers of the 
clever, the hard-headed sentimentalists, who know how to 
take advantage of the current “ideals” and feather their 
nests with them. The war, as it touched the fighting-men, 
was long since “done” by Dos Passos in “Three Soldiers” 
(1921). But not even that picture can compare with ”1919" 
for the ghastly light thrown on what we may call the mar¬ 
ginal aspects of war. For most of these people the war was 
simply one grand picnic, a “show” seen from box seats, a 
chance to cut loose from the moral restraints of “back 
home,” and then, over and above all that, a good living 
and a means of making their way in the world. And even 
more ghastly than the war was the peace, with soft-voiced 
public-relations counselors conferring with Standard Oil 
men over the proper disposition of the world s resources. 

There is one character with whom we are able to sym¬ 
pathize completely, although he is treated in the same ob¬ 
jective, matter-of-fact way as the rest. That is Ben Comp¬ 
ton, who makes his entry toward the end of 19 ^ 9 * ^ 

Jew, “who always said he wasn’t a Jew he was an American 
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because he’d been born in Brooklyn and lived at 2531 
25th Avenue in Flatbush and they owned their own home.” 
This young man early espouses the cause of the working- 
class, takes part in many strikes, gets beaten up with the 
wobblies at Everett, declares himself a conscientious ob¬ 
jector, and is finally sent down to Atlanta for ten years for 
taking part in a meeting in sympathy with the Soviet Gov¬ 
ernment. He is the only one of the leading characters who 
has devoted himself to any cause more unselfish than the 
gratification of his own appetites. 

3 

Dos Passos was evidently determined to stick to plain 
objective statement of what went on in the lives of his ten 
characters. But he had in these books an intention no less 
comprehensive in its scope than in “Manhattan Trans¬ 
fer.” And he hit upon three different devices for enlarg¬ 
ing the reference of his chronicle. 

One of these is called the Camera Eye. It consists of 
forty-odd shore pieces describing moments in the life of 
a growing boy and then the same boy grown and serving in 
the Red Cross during the war. There are many suggestions 
that this boy and man was the author himself. In “The 
42d Parallel” he is seen traveling abroad, at school in Eng¬ 
land, on a river steamer in Chesapeake Bay, going to 
church, at the university (“four years under the ether 
cone”). In “1919” he is shown in a great many places 
during his service in France. Child or man, he sees every- 
tliing and understands nothing; and these pieces are likely 
to be a jumble of impressions without logical or rhetori¬ 
cal organization. It is in the Camera Eye that one traces 
the influence of Joyce and the “stream-of-consciousness” 
system of notation. Perhaps by the Camera Eye, Mr. Dos 
Passos wishes to indicate a way of seeing things directly 
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or naively before the process of interpretation and elimina¬ 
tion has intervened to give a semblance of order to what 
is seen and fit it all into a consistent and idealistic view 
of life. 

And that is, indeed, the first impression received from 
these dazzling, bewildering cubist compositions, in which 
fragments of so many disparate objects are set side by 
side, often in the same sentence, olten ^vith no punctua¬ 
tion of any kind. One has the blood and filth and stupidity 
of war in the same picture with the Io\clicst impressions 
of natural beauty, and with historical associations of the 
highest dignity. One has reminders of the gross material 
stakes involved in the war, along with echoes of Milton 
and Patrick Henry. At first all seems disorder and confu¬ 
sion of mind. And then one realizes that what we have, 
actually, is a cry for order in a world of confusion, and that 
each one of these pictures is cunningly composed, accord¬ 
ing to the best principles of balance, contrast, and propor^ 
tion, so as to render in terms of art the disgust and loathing 
of a sensitive spirit faced with the actuality of a war- 
crazed world. Not every writer could be trusted with the 
liberties of this method. But I am inclined to think that 
among these sketches will be found many of the firmest 
and most glowing pages in the whole work of this extraor¬ 
dinary writer. 

The second of the author’s devices for enlarging the 
reference consists in a series of sketches of men prominent 
in the United States during the period covered. Such are, 
in “The 42d Parallel,” the Socialist leader Debs, the pro¬ 
gressive La Follette, the spellbinder Bryan, and the inven¬ 
tors Edison, Steinmetz, Burbank. In ”1919” are included 
Jack Reed, the “playboy” of the Russian Revolution, the 
liberal or radical writers Randolph Bourne and Paxton 
Hibben, President Wilson, and the Morgans, four gen¬ 
erations of bankers and financiers. It will be obvious how. 
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by his particular “slant” on each one of these head-liners, 
the author can suggest the tone of his personal commen¬ 
tary on the civilization they represent. 

Thus Mr. Dos Passos features the shallowness and insin¬ 
cerity of the liberalism typified by Bryan and the tragic 
futility of that typified by Wilson. Of writers on social 
themes the one who has his most hearty admiration is, ap¬ 
parently, Randolph Bourne, the voice of one crying in the 
wilderness. Of men of action, the tw^o who, by their fight¬ 
ing spirit and their manner of death, arouse the strongest 
feeling in the reader are two organizers of the I.W.W.— 
Joe Hill, who \vas stood up against the jail wall in Salt 
Lake City, and Wesley Everest, logger, who was lynched 
at Centralia, after suffering abominable mutilations. Such 
were the martyrs of the proletarian faith. The book ends 
with an account of the Washington ceremony in memory 
of the Unknown Soldier, It is done in somewhat the man¬ 
ner and spirit of Sandburg s magnificent poem on the same 
subject, “And So To-Day.” These two pieces are in them¬ 
selves interesting examples of abstract composition. And 
they both render forcefully the commentary of disillu¬ 
sioned America on the false sentiment associated with 
American militarism. 

Dos Passos’ third device is named from a feature of the 
moving-pictures, “Newsreel.” There are some forty of 
these newsreels scattered through the two books. They are 
made up of newspaper head-lines, stock-market reports, 
fragments of popular songs, etc. They serve the purpose, 
to begin with, of indicating the progress of time with their 
reference to such events as the Boer War, Roosevelt’s bolt 
from the Republican party, the assassination of Jaures, the 
Armistice. But, what is much more important, by their 
jumble of miscellaneous news items they suggest the men¬ 
tality which produces and is fostered by the newspaper, 
that epitome of our civilization. Any reader who is puzzled 
by the way in which new^s of every conceivable type is all 
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run together in paragraphs without puncruarion, and al¬ 
ternated with head lines in every degree oi bold type, need 
only stop to consider his own manner or reading the daily 
paper—or at any rate the paper itself, with its almost total 
want of classification of news, and with its relative empha¬ 
sis on scandal, disasters, popular amusements, personali¬ 
ties, and political hot air. 

But there is more to it than this. Mr. Malcolm Cowley, 
in a significant and highly favorable review of “1919,” 
remarks that, “in themselves, judged as writing,” these 
newsreels “are not successful.” This may be true. But we 
can hardly judge them in themselves, as pieces of writing, 
without regard for the cumulative effect they have as an 
oblique commentary on the narrative. There are certain 
sinister notes, hardly remarked at first, which make them¬ 
selves heard more and more insistently as the work pro¬ 
ceeds, till finally, like the leitmotivs of W^agnerian opera, 
they begin to take strong possession of us. And they are all 
the more impressive in that, as they are combined with 
other notes, they have distinctly the character of disso¬ 
nances. 

Along with the innocent and frivolous songs of the ser¬ 
vice men, and the ordinary news from the war and from 
home, there is the recurrent reference to industries which 
are benefiting by the war: 

HAWAIIAN SUGAR CONTROL LOST BY THE GER- 
MANS, FINISHED STEEL MOVES RATHER MORE 
FREELY, FERTILIZER INDUSTRY STIMULATED BY 
WAR, AFTER-WAR PLANS OF TTNA EXPLOSIVES, 
CRUCIBLE STEEL CONTINUES TO LEAD MARKET. 

And then, with the Armistice, as the Internationale 
begins to displace the war songs, we hear more and more 
of Polish pogroms, of the Japanese menace, of Burleson 
censorship, and of the violent and forceful putting down 
of strikes and labor organizations. As the book progresses. 
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the news of the day begins to be less chaotic and bewilder¬ 
ing. To a musing reader a consistent thread of meaning 
begins to run through the head-lines of a single day: 

SAYS U. S. MUST HAVE WORLD’S GREATEST FLEET, 
CANADIANS RIOT IN BRITISH CAMP, GAINS RUN 
HIGH IN WALL STREET, NE SOYONS PAS LES DUPES 
DU TRAVESTI BOLCHEVISTE, STRIKERS MENACE 
COMPLETE TIEUP OF NEW YORK CITY, CALIFORNIA 
JURY QUICKLY RENDERS VERDICT AGAINST SACRA¬ 
MENTO WORKERS, BOLSHEVISM READY TO COL¬ 
LAPSE SAYS ESCAPED GENERAL, BRITISH TRY HARD 
TO KEEP PROMISE TO HANG KAISER. 

These separate items begin to range themselves in a 
meaningful pattern like the pieces of a puzzle-picture. 
Certain paragraphs of fragmentary news items begin to 
stand out as epitomizing the saddest ironies of our social 
and spiritual life. 

. . . eleven men were killed and twenty-three injured, some 
of them seriously as the result of an explosion of fulminate of 
mercury in the priming unit of one of the cap works of the E. I. 
duPont de Nemours Powder Company; in the evening Mrs. 
Wilson released carrier pigeons . . . and through it all how 
fine the spirit of the nation luas, what unity of purpose what 
untiring zeal what elevation of purpose ran through all its 
splendid display of strength, its untiring accomplishment. I 
have said that those of us who stayed at home to do the work of 
organization and supply would always wish we had been with 
the men we sustained by our labour, but we can never be 
ashamed ... in the dining room music was furnished by a 
quartet of sailors. 


4 

So there we have three special thematic devices by which 
Dos Passos gives to his narrative a larger reference than 
could be had in the mere chronicle of private lives. Be¬ 
tween each section of straight narrative are inserted any- 
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where from one to four of these briefer commentaries: 
Camera Eye, Newsreel, sketch of prominent citizen. The 
effect is to keep one perpetually alive to the wider issues, 
the broad social background on which the few obscure 
persons play their parts. Here again we have the fondness 
for the breadthwise cutting, the composite view. And we 
have also the disposition to build up a composition out of 
elements which, however unrelated they may at first ap¬ 
pear, are found to have their cunningly related corre¬ 
spondences and to result in the end in significant pattern. 

And it will now be clear how well this technique goes 
with the disposition to regard the novelist’s subject as the 
entire social organism. The author’s first concern is no 
longer with individuals, with their precious moral prob¬ 
lems to be met, their precious sentiments to be indulged. 
His first concern is with that Leviathan, society, striving 
weakly to adjust itself to the industrial conditions of the 
new world, more or less blindly struggling forward to the 
creation of a group consciousness and a group will. It is 
an unusual combination in one writer, so strong a social 
significance and so great a command of his craft. And it is 
this combination which makes Dos Passos one of the most 
important novelists now writing in English. 
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INTERESTING example of abstract composition in a 
German novel is Alfred Doblin’s “Alexanderplatz Berlin” 
(1930, edition in English 1931). D 5 blin was already well 
known as an exponent of expressionism (for example, his 
‘‘Berge, Meere und Giganten,” 1924) before the writing of 
“Alexanderplatz.” The importance of this later book for 
German readers I am unable to gage; nor do I feel ready 
to express an opinion on its profundity as a social and 
psychological document. It is certainly an interesting story. 

It has for its theme the moral rehabilitation of a poor, 
well-meaning fellow who has served his term in prison 
for a crime of violence. This is a difficult process, owing to 
the psychological effect of his being an ex-convict and to the 
milieu in which he has to work out his salvation. The 
author has taken advantage of the literary vogue of the 
gangster, and the widespread interest in lives of criminals 
and others sunk below the level of bourgeois society. He 
has a genial and breezy manner, which reminds one in 
some respects of Jean-Paul Richter. There are also sug¬ 
gestions of both Hugo and Dostoevski. The main interest 
for us in this story is the interesting and original use Doblin 
has made of suggestions taken from Joyce. 

To begin with, he has gone to a great deal of pains to 
make his book more than the private history of Franz 
Biberkopf, his hero. Wherever occasion offers, he has in¬ 
troduced general views of the social fabric in which the 
career of Biberkopf is but one obscure strand. At various 
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points in the story we come upon passages standing forth 
distinct like outcroppings of rock at an angle found along 
river banks and giving a notion of geological history. Only, 
in “Alexanderplatz” it is the present social organism, the 
stratum of life known as Berlin, where Franz Biberkopf 
lies embedded like a living fossil, of which the author 
wishes to give us a representative exhibit. 

There is a whole section entitled “A Handful of Men 
around the Alex” in which he makes a sort of inventory 
of human life in the neighborhood of this great center of 
business where Biberkopf has taken to selling newspapers. 
We have a flying view of operations for building the sub¬ 
way, of the various shops, insurance companies, detective 
agencies, sundry legal business of a cheap lawyer; of the 
people who live on the second, third, and fourth floors— 
their occupations, diseases, domestic relations, amuse¬ 
ments, comforts, and discomforts. There are newsreels 
reminding one of Dos Passos, with a lively and detailed ac¬ 
count of murders, street-car disasters, stock-market condi¬ 
tions, jail-breakings, the invasion of the market by Ameri¬ 
can automobiles, and of comic operas being performed 
at neighborhood theaters. As much is made of street-car 
lines as by Joyce in “Ulysses,” and more than once the 
author steps off a car with some person and follows him 
upon his most private errands, with the humane curiosity 
of a Virginia Woolf, but with a more realistic imagination 
for the possibilities of the case. 

There is other thematic material of a more strictly sym¬ 
bolic order. Such is the detailed and lively account of the 
Berlin slaughter-houses. (Let all squeamish readers skip.) 
There is no effort to relate these passages to the story of 
Franz Biberkopf. The author merely makes a matter-of- 
fact statement on the necessary dealing with calves and 
pigs whose flesh is to be eaten. But no one can miss the 
implied application to the dealings of fate with poor hu¬ 
man beings like our hero. 
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There is one device much used by Joyce and Dos Passos 
of which Doblin is fond. That is the accompaniment of 
his narrative with snatches of popular songs and ballads. 
We all know the obsession of these cheap and sentimental 
tunes, how they beat out the rhythm of our hectic and 
driven lives, seeming like the very beat of our pulse, the 
jerking of our tired nerves, the clack-clack of the belted 
chain that runs the machine to which we are strapped. 
Franz Biberkopf is a tuneful German. He celebrates his re¬ 
lease from prison by singing “The Watch on the Rhine.” 
As the story goes forward his thoughts are more and more 
likely to be involved with music-hall songs. They thrust 
themselves into the midst of conversations real or imagi¬ 
nary —Ich kiisse Ihre Hand, Madame. Whatever he is 
thinking, whatever happens to him, tends to fall into rhyme 
and meter and the tawdry rhetoric of romantic ballads. 

All his crying, all his protests, all his rage was idle prating, 
evidence was dead against him, and the chains for him were 
waiting. Though the judges were mistaken (the chase, the pur¬ 
suit, the damned chase) when his sentence they had spoken 
(how those damned hounds chased me), what availed his guilt¬ 
less conscience, since his honor’s shield was broken. Man, oh 
fellow-man, he whimpered, why oppress, why ruin me, did I 
do you injury? (It goes on, you can’t see your way out. And on 
and on, you run, you can’t run fast enough, you can just do the 
best you can.) 

One can imagine the effectiveness, in the native German, 
of this device for rendering the feverish and ever acceler¬ 
ating rhythm of life for Franz Biberkopf. 

One ballad keeps recurring in the latter half of the 
story. That is the old German ballad of “The Dance of 
Death.” “There is a mower death yclept. Has power which 
the Lord hath kept. When he ’gins his scythe to whet, 
kee*]^ it grows and keener yet.” It goes well with the 
macabre effect of this typical German work. 

Another related set of themes is taken from the Bible 
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At more and more frequent interv^als, as the story pro¬ 
gresses, we find inserted in the realistic narrative quotations 
from Jeremiah and the Apocalypse, imaginary conversa¬ 
tions between Job and Satan, between Abraham and Isaac. 
The literal quotations from Scripture may be given in the 
language of our great English version, and are conse¬ 
quently, in the translation of the German work, the most 
effective of all these symbolic devices. 

So I returned and considered all the oppressions that are 
done under the sun; and behold the tears of such as were op¬ 
pressed and they had no comforter; and on the side of the op¬ 
pressors there was power; but they had no comforter. Where¬ 
fore I praised the dead which are already dead. 

The dead I praised. To everything a season; a time to rend, 
and a time to sew, a time to keep, and time to cast away. I 
praised the dead who lie sleeping beneath the trees. 

In basic conception, ‘Alexanderplatz” derives from the 
German school of expressionism by virtue of its primary 
concern with the spiritual life of Franz Biberkopf, and its 
quasi-religious doctrine of regeneration through suffering. 
Formally, ^he modernism (or expressionism) of his method, 
what makes him more akin to Joyce than to Hugo, is the 
want of explicit application of the general thematic ma¬ 
terial to the case of Biberkopf, and the seemingly freakish 
way in which it is intruded into the midst of his story. 
There are other features more reminiscent of Dostoevski, 
Wassermann, and Gide, such the angels who, at one 
point, walk beside the hero and talk with him. But in the 
main this is felt to be a strictly realistic work. And the 
expressionism (in the broad formal sense'i consists in the 
superposition of the general themes upon the private his¬ 
tory of Biberkopf, their interweaving with ir. It is these 
themes, apparently unrelated to it but actually making a 
spiritual commentary on it, which furnish the fourth di¬ 
mension for this highly modernistic portrait of a man. 
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J.' HE type of narrative to which the term, “stream-of- 
consciousness,” applies, has its origin in English in the 
novels of Dorothy Richardson and Joyce, and has, perhaps, 
its best exemplihcation in them. Mr. Joyce himself has 
pointed out that in a novel by Edouard Dujardin, “Les 
Lauriers sont coupes,” published thirty years before “Ulys¬ 
ses,” there is a consistent use of the monologue interieur. 1 
have suggested how Browning and Carlyle anticipated 
many ot the peculiarities of this method, and how Waldo 
Frank was using features of it contemporaneously with 
Joyce. 

In the followers of Joyce and Miss Richardson, it is 
probably Mrs. Woolf who makes the most frequent use of 
the stream-of-consciousness method, especially in “Mrs. 
Dalloway” and “To the Lighthouse.” The method is con¬ 
sistently followed by Valery Larbaud in his “Amants, 
heureux amants” (1923) and by Conrad Aiken in his “Blue 
Voyage” (1927). Dos Passos and Doblin make occasional 
use of it in passages that seem to call for it. It crops out 
from time to time in such very different work as Thomas 
Wolfe’s “Look Homeward, Angel” and Nathan Asch’s 
“Pay Day” (both 1930). It is quite consistently used by 
William Faulkner through the first half of “The Sound 
and the Fury” (1929), and more intermittently in “As I 
Lay Dying” (1930). Sherwood Anderson has been influ¬ 
enced by this method in “Dark Laughter”; and even 
Dreiser has suggestions of it—see Chapters XLVI and 
XLVII of “The American Tragedy.” 
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It is an infection to which any one is liable; almost any 
one may sooner or later manifest mild symptoms of this 
disease. It is probable that it has reached its climaK, and 
that more classical methods of narration will prevail. But 
the stream-of-consciousness epidemic will have left its 
stamp upon fiction in English. It represents an enlarge¬ 
ment of technical procedures which is too precious to be 
altogetlier abandoned. 

I have pointed out that the stream-of-consciousness type 
of narrative is a new and radical development from the 
subjectivism of the well-made novel. Its defining feature 
is exploitation of the element of incoherence in our con¬ 
scious process. This incoherence characterizes both our 
normal and our abnormal states of mind. The natural as¬ 
sociation of ideas is extremely freakish. Our psyche is such 
an imperfectly integrated bundle of memories, sensations, 
and impulses, that, unless sternly controlled by some dom¬ 
inating motive it is likely to be at the mercy of every stray 
wind of suggestion. 

It is our deliberate attention, called into play by the will 
to action, that brings order into this chaos. Consciously or 
unconsciously, we choose to ignore, to forget ninety-nine 
per cent of all that is actually going on within us. This 
applies to those of us who are strong and simple, who have 
the determination and the steadiness of will to bring all 
our energies to bear upon a definite line of action. But the 
moment we relax, the moment we let go control of our 
will and our attention, we fall back into the welter, the 
chaos of our natural complicated selves. 

The novel has generally concerned itself with that which 
most interests men, action; and the subjective moments 
are such as bear upon a definite line of conduct. In our 
day an extraordinary amount of interest has been shown in 
what we may call passive states of mind, states undirected 
by what Arnold terms “our sense for conduct.” I have 
pointed out how little of the “sense for conduct” appears 
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in the histories of Miriam Henderson, Leopold Bloom, 
and Stephen Dedalus, who were all fairly normal people, 
though leaning strongly toward the '‘introvert.” In their 
follow^ers, it is remarkable how regularly the stream-of- 
consciousness technique is applied to abnormal people, or 
to people temporarily fallen into a state of abnormal pas¬ 
siveness to sensation, in which, again, the association of 
ideas is not directed and controlled by a ‘‘sense for con¬ 
duct.” 

The hero of Mr. Aiken’s “Blue Voyage” is a man con¬ 
sciously suffering from a “schism in his nature,” a writer 
who does not believe in literature, an erotomaniac, pos¬ 
sibly a victim of “schizophrenia”—all the result, he sug¬ 
gests, of certain traumatic experiences in his early child¬ 
hood. He is traveling second cabin, and has been cut by 
the woman he loves, the Cynthia of his better nature, w^ho 
is a first-cabin snob. This serves to aggravate his chronic 
“inferiority complex,” and produces an obstinate state of 
insomnia—a state in which he cannot stop his mind and 
imagination from working, cannot keep them in any kind 
of order. The result is, very naturally, a jumble of fact and 
fancy, of present physical sensations, memories of his 
father, of childhood, of love-affairs. Along wdth the crying 
of a baby in a neighboring cabin, wdth the ship's bells 
sounding the watches of the night, with scraps of poetry, 
parodies and puns, with the effort to put himself to sleep 
by counting, there is wwen a long imaginary conversation 
with Cynthia, in w^hich he explains himself, argues with 
her over the subject of love, and she replies to him, in 
terms of reproach and scorn; until at last his thoughts and 
images grow more and more incoherent and “pied” as he 
loses consciousness and falls asleep. 

In Mr. Asch’s “Pay Day” the character who is followed 
through a night of cheap dissipation is a weak brother, 
a pimply young clerk with an inferiority complex and a 
bad conscience. The stream-of-consciousness technique 
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shows itself chiefly in a penchant for imaginary disputes 
between himself and himself, and for dream phantasies 
thrusting into the midst of his actual experience with an 
air of equal reality. It is only when he gets good and drunk 
that the narrative becomes typical of this manner. He is 
riding in a taxi with several other roisterers, and the frag¬ 
ments of conversation of the various passengers and the 
taxi-driver are '‘pied” up in a manner suggestive of the 
drunken state. 

The broken bits of conversation appear rather Ire- 
quently in contemporary novels. In “Jacob’s Room” they 
are meant to suggest the meaningless babble of “society” 
as it comes to Jacob’s ears. In “Blue Voyage” the medley 
of smoking-room talk is woven into Demarest’s stream of 
consciousness, along with his own self-searchings, reminis¬ 
cence, bits from the ship’s regulations, and fragments of 
poetry and popular song. The chapter ends with a dialogue 
between Demarest and Demarest Two-prime, the latter 
being one part of his split personality come to give advice 
to another. 

In Doblin’s “Alexanderplatz” the composite pictures of 
Berlin and the contrapuntal themes, like those taken from 
the Bible, need not be considered strictly as belonging to 
the stream of consciousness of Franz Biberkopf, though 
they do affect its coloring and tone. The popular tunes and 
the ballad rhymes are part and parcel of it; Biberkopf is 
much given to carrying on dialogues with himself; the 
“you” and the “I” and the “he” are likely to alternate; the 
narrative is often swift and elliptical; often falls into a 
garrulous burlesque manner suggesting Joyce. On the 
vv^hole, however, there is nothing difficult about this nar¬ 
rative, nothing to make the reader knit his brows. The one 
place that the stream of consciousness becomes markedly 
incoherent is where Biberkopf, under the terrible strain 
of his driven life, goes temporarily out of his head. 

Evelyn Scott, with all her insistence on subjective states. 
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makes very sparing use of the stream-of-consciousness tech- 
TYve most striking case is that of a Southern gir) 
in a half-crazed condition just before she plunges a bread- 
knife into the heart of a Yankee soldier. Similarly, in Mr. 
Dreiser’s “American Tragedy” the chapters which I have 
mentioned as showing the influence of this technique are 
those in which Clyde Griffiths is being driven by some 
power stronger than himself to the murder of his girl. 

2 

In “The Sound and the Fury” Mr. Faulkner introduces 
us to a degenerate Southern family, some of whom are sane 
and mean, or sane and weak; and of the others, one is an 
imbecile and one is the victim of a suicidal mania. The 
first two sections, occupying a little over half the book, 
are devoted to the imbecile and the suicide; and it is here 
that the author makes his highly original and decidedly 
bewildering use of the stream-of-consciousness technique. 

One day of the imbecile’s life is recorded. He is thirty- 
three years old, but he has retained the mentality of a 
child of five, and he has so little control of his mental pro¬ 
cesses that any slightest suggestion will take him back to 
some earlier period of his life, and he will be living past 
days over again as if they were here and now. Throughout 
some ninety pages the record keeps skipping back and 
forth between this April 7, 1928, and a considerable num¬ 
ber of earlier times. The mentality of the imbecile being 
identical for all these different times, it is often difficult 
to tell what period of his life is being presented. The only 
indication given by the author of the shift from one to 
anotlier is the use of italics at the point of shift. Many 
characters make their appearance in the several periods, 
brothers and sister, father and mother, negroes young and 
old; and it is only what they do that lets us know what re^ 
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lation they bear to Maury. And then, to make confusion 
'worse confounded, it turns out that, for superstitious rea¬ 
sons, Maury’s parents have changed his name to Benjamin, 
so that he is referred to now by one name, now by another. 
Besides which, there are two characters of different sexes 
named Quentin, one a brother, and one a niece of Benjy. 

A variant of this method is used for the second section, 
recording a day in the life of Quentin, the suicide, the 
brother who was sent to Harvard—a day in Massachusetts 
into which intrude enormous broken fragments of the 
earlier life of Quentin in Mississippi. Mr. Faulkner has 
here made an extremely ingenious use of narrative devices 
derived from Joyce, which I cannot stop to describe in de¬ 
tail. In the rest of the book the method departs less from 
the normal. 

In Mr. Faulkner’s next novel, “As I Lay Dying,’’ the 
story is told in separate snatches by fifteen different peo¬ 
ple, representing so many different facets of this lurid 
gem. It has to do with the much delayed burial of a woman 
by the members of her family. They are poor farmer folk, 
ignorant, shiftless, “misfortunate” creatures, terribly 
warped by poverty and privation, in whom the primary 
traits of human nature appear in their essential starkness. 
What redeems this horrible story is its extraordinary 
truthfulness and the extraordinary skill in the telling. 
These bits of narrative are really soliloquy, narrative re¬ 
cited by the character to himself as audience. The lan¬ 
guage itself is a marvel in the reproduction of a local 
idiom. 

But what is more remarkable than the language is the 
psychology—the reflection in these naive records of the 
way the mind works for largely instinctive beings, sunk 
deep as they are in the decaying humus of an ancient cul¬ 
ture. It is the author’s desire to keep his hands off, not to 
smooth down these sharp, lifelike contours, which pro- 
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duces the frequent effect of incoherence, or disorder, in 
these partial records, suggesting the stream-of-consciousness 
technique. 

Here again, it is in the childlike or the disordered mind 
that the eftect is most marked. One of these characters is a 
very young boy, with curious ideas of death and of what 
has become of his coffined mother; and another is a man 
touched by insanity and dowered with something like sec¬ 
ond sight. It is mainly in the pieces ascribed to these two 
brothers that the author resorts to his device of using 
italics to indicate abrupt departures from the present time 
or the immediate subject. If a technique is to be judged 
by its results, then one cannot question the rightness of 
this technique in this novel. 

In “Sanctuary” and his book of tales, “These 13” (both 
1931), while they show certain modernistic features which 
would be worth noting if time allowed, Mr. Faulkner has 
not chosen to make any marked use of the stream-of- 
consciousness technique. And this may be a significant 
fact. The relative popularity of this writer is a strange 
phenomenon, so almost unbearably painful is his subject- 
matter. But he is one of the greatest literary talents of out 
day. “The Sound and the Fury” and “As I Lay Dying” are 
distinguished books; but so are “Sanctuary” and “These 
13.” If Mr. Faulkner’s abandonment of the stream-of- 
consciousness technique is permanent, it is a notable 
sign of the times. 


3 

Dos Passos gives us on the whole a very objective nar¬ 
rative within the separate pieces of which his discontinuous 
compositions are made up. Such use as he makes of the 
stream-of-consciousness technique—mainly in “Manhat¬ 
tan Transfer” and in the Camera Eye of the later books— 
seems highly appropriate to the general razzle-dazzle of 
our confused and mechanical existence, and causes little 
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difficulty to an interested reader. In his work, again, we 
observe how this element becomes more marked on oc¬ 
casions where the character has been thrown into a state 
of mental confusion or unusual strain. Such is the drunken 
state of Stan Emery which leads to his setting himself on 
fire. Such are certain moments of Bud Korpenning haunted 
by the fear of detectives. 

Again we have a jumble of “wild and whirling words” 
when Jimmy Herf comes out of the Pulitzer Building 
after an all-night shift, tired out, thoroughly discouraged 
over his married life, but a free man, jubilant at the 
thought of having thrown up his job as a newspaper le- 
porter. Words are what ails him, the obsession of words 
on the printed page, painted on signs, on price-tags in 
store windows—everywhere cheap and lying words. And 
his impressions on this sunlit day in spring are a farrago 
of words from advertisements and newspaper items, more 
or less run together and confused in a manner suitable to 
their own emptiness and his state of nerves. 

Spring rich in gluten. . . . Chockful of golden richness, de¬ 
light in every bite, THE DADDY OF THEM ALL, spring rich 
in gluten. Nobody can buy better bread than PRINCE AL¬ 
BERT. Wrought steel, monel, copper, nickel, wrought iron. 
All the world loves natural beauty. LOVE’S BARGAIN that 
suit at Gumpel’s best value in town. Keep that schoolgirl com¬ 
plexion. . . . JOE KISS, starting, lighting, ignition and gener¬ 
ators. 

Express service meets the demands of spring. O God to meet 
the demands of spring. No tins, no sir, but there’s rich quality 
in every mellow pipeful. . . . SOCONY. One taste tells more 
than a million words. The yellow pencil with the red band. 
Than a million words, than a million words. “All right hand 
over that million. . . . Keep him covered Ben.” The Yonkers 
gang left him for dead on a bench in the Park. They stuck him 
up, but all they got was a million words. . . . “But Jimps Em 
so tired of booktalk and the proletariat, can’t you understand?” 
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JimmY ^ bench in Washington Square and muses 

OTi ihe passing ot \iis tiventies. He has a vision of newspaper 
items giving a nonsensical account of the trial of these 
twenties before Judge Merivale—that is, before his uncle, 
the business man, who disapproves of Jimmy’s unpracti¬ 
cal life. His twenties are all convicted and condemned to 
deportation as bad citizens. So his fancy runs riot. “And 
as I sit here, thought Jimmy Herf, print itches like a rash 
inside me. I sit here pockmarked with print.” 

Fantasy, or day-dream, is a recurring feature of “Man¬ 
hattan Transfer” as it is of “Ulysses.” The characters are 
forever taking flight from the pedestrian actuality into 
some vision of ideal performance. Jimmy as a child, on 
his way to the candy-store, imagines himself on roller¬ 
skates, shooting bandits with an automatic gun. Poor cau¬ 
tious little Ed Thatcher, public accountant, imagines him¬ 
self taking a plunge in the stock-market and swaggering 
a millionaire. James Merivale, the hard-boiled banker, 
imagines himself making a flowery speech, full of the high¬ 
est sentiments, at a dinner of the American Bankers As¬ 
sociation. In each case the vision has the vividness of an 
hallucination; the imaginary is as real as the actual. 

4 

This is not, of course, a new thing in fiction. The 
peculiarity of the new method is rhetorical. It lies in the 
author’s neglect to indicate w^here the actual leaves off and 
the imaginary begins. The same thing applies to passages 
of retrospect and reminiscence thrust into the midst of 
present experience, to dialogue carried on by the charac¬ 
ter with himself, and in general to the thousand and one 
matters to which he makes allusion in his mental comment 
on the present scene. Times, places, persons, moods are 
more or less interchangeable, and a cross-section of the 
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character’s thoughts is like a view of the earth’s strata ex¬ 
posed by a geologic fault. 

A more enlightening analogy is perhaps that of the 
moving picture, especially the sort cultivated in Germany, 
France, and Russia, with its generous use of cut-back, of 
symbolic themes, of dissolving views, all meant to give the 
picture a wider and richer significance than that of a mere 
story told in chronological sequence. It is probable that 
the moving picture has had a very strong influence on the 
stream-of-consciousness technique. And where this tech¬ 
nique fails to be effective in the long run, we shall doubt¬ 
less be able to say: Such and such a method is not prac¬ 
ticable for word-pictures, however practicable it may be 
for pictures taken on a photographic plate. 

Other features of the stream-of-consciousness have their 
origin perhaps in imagist poetry, in some of the many 
schools of French poetry which marked the period between 
symbolism and the war, in Dada and later French schools, 
or even perhaps in German expressionistic poetry. The 
theorists of expressionism explain that poets of this school 
proceed on the principle of putting together not so much 
sentences as words, which are meant to make their appeal 
directly to the imagination, and which, accordingly, often 
seem to be wanting in strict logical connection. The aim 
is to use words in their original picturesque (imagistic) 
sense, without punctilious regard for grammatical conven¬ 
tions or even for the distinction between parts of speech; 
verbs, for example, being freely interchangeable with 
nouns where it will serve the writer’s purpose. It goes with¬ 
out saying that, while most of the German poetry of this 
school has a marked rhythmical effect, a very large part of 
it is free verse—thought and emotion shaping for them¬ 
selves such forms as they require. 

In all these free-verse movements—in German, French, 
and English—there is the same impulse to get rid of the 



526 THE TWENTIETH-CENTURY NOVEL 

excess baggage of formal thought and traditional meas¬ 
ured form, to find a more direct expression for the poet’s 
temperament. And in pursuance of this aim, the poets 
were inventing a kind of imaginative shorthand, which 
was, in some cases, decidedly effective, but which gen¬ 
erally puzzled readers who came upon it unprepared. 

What concerns us here is that in the novel the same 
movement has been going on, stimulated perhaps by the 
example of the poets, but essentially expressing the same 
time-spirit. The main difference is that with the poets the 
new shorthand was a means for expressing themselves, 
while in the novel it was so largely a device for dramatiz¬ 
ing the consciousness of the characters. It did not stop 
there, to be sure, and traces of it may be found in narra¬ 
tive of the most purely objective kind. Still, its most char¬ 
acteristic use has been in books and passages devoted to 
the stream-of-consciousness. Certain of the peculiar fea¬ 
tures of the technique I will briefly indicate. 

There is, for example, the tendency to violate accepted 
conventions in reporting physical facts. Amy Lowell in 
“The Taxi" has her lover say: 

Streets coming fast. 

One after the other. 

Wedge you away from me. 

It has been the custom for a person in a vehicle to think 
of himself as moving while the streets are stationary. But 
. that is a convention of thinking. It depends on the point 
of view. It is not the senses that tell us the taxi is 
moving and the street standing still. And the poets, who 
wish to freshen up our sense of life by bringing us back 
to the primary facts of sensation, have taken to giving, 
where they see fit, a different description of the movement 
of two bodies which are changing position relatively to 
each other. They began doing this before Einstein became 
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a household word. One of them was the Italian-French 
futurist, Marinetti. 

And so we are not surprised when we read in Dos Passos: 
‘‘He looked out through the window. The street stood up 
on end. A hookandladder and a fire engine were climbing 
it licketysplit . . .” Or when we read in Frank: “—Here 
is the Block. Endless long.—How can my feet, pushing 
little fragments of the snowfull Block, push it behind me? 
Feet push . . . Feet push, behind, little bits of the Block.” 
And this is but one out of dozens of ways in which poets 
and writers of fiction in our time have ignored the populai 
conventions in the statement of facts optical, physical, and 
psychological. And all, ol course, for the sake of greater 
freshness, intimacy, and immediacy of effect. 

Another feature of the stream-of-consciousness may per¬ 
haps be traced to certain of the symbolist poets like Tristan 
Corbiere and Jules Laforgue. This is the love of disso¬ 
nances, of sudden changes in tone from the elevated and 
poetical to the familiar and ironic. It shows itself, for one 
thing, in the novel, in the introduction of lines of noble 
or sentimental verse into passages in which they can only 
serve for sardonic commentary on the meanness and prosi- 
ness of ordinary experience. Sometimes the shriek of dis¬ 
sonance is produced by a burlesque distortion of the noble 
line. In Demarest’s fantastic visions between sleep and 
waking, he sees old Smith, as a satyr, pursued among tomb¬ 
stones by a skull-faced creature, evidently bent on punish¬ 
ing him for his fondness for chorus-girls. “He is felled like 
an ox. To what green altar, oh mysterious priest? And all 
his crispy flanks in garlic drest.” Smith is here doubtless 
a sort of dream-proxy for Demarest himself, thus sacri¬ 
ficed and made ridiculous, in a parody of Keats. 

This may easily become a mechanical trick and grow 
tiresome. Discreetly used, it may be very effective. And 
it is clear how well it expresses that sense of futility, of the 
tragic divorce between the ideal and the actual, which is 
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a dominant note of English fiction and American poetry 
since the war, as it was a dominant note of French poetry 
before the war. In America too, even before the war, Mr. 
Eliot was making a most effective use of this mingling of 
tones, a la Jules Laforgue, this pointing of the mean and 
the futile with allusions to the fine and the classic; for 
example, in “Sweeney among the Nightingales” and “Por¬ 
trait of a Lady.” In “The Waste Land” he has erected it 
into a system. And the same tendency is much in evidence 
in the poetry of Mr. Aiken, of E. E. Cummings, Wallace 
Stevens, John Crowe Ransom and still others, some of 
them fine poets. 

Among the many other features of the stream-of- 
consciousness technique, I will briefly mention two. One 
is the trick of taking words to pieces and reassembling 
parts from several words to make up a combination often 
significant in a nonsensical way, reminding one of “Alice 
in Wonderland.” Thus, in “Work in Progress,” a character 
under the influence of drink is referred to as talking alco- 
herently. 

Another is the closely related trick of leaving the words 
intact but combining them in sentences, paragraphs, and 
chapters which have but the remotest correspondence to 
the ordered logic of practical, or rational, thought. This 
means following the underground associations of ideas 
straight over into dreamland and delirium. In this, Mr. 
Joyce has doubtless been somewhat inspired by the amus¬ 
ing, amazing, and sometimes significant performances of 
Gertrude Stein, in “Tender Buttons” (1914) and “Geog¬ 
raphy and Plays” (1922). Let it be noted in passing that 
Miss Stein’s novel “The Making of Americans” (1926) is a 
highly original and worth-while piece of work, in which 
very little use is made of this riddling method. The device 
mentioned is much used by Joyce in “Ulysses,” and is a 
main principle of composition in his “Work in Progress,” 
which passes altogether in dreamland, and is meant to 
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represent the manner of associating ideas in the passive 
state of sleep. 

The followers of Joyce make but moderate use of either 
of these tricks, and their main significance in our discussion 
is to illustrate the point with which we began. The stream- 
of-consciousness technique is almost invariably applied to 
persons of an extremely ‘"introverted” type, to neurotics 
and those of unbalanced mind, or to occasional states of 
mind of normal individuals bordering on obsession or 
delirium: states of mind in which the consciousness is 
given over to the chaotic play of sensations and associa¬ 
tions, undirected by the normal will to rational conduct. 
And that, I believe, indicates the limits within which this 
technique is likely to be used in the future. 
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ONE looks about among recent writers of promise 
in the effort to distinguish significant movements, what 
most strikes one is what I shall call the cult of the simple. 
The best examples of what I have in mind are the stories 
of Ernest Hemingway—his books of tales “In Our Time’' 
(1925) and “Men without Women” (1927), his novels 
“The Sun Also Rises” (1926) and “A Farewell to Arms” 
(1929); the novels of W. R. Burnett “Little Caesar” (1929) 
and “Iron Man” (1930); the tales of Morley Callaghan, 
“A Native Argosy (1929), and his novels “Strange Fugi¬ 
tive” (1928) and “It’s Never Over” (1930); Edward Dahl- 
berg’s “Bottom Dogs” (1930); the tales of Erskine Caldwell, 
“American Earth” (1931), and his novel “Tobacco Road” 

(1932)- 

Each one of these writers has his own marked person¬ 
ality, and one can distinguish minor variations in their 
narrative methods. But by contrast with the regular old- 
fashioned novel, with the well-made novel, or with the 
expressionistic novel, their work stands out as having cer¬ 
tain common features. In some respects they have points 
of kinship with Dos Passos, with \Villiam Faulkner, with 
James Gould Cozzens. But their method is much simpler 
and less modernistic than that of Dos Passos and Faulkner, 
and less intellectual than that of Faulkner and Cozzens, 
whose wide range of vocabulary alone sets them in another 
class. Mr. Cozzens, in his very interesting novels “The 
Son of Perdition” (1929) and “S. S. San Pedro” (1931), has 
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a strong suggestion of Conrad in subject-matter and the 
interpretation of character, as well as in more mechanical 
aspects of technique. And no one would think of associat¬ 
ing Conrad with any cult of the simple. 

In certain respects the men I am considering reflect 
prevailing tendencies in present-day fiction. The author is 
kept as much as possible in the background, except in cases 
where the author is identical with the leading character, as 
sometimes in Hemingway and Caldwell. At any rate, there 
is no one there to manipulate our sympathies or point the 
moral. There is a minimum of exposition as distinguished 
from straight narrative. The plots are simple, and the 
stories move straight forward with practically no need for 
explanation of antecedent circumstances. Whatever the 
point of the narrative, emotional or intellectual, these men 
all prefer to leave it to be gathered from the details 
of the story. For all the imponderable “values,” they prefer 
the method of implication to that of explicit statement. 

These men are as well known for their short stories as 
for their novels. They take their inspiration, I fancy, from 
the tales of Maupassant, and very likely also from Joyce 
in his “Dubliners” (1914). I think I can trace also the in¬ 
fluence of Sherwood Anderson in tales like those in his 
“Winesburg Ohio” (1919). But the new men would doubt¬ 
less repudiate the romantic sensibility of Anderson. Literal 
and hard-boiled is what they aim to be. Neo-realistic we 
might call them in contrast to most of the writers I have 
been discussing in the last dozen chapters. This whole 
movement, in these and other writers, is for one thing a 
reaction against the subjectivism, the psychological trend 
which has been so strong in serious fiction since the days 
of Eliot and Meredith. And it is in reaction against both 
the subjectivism of the well-made novel and that of the 
stream-of-consciousness writers, against the sentimental 
subjectivism of Hugh Walpole or Joseph Hergesheimer 
and against the ironic and Freudian subjectivism of 
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named Jake; but he, unfortunately, has been physically 
incapacitated in the war for ‘'making love” to any woman. 
So that she is obliged, in order to satisfy her imperious 
needs, to take for lover now one, now another of his com¬ 
panions. The last one is so much in love with her that he 
asks her to marry him. But she turns out to be a woman of 
honor. She realizes that he is much younger than she, and 
determines not to ruin his life. It is a fine occasion for 
sentimental heroics, but what Mr. Hemingway gives us 
will be sufficiently suggested by this fragment of a con¬ 
versation at a bar. It is Lady Brett talking with Jake. 

“You know I feel rather damned good, Jake." 

“You should." 

“You know it makes one feel rather good deciding not to be 
a bitch." 

“Yes." 

“It’s sort of what we have instead of God." 

"Some people have God," I said. “Quite a lot." 

“He never worked very well with me." 

“Should we have another Martini?" 

Mr. Hemingway is evidently determined to reduce life 
to its simplest elements. And these are physical move¬ 
ments, words spoken, and physical sensations: heat, cold, 
thirst, sleepiness, pain, and the like. On the subjective side, 
he admits the “fun” of fishing, camping out, and watching 
a bull-fight, and such simple states as “feeling fine.” 

He is never tired of eating and drinking, especially 
drinking, and this last for two seemingly opposed reasons. 
In the first place it is a simple physical act, hard to senti¬ 
mentalize, which brings us down to fundamentals. And 
then, on the other hand, the hard drinking suggests with¬ 
out any comment the rather desperate and disillusioned 
state of his people. When Catherine is in the maternity 
hospital, and her lover’s heart is torn with impotent rage 
and grief (as the old-fashioned novelist would say) Mr. 
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Hemingway says nothing of the sort, but simply records 
his physical movements, culminating in his consumption 
of ham and eggs and copious beer: 

I went dow'n the hall and down the stairs and out the dooi 
of the hospital and dow^i the dark street in the rain to the cafe. 
It was brightly lighted inside and there w’ere many people at 
the tables. I did not see a place to sit, and a waiter came up to 
me and took my wet coat and hat and showed me a place at a 
table across from an elderly man who was diinking beer and 
reading the evening paper. I sat down and asked the waiter 
what the plat du jour w’as. 

Here, again, is an earlier passage from “A Farewell to 
Arms” which wdll suggest not merely the amount of atten¬ 
tion bestowed on alcoholic drinks, but also Mr. Heming¬ 
way’s sentence-structure and something of the character 
of the dialogue. The convalescent soldier is in bed reading 
the papers, with the nurse Catherine keeping him com¬ 
pany. A servant has just brought whisky. 

He went out and shut the door. I went back to the papeis 
and poured the soda slowly over the ice into the whiskey. I 
would have to tell them not to put ice in the whiskey. Let them 
bring the ice separately. That w'ay you could tell how mudi 
whiskey there was and it w^ould not suddenly be too thin from 
the soda. I would get a bottle of wJiiskey and have them bring 
ice and soda. That was the sensible way. Good whiskey was 
very pleasant. It w^as one of the pleasant parts of life. 

“What are you thinking, darling?” 

“About whiskey.” 

“What about whiskey?” 

“About how nice it is.” 

Catherine made a face. “All right,” she said. 

The two passages just quoted will give a fair idea of Mr. 
Hemingway’s style. He has evidently been at some pains 
to keep his sentences of the type called simple. There is 
one rather exceptional sentence with a relative clause. But 
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in general that is a complication which he eschews, as he 
eschews all other ways of modifying his predicate with 
subordinate clauses, conditional, concessive, temporal, etc. 
That, he seems to feel, would open the door to those 
sophistications, rational or sentimental, which do but serve 
to falsify the plain facts of experience. People do not think 
or feel in complex patterns, but in such simple units as 
these: “Good whiskey was very pleasant. It was one of the 
pleasant parts of life.” 

It is true that people do sometimes take in several facts 
more or less at once; and that allows him to extend his 
sentences so as to include several predicates connected by 
and, making up the simplest sort of compound sentence. 
“It was brightly lighted inside and there were many people 
at the tables.” “We had a fine life. We lived through the 
months of January and February and the winter was very 
fine and we were very happy.” In this type of compound 
sentence no preference is given one fact over another; they 
are all on the same level of importance. “I went down the 
hall and down the stairs and out the door of the hospital 
and down the dark street in the rain to the cafe.” To make 
any selection among such items, to subordinate one to 
another, to arrange them according to significance, would 
be to introduce an element of sophistication. Life, as we 
know, is just “one darn thing after another.” Similarly, 
the one simple adjective, “fine” or “nice” or “pleasant” 
or “damn good,” must serve without distinction for the 
weather, tlie whisky, or the emotional life of two lovers. 

There is, however, one way of signalizing an experience 
which is more important than others, and that is by say¬ 
ing nothing about it. In the scene in the hospital room, 
there is something present much more important than the 
whisky. That is the feeling of the two lovers for each other. 
Mr. Hemingway’s manner of making us feel this is to 
leave it out of the account. And this is, in general, the 
secret of his effects. The movements and words and sensa- 
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tions are recorded; the emotions are left to be inferred. 

There can be no doubt that for many readers oi sensi¬ 
tive taste he gets his effects. One reason is that he has a 
faculty for ranging the plainest words so as to give them 
the expressive accent of natural speech. This is particularly 
notable in his dialogue. On the surface the talk of his 
people is often trivial enough in matter and sentiment; but 
somehow he conjures up, by repetition of apparently in¬ 
significant remarks, a feeling of tension and emotional 
import which is both dramatic and satisfying to the esthetic 
sense. 

We are so tired of the musk and lavender of the “nice’' 
writers that in such works as this we seem to breathe the 
fresh and honest air of the out-of-doors. And then we realize 
that mere simplicity, when it is deliberate and artful, can 
be a most telling feature of “style,” whether in dress or in 
the fine arts. What we have been observing in Mr. Hem¬ 
ingway is a deliberate conventionalization, or “stylization” 
of story-telling. In its own fashion, it is as conventional as 
the art of Edith Wharton or Virginia Woolf. Only, for 
certain readers and in certain moods, there seems to be 
less nonsense about the conventionalizing of Hemingway. 
Here for once, we say, is a convention working in behalf 
of the simple and natural. 


3 

The types of character featured in this group of writers 
tend toward the simple and plain in occupation and psy¬ 
chology. It is true that the people in “The Sun Also Rises” 
and “A Farewell to Arms” are world-weary and “advanced,” 
and so, I suppose, what would often be called “sophisti¬ 
cated.” But they are people who sturdily refuse to be in¬ 
tellectual or esthetic, as they refuse to be polite or “moral.” 
No doubt the most correct word to apply to them is 
uncivilized. They represent a deliberate return to the 
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primitive. They believe with Sir Andrew that our life 
“consists of eating and drinking”—and also, naturally, of 
“making love.” 

In “Men without Women” and “In Our Time” much 
is made of young boys, sportsmen, and men engaged in 
rough outdoor pursuits. The best pieces in Mr. Caldwell’s 
“American Earth” render the psychology and interest of 
a boy. Some of these sketches are done with consummate 
art. They are deceptively simple, but nothing could convey 
with more delicate humor and sensibility the charm and 
naivete of boyhood than “Molly Cottontail” and “Where 
the Girls were Different.” And there are other pieces in 
which more brutal subjects are handled with the same 
artful naivete. 

Mr. Dahlberg’s Lorry Lewis belongs to the same great 
class of vagabond young fellows as Dos Passos’s Joe Williams 
—proletarians who know the insides of orphanages, 
Y.M.C.A.’s, and cheap hotels, who try their hands at any¬ 
thing from cow-punching to chin-shaving, who do their 
traveling in box-cars, and who find their women in dance 
palaces or upon the streets. “Bottom Dogs” belongs to the 
general type of picaresque novels, biographical and episodic 
as “Roderick Random”; the style is as lively and hard- 
boiled as Smollett, and almost pure vernacular. This book 
is a social document of no little interest, comparable in 
some ways to Pio Baroja’s novels of Madrid. 

Mr. Burnett in “Little Ctesar” and Mr. Calla2[han in 
“Strange Fugitive” have taken for their heroes simple men 
engaged in the risky business of bootlegging; Mr. Burnett 
has turned to prize-fighters in “Iron Man.” In Mr. Burnett, 
while the simplicity is no doubt deliberate, one has no 
sense of conventionalization. These are simple records of 
simple people, and that is all there is to it. And while this 
work has “human interest,” it has few of the overtones of 
significant art. 

An altogether different matter is the primitivism of Mr, 
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Faulkner in “As I Lay Dying* and the Indian tales of 
“These 13” (“Red Leaves” and “A Justice”), let alone the 
brilliant and terrible realism of “Sanctuary.” A much 
richer and more subtle psychology is implied in all these. 
And there is no suggestion, such as clings somehow to all 
the work of Hemingway, of a delayed maturity, a spirit 
\vhich takes delight in its newly discovered cynicism and 
revels in the uncivilized behavior of civilized people. 

Mr. Faulkner’s characters are not by any means all prim¬ 
itives, though they tend to be degenerates. His primitivism 
is a true dramatic projection of the dim and groping soul- 
life of well-meaning creatures confined to the muddy back¬ 
waters of ignorance, indigence, and superstition. And over 
all his work plays the light of a really intellectual, if tragic, 
estimate of the whole business. “Better for her if she were 
dead to-night,” thinks the lawyer in “Sanctuary” of the 
pitiful, scatter-brained heroine of that story. 

For me, too. He thought of her, Popeye, the woman, the child, 
Goodwin, all put into a single chamber, immediate, profound; 
a single blotting instant between the indignation and the sur¬ 
prise. And I too; thinking how that were the only solution. Re¬ 
moved, cauterized out of the old and tragic flank of the world. 

Very similar in theme to Faulkner’s “As I Lay Dying” 
is Mr. Caldwell’s “Tobacco Road.” Mr. Caldwell’s people 
are Georgia crackers, as poverty-stricken, shiftless, foot¬ 
less as Mr. Faulkner’s Mississippians, and characterized by 
the same callous selfishness, the growth of extreme proverty 
and ignorance. The misfortunes which they bring down 
upon themselves are as grotesquely horrid. Only, in Cald¬ 
well’s variety of naivete, they take on a humorous, an al¬ 
most Rabelaisian cast. And yet, such is the quality of his 
feeling, the very farcical elements are synthesized in an 
imaginative whole which is notable for a kind of strange 
atmospheric beauty. 

Mr. Caldwell makes more of the economic conditions 
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tliat have reduced his farmer to this pitiable state. For so 
many years now he has been unable to borrow seed and 
plant his land to cotton. And yet he does not think for a 
moment of going to work in a factory, where he could 
make enough to feed his family. He knows that God in¬ 
tended him to stir the soil when the spring comes. And 
each spring, when he smells the smoke from the burnt- 
over lands, he is roused to a fever of ineffectual longing to 
fulfil his destiny as a tiller of the soil. The crude Hebraic 
piety of these people makes a strange combination with 
their want of moral sense. Their ancient and childlike 
philosophy, expressed in their own simple and charac¬ 
teristic language, keeps recurring in identical terms 
throughout the book, giving it rhythm and pattern, like 
the incremental repetition of the old ballads. 

In this respect it suggests Hemingway, as Hemingway 
suggests Anderson, and Anderson, Gertrude Stein. Of the 
tliree it is Anderson whom Caldwell most resembles, by 
virtue of a soft poetic bloom there is on all his work. But 
he has a quality of his own that sets him apart from all 
others. 

Still another matter is the simplicity of Mr. Callaghan. 
He has something in common with Hemingway, but he 
does not follow him in the extreme stylization of his sub¬ 
ject. His style is plain, but not militantly so. His tone is 
quiet, but not so quiet as to startle one. His people are 
not artifically uncivilized sophisticates; neither are they 
primitives nor degenerates. The bootlegger in “Strange 
Fugitive’* and the choir-singer in “It’s Never Over” are 
plain, ordinary people, quite unaffected by literary conven¬ 
tion, such as one may see any day in taxis in the streets of 
Pittsburgh or Toronto. Each one, it is hinted, has been 
unfortunately “conditioned,” the one by something in his 
childhood training, the other by his experiences in the 
war and the difficulty of getting a new start. So that the one 
finds it most easy to keep his own self-esteem in the gainful 
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but hazardous traffic in alcohol, and the other falls an easy 
prey to sentimental complications which are of no benefit 
to him. 

Mr. Callaghan is not dead set against the intellectual 
formulation of his character’s feelings and motives where 
the story seems to call for it. Thus, of the hero of “It’s 
Never Over,” trying to rationalize his impulse to commit 
murder, he is willing to say: 

He liked to think himself a cool, reasonable man, who never 
found it necessary to move hurriedly, so looking at himself in 
the glass, feeling the slight growth of beard, he smiled, pleased 
by his calmness. It was, first of all, with him a matter of strong 
emotion, but just as essentially an ethical matter, for he was 
an educated man who had been taught for years that passions 
should be governed by reason: one ought to consider, then have 
a judgment and a conclusion, just as they used to in cbllege in 
the first classes in logic. 

When he goes to confession, the young man hears from 
the priest of an abstraction which Mr. Hemingway would 
never admit into one of his books: “the fundamental dig¬ 
nity of the human spirit.” 

Still, such ideal formulations are extremely rare in Cal¬ 
laghan. And one never scents in him the musk and lavender 
of the more conventional writers. His descriptions of ac¬ 
tion are sufficient and effective, but very plain. The great 
bulk of the record is made up of simple movements and 
sensations; and these are the principal element in the char¬ 
acters’ conscious process. Extremely simple and limited 
are the adjectives employed to characterize feeling. 

The good, simple, joyful feeling remained with him in the 
bathroom, shaving, and he sang in his strong voice all the vowel 
sounds in a scale, between each stroke of the razor looking at 
himself steadily in the mirror, going up the scale, holding the 
last note a long time. Fully dressed, he went down stairs to the 
front room, and standing by the piano, touching the keys with 
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only one finger, practised the scales for an hour longer. No one 
was in the house, everything was the way he wanted it to be. 

Emotional effects he gets, almost entirely, like Heming¬ 
way, by implication. The conclusion of “It’s Never Over” 
is a scene between two lovers on a street corner exchang¬ 
ing quiet words which are an acknowledgement of the end 
of their love. 

They were at the corner where the car stopped. The wind was 
blowing and Lillian was holding her hat with one hand and her 
coat down with the other. A car was coming and they went to 
speak, but the wind carried the words away. It was such a cold 
wind it was moie important Lillian should not miss the car than 
they should go on talking. 


4 

It is doubtless significant that all the writers discussed 
in this chapter are Americans—one of them, Mr. Cal¬ 
laghan, a Canadian. The English have seldom been able to 
treat a plain man like a plain man, without condescension 
and patronizing humor. They have been wonderful with 
gentlefolk, with peasants, with servants—as seen by their 
masters—with eccentric types from the lower middle class, 
viewed from the vantage-ground of their betters. But it is 
very hard for them to view men except through the spec¬ 
tacles of class. To this rule the two most notable exceptions 
in the period covered are Bennett and Lawrence. 

If there is a movement in the English novel to-day which 
corresponds to that noted in this chapter, it has not come 
to my attention. The failure of Mr. Priestley, in “Angel 
Pavement” (1930), to give a really convincing treatment of 
clerks in a business office, that of Mr. A. P. Herbert, in 
“The Water Gipsies” (1930), to render in more than 
picturesque fashion the life of bargemen, the dreary prolix¬ 
ity of Mr. F. O. Mann in his picture of cockney life in 
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“Albert Grope’' (1931), all serve to remind us of the handi¬ 
cap under which English writers labor by reason of their 
aristocratic tradition. Even Mr. Wells suffered from this, 
if I mistake not, in his “Kipps: The Story of a Simple 
Soul” and “The History of Mr. Polly.” In spite of his own 
plain origins, he was unable to avoid the tone of con¬ 
descension in the treatment of these “simple souls.” The 
advantages of an aristocratic tradition are obvious enough, 
and we in America suffer for the want of it. But for every 
quality there is its defect. For most disabilities there are 
compensating advantages to those intelligent enough to 
take advantage of them. 

I see no reason for talking about a “proletarian” style 
of fiction as Michael Gold does. His own “Jews without 
Money” (1930) is a most interesting picture of the life 
of the poor on the East Side, but it is not at all exclusively 
a picture of the proletariat. And I cannot see that the feel¬ 
ing in which his stories are bathed is essentially different 
from “bourgeois” feeling. Mary Heaton Vorse has given 
us a genuine account of mill workers and labor organizers 
in her excellent “Strike” (1930). And her manner of pre¬ 
senting this material is as plain and simple, as honest, as 
it can be made. But the merit of the book is in treating 
her characters not as proletarians but as human beings 
“even as you and me.” The advantage of getting down 
to plain people as a subject for fiction is that it tends to 
do away with much of the artificiality of sentiment that 
has become associated with the tea-table and the week-end 
party. 



XLIII 


RECAPITULATION 


It may fairly be stated that in no period of English 
literature could the greatness of a writer be gaged by his 
popularity. The great body of readers are quite unmindful 
of questions of form, and for the most part indifferent to 
honesty and seriousness in the treatment of human nature. 
It is only exceptionally that writers of genius, like Scott 
and Dickens, are among the best sellers; and it is quite 
conceivable that the very artistic shortcomings of these 
men were contributing causes of their popularity. Robert 
Southey tells us that in his time the most popular English 
poet was the now quite obscure and negligible John Pom- 
fret. In the early nineteenth century the publisher Wil¬ 
liam Lane made a fortune out of the works of novelists 
like Mrs. Mary Meeke, Miss Sydney Owenson, and Mrs. 
Kitty Cuthbertson. These were undoubtedly among the 
most successful writers of the period, and were eagerly 
read not merely by milliners’ girls and young ladies from 
boarding-school, but by people of the caliber of Jane Aus¬ 
ten and Thomas Babington Macaulay. And yet these books 
were as silly as most of the movies over which serious peo¬ 
ple relax their minds to-day, and no one but an anti¬ 
quarian would now think of perusing “Midnight Wed¬ 
dings” or any of the best sellers of the Minerva school. 

Again, let the reader consider the enormous sales, over 
two generations, of General Lew Wallace and Marie 
Corelli. If the size of one’s audience is any test of great¬ 
ness, then Marie Corelli had reason to complain, as she is 
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reported to have done, that she was not given a box at the 
opera next to royalty. She had every reason to suppose that 
she was the most important writer of her time. 

Of the twentieth-century writers whom I have treated 
at length, a considerable number have never been widely 
popular, but have grown into classics almost in spite of 
general neglect on the part of even cultivated readers. It 
is as if there were a want C;f agreement between novelists 
of distinction and the great body of readers, the writers 
wishing to produce one sort of thing and their patrons 
wishing to read a quite different sort. This situation is not 
peculiar to the novel. At the present time it is equally 
marked in poetry, painting, and music. Can we possibly 
suppose that Cezanne is even yet as widely and whole¬ 
heartedly admired as, let us say, G. F. Watts? And 
is it not notorious that conductors like Stokowski have to 
cram down the throats of reluctant audiences the most dis¬ 
tinguished composers of this age? 

Now, I am well aware of the interpretation that many 
critics put upon these facts. They simply indicate, such 
critics say, that all the arts have entered upon a decadent 
stage, and that the mass of the people, being still sound, 
instinctively protect themselves against the infection by 
shutting their eyes and ears. 

Personally I am not prepared to accept this hasty and 
facile conclusion. It is really to convict ourselves along with 
the arts. For they are, after all, our own product, the ex¬ 
pression of our own mentality and our own cultural status. 
And there are too many alternatives to this hypothesis 
The misunderstanding between creative artists and the 
gros public is a condition with which the student of his¬ 
tory is only too familiar. It arises partly out of the natural 
want of taste of the ordinary man, and partly out of the 
laziness which leads him to prefer the familiar in the arts 
and to look with suspicion on everything new in thought 
and method. We know that nearly every original geniu.^ 



546 THE TWENTIETH-CENTURY NOVEL 

required at least a generation in which to make the public 
familiar with his idiom, and that accordingly there is a 
normal interval of at least a score of years between crea¬ 
tion and appreciation. And this is not because the genius 
is an eccentric, speaking a different language from the 
public. It is often that he recognizes before them, and 
makes articulate, the language of their own hearts. 

Still, it may be true that at the present time the mis¬ 
understanding between the public and the creative artist 
is more acute than usual. And in the case of the twentieth- 
century novel it is easy to distinguish the features that have 
temporarily alienated readers, even among the intellectual 
elite. In the first place, there is the extreme subjectivism 
so prominent both in the well-made novel and among the 
“modernists.” Where the writers have been most interested 
in what their characters think, the average reader would 
rather be told what they do. Another unpopular feature 
of the later writers is the emphasis laid on abnormal types. 
Even when they have become reconciled to the tragic his¬ 
tories of Hardy, most readers are likely to be repelled by 
the psychopathic studies of Joyce, Frank, Lawrence, 
Faulkner. Insanity they will tolerate in Virginia Woolf 
because it is not too realistic; and all kinds of perversions 
in Aldous Huxley because he is so “intellectual.” Mainly, 
however, in twentieth-century fiction, the reader has been 
baffled by an excess of the intellectual where it is not suf¬ 
ficiently formulated in good set terms. If you are to be in¬ 
tellectual, like Joyce, the average reader prefers that you 
should give him something tangible which he can carry off 
and file away with wise sayings of Fielding, Eliot, or Samuel 
Butler. 

And then, finally, the very methods chosen by twentieth- 
centuiy writers in order to make their narratives more 
dramatic, more vivid and intimate and real, often serve 
to make them difficult reading for the “tired business man,” 
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sitting down in his easy-chair for an evening’s entertain¬ 
ment. 

2 

Well, it is true that in all the arts, as in the sciences, 
the specialist has in our day gone far ahead of the layman 
in precision and elaboration of method. It was possible for 
the educated reader not a scientist to make something out 
of the writings of Newton or of Darwin; where, without a 
specialized training in the higher mathematics, he must 
give up in despair all hopes of coming near an understand¬ 
ing of Einstein. But the educated man can, without too 
great difficulty, master the new technical refinements in 
the arts, and he will do so if he is once persuaded that it 
is worth his while. Even fiction he is willing to approach 
with the alert faculties of a student rather than the flabby 
passiveness of the tired business man, provided only that 
he has a strong expectation of getting something out of it. 

The great Russian novelists were all read in their time 
udth passionate interest, partly of course because they 
were men of genius, but partly also because they were felt 
to have something of prime importance to say concerning 
the spiritual life and the right approach to problems of 
social organization. For similar reasons Eliot, Meredith, 
and Zola were read with intense interest. And more recently 
Wells and Galsworthy have been widely read for what they 
had to say. 

Of the earlier “modernists,” the one who is most gen¬ 
erally felt to have something to say is Lawrence. Many 
readers, to be sure, have thought that what he has to say 
is not altogether sound, that his social and sex philosophy 
is somewhat vitiated by the hectic and fevered strain of his 
own emotional make-up. But more and more, even con¬ 
servatives are coming to recognize how much of significance 
there is in the one writer of genius who has made a special 
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and honest study of sex psychology in the light of modern 
knowledge and speculation. 

Of more recent novelists in English, the one who is most 
generally recognized as a genius is Joyce, by virtue both 
of originality and personal force. And I suppose he is the 
one most typical of a prevailing and significant attitude 
toward human nature and the efforts of the human spirit 
in our time. Which means, in effect, that he is the one who 
has the most to say. 

But several circumstances militate against his being 
widely read. His most important work cannot be obtained 
in English-speaking countries without breaking the law. 
Moreover, his spirit is so corrosively critical that it seems 
to the average reader to leave nothing standing. It makes 
them feel as Pavel Petrovich felt, in “Fathers and Sons,” 
when confronted with the “nihilism” of young Bazarov. 
In this Joyce is typical of the period through which we are 
going, a period of transition, of ruthless criticism and 
transvaluation ot values. But this state of molting is not 
a comfortable one for those who are going through it, and 
readers are not inclined to be grateful to the man who 
makes them more conscious of their discomforts. Besides, 
this Joyce is so impersonal, so unwilling to give himself 
away, that few readers are capable of formulating the re¬ 
sults of his criticism. That, again, is incidental to our pres¬ 
ent phase, which may be—who knows?—a mere by-product 
of an economic and political evolution in which we are so 
deeply involved that we cannot even make out its main 
lines. 

That there is such a connection between our spiritual 
state and some profound metabolism in the social body, is 
strongly implied in all the novels of Dos Passos. And more 
and more, as he goes on, there grows palpable in his work 
something like a positive social idea. But in him, too, the 
nihilism runs strong, the corrosive criticism of old ideals, 
as it does in Joyce, in Butler, Dreiser, Lewis, Huxley, Hem- 
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ingway, Faulkner. And the vast reading public misses in 
these men, not merely the romantic sentiment they are 
accustomed to in the novel, but something more funda¬ 
mental, which for want of a better term we may call 
humaneness, and which is strongly felt in certain Con¬ 
tinental writers like Knut Hamsun and Thomas Mann. 
What these writers in English have obtained by their ruth¬ 
lessness is something significant and valuable, but they 
have paid a high price for it. They have certainly had 
something to say, but it has been mainly critical and de¬ 
structive. 

But in his later novels Dos Passes, while remaining the 
conscientious realist, has found the means, within the 
vehicle of the novel, for projecting a vision of that col¬ 
lectivist ideal which is his own guiding star. And this is 
bound to win him the attention of serious readers not 
capable of appreciating the subtleties of his art. 

But coming back to Joyce, we are not done with the 
features which puzzle and repel his readers. His love of 
riddles, they feel, his literary virtuosity, have a tendency 
to run away with him. He is the classic example of that 
disposition among the modernists to pursue technique be¬ 
yond the point where it can serve the ends of art. The 
whole trend is, in many ways, a continuation of the 
nineteenth-century movement of “art for art s sake. 

Under the head of “art for art’s sake” are often con¬ 
fused two quite distinct doctrines or tendencies, one of 
them altogether healthy and normal, another harboring 
the seeds of weakness and decadence. The first is the doc¬ 
trine of artistic independence, which asserts the right of 
the artist to treat any subject that to him seems good, ir¬ 
respective of conventional notions—most often reactionary 

_of what is suitable for artistic treatment. This doctrine 

has been the breath of life for all great work, the condi¬ 
tion of progress in the arts. 

But closely associated with this, in the nineteenth cen- 
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tury, was a disposition of many writers to make an artificial 
distinction between art and life, and to divorce their work 
from the prime interests of men, turning the broad humane 
art of letters into a mere polishing of gems. This unhealthy 
side of the ‘‘art for art’s sa*ke” movement manifests itself 
whenever a writer, having little or nothing to say, lays all 
his emphasis on technique; or when, wishing to be “dif¬ 
ferent,” or actually bored with the normal, primary in¬ 
terests of men, he turns his back upon them, and finds his 
subjects on the remote fringes of life. 

I will not assert that either of these cases is largely il¬ 
lustrated in the authors we have been considering. I will 
not imply that Virginia Woolf has little or nothing to 
say, when the truth is simply that she deals with elusive 
and imponderable but essential matters of psychology. I 
will not say that these twentieth-century writers have been 
wrong in giving so much attention to the subjective side 
of experience, or even in taking so much interest in ab¬ 
normal types and those in which the connection between 
thought and action is largely broken. These are important 
aspects of human nature, worthy perhaps of being made a 
main subject of literary art through a period of one genera¬ 
tion. Morbid psychology is, after all, a natural preoccupa¬ 
tion of a scientific age. And already, I think, the serious 
reading public is coming to recognize the high interest 
and importance of this work. 

3 

Only, looking forward to probable developments in 
the coming generation, one anticipates, in writers as dis¬ 
tinguished as those we have been considering, a movement 
away from this intense subjectivism, in favor of a closer 
connection between thought and action. I certainly do 
not expect serious novelists to abandon incontinently that 
psychological intimacy which has been the main fruit, and 
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the raison d'etre, of all this subjectivism. But they may 
well use with greater economy the devices for securing psy¬ 
chological intimacy, and bring tlie thought process to bear 
more directly upon the major actions and decisions which 
are the organizing principle of men’s lives. That, as one 
surveys the whole course of literary history, is the normal 
state of things, as it is seen in Sophocles, in Shakspere, 
Goethe, Balzac, Hardy. That is one meaning of the move¬ 
ment described under the heading, “The Cult of the Sim¬ 
ple.” And the same trend is evident in writers with a more 
complicated technique, like Dos Passos. 

Perhaps we may anticipate “a fresh insistence on the 
story, on plot,” as Mr. Carruthers suggests in his acute, 
but somewhat peevish and dogmatic, essay entitled “Sche¬ 
herazade: or The Future of the English Novel.” But it 
will not be the plot of intrigue and surprise, or, as Mr. 
Carruthers describes it, ”the old, arbitrary plot, glued to 
the surface of pasteboard figures.” It was against this that 
the great French and Russian novelists all set their faces. 
It was this to which the well-made novel gave the coup de 
grace. And among all varieties of fiction which marked 
the reaction against the well-made novel, there was none 
that showed the least disposition to bring back to life the 
old, arbitrary plot of intrigue and surprise. That seems to 
have been permanently abandoned to the writers of mur¬ 
der mysteries and historical romance. 

Anything may happen in so eclectic a form as the novel. 
Whatever has been done in this form may be done again. 
It is natural that present-day writers should imitate the 
methods of admired masters in any period. It is open to 
any writer with the genius of Thackeray to employ the 
somewhat awkward and sprawling methods of that master 
and win our grateful plaudits. I have no doubt that ex¬ 
amples could be found in contemporary fiction of every 
variety of technique employed throughout the two first 
centuries of the novel’s existence. 
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Still, on the whole, fashions have changed, and in most 
cases it has proved unwise to try deliberately to revive the 
technical methods of our great-grandfathers. The neo- 
Victorianism of William De Morgan was pleasing in its 
time, but we still read Dickens rather than De Morgan; 
and not simply because Dickens was a genius, but also be¬ 
cause with him the manner of Dickens was the real thing, 
instead of being a more or less antiquarian reconstruction. 
Mr. Priestley is a writer of talent, who has made a distinct 
effort to treat his material seriously; but one does not feel 
in him the artistic sincerity, let alone the sparkle, of the 
Victorian writers. 

It is certain that writers of distinction will arise with 
more cheerful things to tell us of human nature than the 
majority of those who hold the stage to-day. On the whole, 
our race maintains considerable courage, good humor, and 
even gusto in the face of its undeniable limitations and dis¬ 
tresses. Such is the instinctive reaction of healthy organisms 
to the challenge and invitation of life. And this spirit is 
bound to make itself felt sooner or later in first-rate litera¬ 
ture. But that is something which cannot be forced with¬ 
out danger of sentimentalism and insincerity. For a long 
time now the tide has been running the other way, and 
there are no great signs of its turning yet. In any case, 
this is not our present subject. Our present subject is the 
form likely to be taken by fiction in the future, what¬ 
ever its content and philosophical tone. 

Much depends on the personal idiosyncrasy of future 
writers of genius who have something to say. But it is im¬ 
possible to suppose that they can altogether escape the 
influence of either of the broad movements I have been 
tracing. The well-made novel, while it has been largely 
displaced, has continued to influence the later writers in 
several ways. Even when they proceed on formal principles 
the most opposite to those of the well-made novel, it has 
had the effect of making them decidedly form-conscious. 
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and giving a greater finish and precision to whatever they 
do. It has tended to keep the writers themselves as much as 
possible out of the picture. It has made them more strongly 
conscious of the several units of composition, however con¬ 
ceived and arranged in relation to one another. Above all, 
it has made them aware of the artistic importance of the 
point of view, whether subjective or objective, whether 
narrowly limited or deliberately shiited for designed ef¬ 
fects. This influence is strongly lelt in writers as diverse 
as Conrad, Joyce, Virginia Woolf, Evelyn Scott, Dos Passos, 
Wilder, Hemingway, Faulkner. And the psychological in¬ 
timacy so closely associated in the well-made novel with 
the limited point of view is felt in many others, like Lavv- 
rence, who do not seem to have been much concerned 
with the technique of the matter. So that in many ways 
the well-made novel has left a formal heritage which it 
will be difficult altogether to renounce. 

Still less likely is it that the coming writers should be 
unaffected by the movement in favor of greater freedom 
and suppleness of narrative method, and a more imagina¬ 
tive treatment, which I have described under the headings 
of “Impressionism’’ and “Expressionism. If the writers 
of these groups have sometimes been carried away by their 
enthusiasm for new inventions, still the rationale of the 
new technique has, at every point, been clear enough We 
cannot expect novelists to give up that wider social ref¬ 
erence implied in the breadthwise cutting of the slice of 
life and return to the mere record of private lives governed 
by an individualistic system of ethics. From such varied 
experiments in form as those of Joyce, Virginia Woolf, 
Huxley, Frank, Wescott, Dos Passos, Evelyn Scott, it seems 
most likely that a tradition will be established which will 
have its followers in the time to come. And whether or not 
the form “takes,” it is inevitable that future writers will be 
affected by the philosophical (the sociological) bias of which 
these experimental forms were the expression. 
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In general, the new writers have brought in use instru¬ 
ments too valuable to be thoughtlessly thrown aside. How¬ 
ever much the genius of the future may see fit to modify, 
to adapt, the new technique, he will hardly abandon alto¬ 
gether such effective means of capturing, for taking off its 
guard, the elusive, protean thing that we call Life. 
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In my first chapter I have mentioned several recent books of 
special interest in connection with technique-those of Lub¬ 
bock, Grabo, Muir, Forster, and Edith Wharton. Other studies 
of the novel as an art form which arc often sugi^estiv'e on 
points of technique are “A Study of Prose Fiction.” by Bliss 
Perry (1903); “A Study of the Novel,” by Selden L. Whitcomb 
(1905)^ “The Technique of the Novel,” by Charles F. Horne 
(1908); “Materials and Methods of Fiction,” by Clayton 
Hamilton, with an introduction by Brander Matthews (1908; 
republished in slightly enlarged form as “A Manual of the 
Art of Fiction”); and “The Art of the Novelist,” by Henry 
Burrowes Lathrop (1921). Here might also be mentioned 
“Scheherazade, or the Future of the English Novel,” by John 
Carruthers (1928). “The English Novel, from the Earliest 
Days to the Death of Joseph Conrad” (1929), being from the 
hand of Ford Madox Ford, is of course both entertaining and 
suggestive. 

Of general histories of the novel in English during the 
period covered by this study, the most important are “A 
Century of the English Novel,” by Cornelius Weygandt (1925); 
“The American Novel,” and “Contemporary American Novel¬ 
ists,” both by Carl Van Doren (1921 and 1922 respectively). 
Mention should also be made of “The Advance of the English 
Novel,” by William Lyon Phelps (1916); “Le Roman anglais 
de notre temps,” by Abel Chevalley (1921; American edition, 
1925); “Der englische Roman der neuesten Zeit,” by W. F, 
Schirmer (1923); “The Modem English Novel,” by Elizabeth 
A. Drew (1926); “Le Roman am^ricain d’aujourd'hui,” by 
Regis Michaud (1926; American edition, 1928); “Der englische 
Roman der neuesten Zeit und Gegenwart,” by Ernst Vowinckel 
(1926). I should make particular acknowledgment of indebted¬ 
ness to those indispensable handbooks by John Matthews 
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Manly and Edith Rrckert, “Contemporary English Literature” 
(revised edition, 1928) and “Contemporary American Litera¬ 
ture” (revised edition, 1929). 

Among the more important historical studies of the Eng¬ 
lish novel before the twentieth century are “The Development 
of the English Novel,” by Wilbur L. Cross (1899); “The English 
Novel,” by Sir Walter Raleigh (1894); and “The English 
Novel,” by George Saintsbury (1913). More comprehensive and 
bringing the record down to the present is the excellent “His¬ 
tory of the Novel in England,” by Robert Morss Lovett and 
Helen Sard Hughes (1932). Special studies dealing with the 
origins of the novel are “The History of the Novel Previous to 
the Seventeenth Century,” by F. M. Warren (1895); “The Rise 
of the Novel of Manners: a Study of English Prose Fiction 
1600-1740,” by C. E. Morgan (1911); “Geschichte der Roman- 
theorie,” by M. L. Wolff (1915); ”Le Roman au temps de 
Shakespeare,” and “Le Roman anglais du dix-huitieme siecle,” 
both by J. J. Jusserand (1887 respectively). 

There is a large number of books in print, both in England 
and America, with titles like these: “How to Write a Novel,” 
“How to Write Saleable Fiction,” etc., which may have been of 
service to young writers obliged to keep their eye on the com¬ 
mon fiction market, but which are not worth mentioning in 
this study of the novel as an art form. Hardly more to the point 
are various German studies like “Die Theorie des Romans,” by 
Georg Lukdcs (1920). This severely philosophic treatise soars as 
far above our subject—the art of novel-wri ting—as the commer¬ 
cial handbooks fall below it. 

On the other hand, one can hardly overestimate the impor¬ 
tance of Zola's “Le Roman experimental” (1880), of James’s 
prefaces in the New York edition of his novels and tales (1907- 
09), or of the essays on the novel by Maupassant, James, Steven¬ 
son, Eliot, Conrad, and Frank Norris, which have been con¬ 
veniently brought together by Rollo Walter Brown in the 
volume entided “The Writer's Art” (1924). Other books of a 
special reference which have much to yield to the historical 
student of technique are “The Eighteenth-Century Novel in 
Theory and Pracdce,” by Charles Herbert Huffman (1920); 
“Dickens, Reade, and Collins, Sensation Novelists,” by Walter 
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C. Phillips (1919); “Le Roman realiste sous le Second Empire/* 
by P. Martino (1913); “LTsth^tique des Goncourt,” by Pierre 
Sabatier (1920); “Zola and His Time/’ by Matthew Josephson 
(1928); “The Later Realism, a Study of Characterization in the 
British Novel,’’ by Walter L. Myers (1927); and “James Joyce’s 
Ulysses,” by Stuart Gilbert (1931). Here also 1 will mention my 
own monographs on “The Method of Henry James” (1918) and 
“The Technique of Thomas Hardy” (1922). 

Since I deal hardly at all with tlie short story, I will give no 
list of books on that subject, mentioning only Henry Seidel 
Canby’s “A Study of the Short Story” (1913), and, once again, 
Clayton Hamilton’s “Manual of the Art of Fiction.” 

Special mention should be made of “The European Caravan, 
an Anthology of the New Spirit in European Literature” (Part 
I: France, Spain, England, and Ireland), edited by Samuel Put¬ 
nam (1931); a book which contains considerable critical and 
historical matter along with the selections in verse and prose. 
While this book lays special emphasis on the underlying emo¬ 
tional and philosophical impulses of post-war literature, there 
is much incidental reference to resulting tendencies in form. 
And while it is largely confined to very recent left-wing writers, 
light is thrown on earlier, now classic writers, especially on the 
side of their philosophical import. This book will have a special 
bearing on the novelists discussed in Chapter XLII, and may 
be of help to persons wishing to forecast the future of the novel. 

It would be only too easy to draw up an enormous list of 
books and articles dealing with the novel, or the English novel 
alone. I will content myself with calling attention to the more 
or less extensive bibliographies which are to be found in the 
above-mentioned works of Messrs. Cross, Horne, Myers, Perry, 
Van Doren (“The American Novel”), Whitcomb, and Wey- 
gandt, as well as in the following: “The Modern English 
Novel,” by Wilbur L. Cross (1928), and “The Typical Forms of 
English Literature,” by Alfred H. Upham (1917)- 
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